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CHAPTER |. DEATH MARK
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THE man who dighted from acab in front of the Hotel Goliath was aforeigner. That was gpparent from
the olive hue of hisskin; the jet blackness of his glistening hair, and the dark glint of hiseyes. His exact
nationality, however, would have been difficult to guess.

The man's expresson showed odd contrasts. Theflash of hiseyes; the set of hislips; the sirength of his
squatty frame were indicative of a person who could combat danger. Nevertheless, his eyes showed a
blink; hislips carried atwitch. There was ashudder of the broad shoulders as the foreigner stepped
hastily across the stretch of sdewalk between the curb and the hotel entrance.

Onceingdethe glittering lobby of the Goliath, the olive-skinned man regained his composure. Lights
were brilliant; the lobby was thronged. The place seemed to be a meeting spot for dl Manhattan. The
squatty man smiled as he looked about and saw adesk that bore the sign: "INFORMATION."

When he approached the desk, however, the man became cautious. He looked warily about; studied
facesthat he saw near by. He saw alight-complexioned, blond-haired man standing near the information
booth, and apparently considered him of no importance. Observing no one of darkish visage, the
olive-skinned man leaned across the desk and spoke to a girl who was sorting mail.

"Tel me, please," heinquired. "Senor Alvarez Rentone - is he registered here?”
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Thegirl went to afiling case marked "R." She consulted a card; without looking toward the questioner,
shereplied:

"Mr. Rentoneisregistered here; but he has gone out of town for afew days. He left no word when he
would be back."

The squatty man looked troubled. He chewed hislips; then turned away and looked acrossthe lobby.
He saw aline of telephone booths. He walked over, consulted a telephone directory and entered a
booth. After some perplexity with the dial, he managed to call the number that he wanted.

"Hello?' The squatty man's voice was questioning as he heard an answer. "Isthis Senor Dundeg?... Ah,
buenos! Allow me, senor, to introduce myself. My nameisManud Fendoza... Ah, S, senor. | have come
from Santander.”

There was a short-pause, while Fendoza listened to a voice across the wire. When Dundee had finished
speaking, Fendoza became voluble with further explanation.

"Ah, senor,” he exclaimed, "it isnot my wish to cause you bother. | have cometo New Y ork to find
Senor Alvarez Rentone... Ah, 5. Heisthe grandson of Jose Rentone... But heis not where | should find
him... At the Hotel Goliath... Y our name? Ah, senor, | heard of it by pure accident... Gracias, senor.”

FENDOZA finished his call and stepped from the booth. He went to the cigar stand, purchased a pack
of cigarettes and looked about while he was opening them. He failed to glance back toward the
telephone booths. Hence he did not notice that aman was hunched in the booth next to the one that he
had just |eft. The man in the booth was the light-haired individua who had watched Fendoza at the
information desk.

A hard grin showed on the man'slips as hisfinger dialed anumber. The call went through;, the light-haired
man recognized the voice that responded. Lone-toned and harsh, the cdler gave information.

"Hello, Zenjora." he announced. "Thisis Carddll, watching at the Goliath... Yeah. A felow just camein
and asked for Alvarez Rentone...

"Hisname? Sure. | got it. Manud Fendoza. Hejust put inacall to aguy named Dundee. | caught it from
the next booth... What's that? Howard Dundee? | can't say for sure. All that Fendoza called him was
Dundee...

"No. Dundee didn't know anything about Alvarez Rentone. From the way it sounded, he didn't want to
be bothered... Wait aminute, Zenjoral | see Fendoza going back to the information desk!... Yeah. |
think hesgoing to fdl... Sure. I'll be ready with the tip-off..."

Completing hiscall, Cardell stepped from the booth. He watched Fendoza approach the information
desk; but Cardell made no effort to draw closer. Instead, he edged toward aside door of the lobby.
From that vantage point, he could see what happened at the desk.

There, Fendoza made another polite inquiry regarding Alvarez Rentone.

"Ah, senorital” he said to the girl at the desk. "I must ask you again regarding Senor Rentone. Heisa
friend of mine. Isit not possble that he has|eft some message here?"

The girl made another referenceto file"R." Shelooked aong the line of mail boxes, found number 1282,
There she discovered a sedled envelope, amemo dip with it. She passed the enve ope to Rentone and
tossed the dip in the wastebasket.



"Thiswas|eft for any onewho inquired,” stated the girl. "No name mentioned with it. It must be for you,

ar.

Fendozatook the envelope. Clutching it, he looked about, saw the side exit from the lobby. Cardell had
stepped away; Fendoza suspected nothing as he hurried through the doorway. Outside, he spied ataxi.
Heentered it.

"Whereto?' queried the driver.
Fendoza hestated; then replied:

"Take meto adation of the subway." Then, noting a subway station just across the street, he corrected
himsdf: "No, no! | mean astation of the elevated railway. The onethat is nearest.”

Fendozas only desire was to open the envelopein privacy. He started the task as soon as the cab pulled
away. Hence he did not observe a sedan that started from the curb and followed close behind the cab.
The driver of the sedan had caught asignal from Cardell, at the lobby door.

THE lights of Seventh Avenue were just what Fendoza wanted. Eagerly, he ripped the envel ope open,
pulled out a<tiff correspondence card that was within. The card was sharp-edged; it cut Fendozas
finger, and brought an exclamation from hislips. Then, placing hisfinger to his mouth, Fendozaforgot
about the dight cut while he studied the card. His eyes blinked in puzzled fashion.

The correspondence card was blank.

Turning it over and over, Fendozawondered. He looked inside the crumpled envelope; found nothing
there. The cab swung eastward on agloomy side street, where no more light was available. Fendoza
shoved the card and the envelopein his pocket. Drawing hisfinger from hislips, he muttered to himsdlf in
Spanish. Fendoza could not understand the barren message.

"Hereyou are, Sir."

The cab driver made the announcement as he pulled up benegath a station on the Sixth Avenue eevated.
Fendoza dighted and produced the fare.

Asthe cab drove away, Fendozalooked about and became nervous. Sixth Avenue wasless brilliant than
Seventh. Many of itslights were obstructed by the evated. Glancing dong a side street, Fendoza saw
the brighter digtrict that he had just left. He decided to go back to it. He hurried westward along the sde
Street.

Hafway to Seventh Avenue, Fendoza stumbled as he passed the open front of agarage. Hisface
showed awild expression benegth the glare of a street lamp. Another sumble; Fendoza gave an
inarticulate cry. He lost hisfooting and rolled to the sidewak. The spot where he sprawled was dark.

A sedan swung up from the opposite direction. It was the one that had trailed Fendoza from the Hotel
Goliath. It had rounded the block while Fendozawas waking from Sixth Avenue to Seventh. The door
of the sedan siwung open; a hunched, apish figure scrambled to the curb. The sedan blocked the glow
from the nearest street lamp. The apish man was scarcely discernible, as he crouched above Fendoza's

body.

With quick hands, this hunched ghoul went through Fendozas pockets. There was amomentary glimmer:
an arm jabbed as though delivering aknife thrust. A low cal from the sedan; the gpish man bounded
back into the car. The sedan shot away asits door dammed. At that instant, an attendant arrived from
the open front of the garage.



"Hey, you!!" he shouted after the car. "What's going on here?’

The sedan did not stop. The garage man could not catch its license number; nor did he gain agood
glimpse of the car asit wheded around the corner. He looked toward the sdewalk, near where the car
had stopped. He saw Fendoza's body.

The garage man raised a shout. Another attendant joined him. Asthe two shouted together, a patrolman
came on the run, from some distance down the street. Reaching Fendoza's body, the officer heard the
first garage man's statement.

"There was a sedan stopped here," the fellow informed the officer. "Maybe they dumped the guy. Or
maybe somebody hopped out and dugged him while he waswalking past.”

The policeman stopped and gripped Fendoza's shoulders. The body had tilted forward; the officer rolled
it on its back. One garage man gulped. From the dead man's breast he saw the handle of aknife.
Fendoza had been stabbed through the heart.

THE policeman grunted. Thisdid not perturb him. He had seen dirked victims before. He had viewed
corpses with their faces shot away. He was used to al forms of death. With one hand, the officer tilted
Fendoza's faceinto the light, so that he could observe it better.

Aningant |ater, the bluecoat came upward, rigid. His nonchalance was gone. His eyes were garing; his
hands shook. Y et he could not turn his gaze away from the horror that lay upon the sidewalk.

The face of Manud Fendozalooked human no longer. No person on earth could have identified that
countenance as one that had been seen & the Hotdl Goliath only fifteen minutes before. Degth had
changed it to the visage of afiend.

Livid eyes bulged from sunken sockets; eyesthat were glaring brown orbs, surrounded by arim of
bloodshot white. Olive skin seemed drawn fight across the dead man's cheek bones, pulled downward
by asagged lower jaw.

Fendozas lips were twisted into aterrible, downward smile that contorted his entire face. Half askew,
those lipslooked asif they had tried vainly to deliver ashriek in response to something that the bulging
eyes had witnessed.

That was not all. Upon Fendozas face stood proof that histerror had beenredl. A knife thrust was not
the only token that had been left upon the corpse. Upon Fendoza's forehead gleamed amark that stood
for death.

That mark was formed by three crimson lines, like narrow welts. The symbol was in the center of
Fendozas forehead; two lines horizontd, the third crossing them at the diagonal. They were like dashes,
carved upon the dead man's flesh; though scratches only, they had brought blood to the surface.

Y et, terrible though Fendoza's expression had become, his face was but the countenance of avictim. The
devilish glare that showed upon the dead man's visage stood as areflection of an evil that till existed.

That wasthe evil of some master murderer who had ordered the doom of Manuel Fendoza.

CHAPTER II. FACESFROM THE PAST

FENDOZA'S death produced big headlinesin the next day's newspapers. Though killings were not
unusual in New Y ork, this one presented sensationa angles. It was seldom that a man was stabbed to
death within half ablock of the Times Square area.



To the police, Manud Fendozawas an unidentified victim. Therewas no clue to his exact nationdity; and
the contorted condition of hisface madeit till more difficult to trace the race to which he belonged. The
weapon, however, was not an ordinary knife. It was a stiletto; and that fact apparently placed an Itdian
angleto the murder.

One fact was mentioned by al the newspapers. The victim had died in fear and anguish. Those who had
seen hisface were unanimous on that point. All agreed that they had viewed asight that they would like
to forget.

The morning newspapers handled the case in rather conservative fashion. The evening journals made it
more sensationd . Behind Fendozal's murder, so they claimed, might lie a huge vendetta that would lead to
more deaths. The newspapers announced that the police commissioner had taken persona charge of the
case; and it was predicted that around-up of criminals might be due.

Until midafternoon, reporters beleaguered the office of Commissioner Raph Weston. Then their efforts
ceased. Weston ducked out and made for the Cobalt Club, where he was amember. No one had ever
crashed the gate of the exclusive Cobalt Club. The reporters gave up their effortsto gain an interview, on
the assumption that Weston would issue a statement later.

Four o'clock found Commissioner Weston finishing asteak in the grillroom of the Cobalt Club. Weston
was aman of brisk, military appearance; when he became ruffled, he was ahard man with whom to dedl.
He had foregone hislunch hour in order to avoid reporters; and he had been annoyed on that account. A
mesdl in the quiet grillroom of the Cobalt Club had calmed him; in fact, Weston looked up with a
half-pleased smile when avisitor gpproached histable.

WESTON recognized the newcomer as Lamont Cranston, amillionaire member of the Cobdt Club. He
invited hisfriend to sit down at the table. Cranston complied. Weston looked acrossto eyeacam,
hawklike countenance, with keen eyes and thin, straight lips.

AsWeston recdled it, he had never seen Crangton indulge in any but the dightest of smiles. Therewas
something masklike about the millionairés face; his manner, too, was unusua. Cranston was dways
deliberate and leisurely. Weston supposed that he had cultivated that manner through his long experience
asaglobe-trotter. Cranston had experienced adventuresin many parts of the world.

Though Weston thought he knew a great dedl about Cranston, there was one fact that the commissioner
had never grasped. He would have been astonished had he been told that there were two Lamont
Cranstons, that the real one was seldom in New Y ork. The Cranston whom Weston faced at present
was actua ly another person. He was that mysterious being known as The Shadow.

Master deuth who hunted down men of crime, The Shadow used the role of Cranston to hide hisown
identity. Moreover, hefound it useful when he sought certain items of information. Today, The Shadow
wasin quest of facts; he had learned enough about last night's murder to want more. Anticipating that
Commissioner Weston would be at the Cobalt Club, The Shadow had come here as Cranston.

In quiet, leisurely fashion, The Shadow expressed surprise at finding Weston at the lunch table, so latein
the afternoon. The remark produced the very result that The Shadow expected. It started Weston on a
tirade that led to the subject of Fendoza's murder.

"Thereisno rest for apolice commissoner,” snapped Weston. "When crimeis rampant, | am criticized
by the newspapers and besieged by hordes of outraged reformers. Do they give merest when | have
curbed crime? No! Then they magnify smdl crimesinto large ones!™

"l suppose,” inserted The Shadow, "that you are referring to last night's murder.”



"l am," acknowledged Weston. "To read the newspaper reports you would think that afeud had begun.
Bah! Itissuch tak that stirsup trouble!”

"The newspapers state that you have taken personal charge of the case.”

"I have. What else could | do? | had to satisfy them in some fashion. However, | am handling it through
Inspector Cardona. Heisthe best man to get to the bottom of it."

The Shadow indulged in one of hisdight smiles. He knew that if Joe Cardonawas on the case, Weston's
part would be asmall one. Cardonawas the most able deuth on the New Y ork force. He had long
served as Weston's right-hand man.

"CARDONA isn't even sure that the dead manisan Italian," confided Weston, leaning acrossthe table.
"All he knowsisthat the man was stabbed to death with a gtiletto; and that hisforehead was marked with
apeculiar symbol that might be the sign of some secret society.

"But Cardona hasn't found out who the dead man is; and he hasn't located a single suspect. Hesdown in
Little Italy today, quizzing people there. Being anative of the ditrict himself, Cardona ought to learn
something.”

The waiter brought Weston his dessert. The Shadow lighted a cigar; leaned back in his chair and put a
casua query to the commissioner.

"The newspapers mentioned the mark on the dead man'sforehead,” he remarked. "They dso ated that
the victim'sface was distorted. Wasthat true, commissioner?"

For reply, Weston reached to a briefcase beside his chair. Gingerly, he produced a photograph, turned
its picture side down and passed it acrossthe table.

"Takealook at it, Cranston,” he suggested. "But don't spoil my medl by turning it in thisdirection. Y ou'll
see the face and the mark on the forehead.”

The Shadow studied the photograph. It showed the face of Manuel Fendoza as the patrolman had
viewed it the night before. The picture was alarge one; it was amost as horrible asthe face itself. The
photograph, however, produced a gleam of interest in The Shadow's keen eyes. He made a careful study
of the mark upon the forehead.

"Tell me, commissioner,” said The Shadow. "Has the dead man's face dtered since this photograph was
taken?"'

A nod from Weston. The commissioner brought another picture from the brief case.
"Thereisashot that was taken thismorning.”

The Shadow eyed the second photograph. Two featuresintrigued him. One was the fact that Fendozals
face, though il distorted, had dulled. It no longer showed the lifelike glare that would have befitted a
demon. The other point was the mark upon the forehead. It was more conspicuous than before. The
reason for both changes seemed to be explained by a shrinkage that had come to the dead man'sflesh.

"Y ou seem to relish those photographs, Cranston,” laughed Weston. "Have you ever seen any like
them?'

"I have," responded The Shadow, quietly. "Infact, | have seen actua facesthat were contorted likethis
one."



"Wherewas that?"

"In Ecuador. Commissioner, this dead man resembles those who have been victims of the Jbaro
head-hunters. He appearsto have died from the virulent poison which the Jibaros use."

"Y ou mean those chaps who shrink the heads of their victims and keep them as miniature souvenirs?’
"Precisaly! The Jibaros apply the same substance to the heads, after death.”
Weston thwacked the table with hisfist. He delivered along laugh.

"That would be astory for the newspapers,” chuckled the commissioner. " Jbaro head-hunters, stalking
the streets of New Y ork! Only one trouble, though, Cranston.” Weston sobered, and spoke with mock
seriousness. "They wouldn't swalow it, eveniif | told them that | believed it."

"By which | infer," remarked The Shadow, "that you reject my theory."

"You haveinferred correctly,” smiled Weston. "That man was stabbed to death, Cranston. We havethe
dtiletto that was thrust through his heart.”

The Shadow returned the photographs without comment. Weston packed them away in his briefcase. He
glanced a hiswatch; decided that he would chance areturn trip to his office. A few minuteslater, he was
on hisway.

AN hour later, The Shadow |eft the Cobdt Club. He entered awaiting limousine; gave the chauffeur an
order. The big car drove dowly through Manhattan streets. The day was gloomy; dusk had settled when
the limousine reached an amost deserted street.

Thefigure that dighted sllently bore no resemblance to Lamont Cranston. During the ride, The Shadow
had donned garments of black. Cloaked, with douch hat on his head, he was like a phantasm amid the
dying daylight. Even the chauffeur did not detect his exit.

For amoment, The Shadow was visible as he crossed the sidewalk; then he was gone, benegth the
gloom of adingy building. A slent dleyway marked hisroute; but from the point, his course was
untracesble.

Soon aclick sounded amid darkness. A bluish light glowed within the corner of a black-walled room.
White hands came beneath the glow. The Shadow was in his sanctum, the lone abode that formed his
hidden headquartersin Manhattan.

Hands moved away from the light. When they returned, they carried haf adozen photographs and
spread them on the table. Faces glared upward toward the hidden eyes of The Shadow. Those
photographs looked like a gallery of demons.

Every picture displayed a countenance as contorted as that of Manuel Fendoza. Each had been touched
by the same grim desath that had struck the man from Santander. These were the photographs of dead
men whom The Shadow had seen; the ones whom he had mentioned to the police commissioner. They
were the hapless victims of Jibaro head-hunters.

Not only were those victims rendered aike in desth, so much o that their own identities seemed gone; in
addition, each carried an unmistakable mark upon his forehead. It was the three-line symbal: two cross
bars with the dashed diagond.

Another set of pictures cameinto thelight. They were pictures of the same victims, taken later. Aswith



Fendoza, each had undergone arelaxation. Skin was shrunken; the symbols on the foreheads were more
Cconspicuous.

Commissioner Weston would have expressed surprise had he seen those photographs. Perhaps some of
hisridicule would have faded. But those pictures were to remain within The Shadow's files. Weston had

passed up his chance.

The Shadow removed the photograph. He returned with alarge-scale map that showed the northern
section of South America; dso stacks of clippings that he placed to one side. Studying the map, he
placed along finger upon the newly formed republic of Santander, which was close to Ecuador.

From the clippings, The Shadow produced a batch that referred to Santander. During the past few years,
that country had been governed by adictator, old Jose Rentone. A famous champion of liberty, Jose
Rentone had been theidol of his people; but since his death, one month ago, revolution had beenrifein
Santander.

With the clippings that gave the life story of Jose Rentone, The Shadow found asmal onethat had
appeared recently in aNew Y ork newspaper. It mentioned that Alvarez Rentone, grandson of the dead
dictator, had arrived in New Y ork and was stopping a a Manhattan hotel. Written on the clipping was
the notation: "Hotel Goliath.”

With the cooperation of his agents, The Shadow kept extensive files concerning al newsthat might have
any bearing upon crime. South American revol utions frequently extended their ripplesto the United
States. Therefore, The Shadow had not neglected them.

Today, one lead had brought another. Newspaper reports of a mysterious stabbing had mentioned the
distorted face of avictim. The Shadow had seen photographs of the dead man, had recognized that he
could be a South American ingtead of an Itadian.

Shrunken skin, the tri-marked forehead, had pointed to the Jibaro headhunters. A check on Ecuador had
brought The Shadow to a consideration of Santander; he had further checked the fact that Alvarez
Rentone, grandson of the dead Santander dictator, was registered at the Hotel Goliath.

Only afew blockslay between the Hotel Goliath and the spot where the body of Manuel Fendoza had
been found. The chain had become acircle. The Shadow could see a connection between the dead man
and Alvarez Rentone. In fact, The Shadow was positive that Fendoza had encountered desth either while
on hisway to the Hotel Goliath or shortly after leaving it.

THE bluish light clicked off. Unfathomable darkness gripped the sanctum. From the darkened depths
came the whispered tone of asinister laugh, that faded to leave absolute silence. The Shadow had
departed.

Since Commissioner Weston had rejected The Shadow's theory, The Shadow knew that he could
expect no immediate cooperation from the law. Any effort to push the police to atrail that Weston
regarded as absurd would be worse than futile.

This case demanded lone effort, of the sort that The Shadow could provide. Slender threads must be
tightened; small cluesbuilt into great ones. By the time such was achieved, the police would be through
with their own futile search for an Italian assassin. They would be ready to follow new and stronger leads
when they received them.

Tonight, working upon pure speculation, The Shadow had only one course; yet itsvery smplicity
promised results. The Shadow knew Manuel Fendoza only as aman who had undoubtedly tried to



contact Alvarez Rentone and had received death for his effort.

That meant that death might threaten others who attempted the same contact. To deliver degth,
murderers would be forced to show their hand. The Shadow intended to follow the course that Fendoza
had chosen. He was ready to dare a horrible desth to learn the source from which it came.

CHAPTER IIl. THE MESSAGE OF DOOM

DARKNESS had sttled when The Shadow dighted from hislimousine, in the vicinity of Times Square.
During hisreturn ridein the big car, he had divested himsdlf of his blackened garments. That equipment
was safely stowed benesth the rear seat of the limousine. The Shadow had again assumed the character
of Lamont Cranston.

Strolling to a side street, The Shadow approached a parked cab. The driver was absent; that fact
discouraged woul d-be passengers from boarding that particular taxi. Nevertheless, The Shadow entered
the deserted cab. He pulled the door shut; let it swing half open; then gave afind tug that closed it.

A shrewd-faced cabby arrived immediately from a side-arm restaurant. He had spied the motion of the
cab door; heknew it asasignd. This cab was The Shadow's own. Itsdriver was employed in his
sarvice. As soon asthe driver was behind the whed!, he heard quiet-toned orders from the passenger.

The cab headed for the Hotdl Galiath.

Since his departure from the sanctum, The Shadow had formulated complete plans. He had contacted
agentsto work with him, because his own part demanded that he bluff any watcherswho might be a the
Hotel Galiath. The Shadow was sure that surveillance would commence as soon as heinquired for
Alvarez Rentone.

The cab reached its destination. The Shadow stepped benesth the marquee of the Hotdl Goliath; waited
until the cab had pulled away. He entered the lobby; saw the information desk and strolled toward it. As
he approached, he spied a clean-cut young man seated in a chair near the desk. This chap looked like a
guest at the hotel. He was reading a newspaper, apparently oblivious to persons who went past hislobby
chair.

The young man was Harry Vincent, one of The Shadow's agents. Harry'sinterest in the newspaper was
genuine. Hisduty here would not begin until hereceived asignal. That was dueto come.

Stopping at the desk, The Shadow made inquiry. Histone, though modulated, had a peculiar carrying
qudity. It reached the ears of Harry Vincent.

"IsMr. Alvarez Rentone stopping here?"'

The girl behind the desk made prompt answer to The Shadow's query. She was the same girl who had
been on duty the night before. Ordinarily, she might not have remembered facts concerning one particular
guest at the huge hotel; but the name of Alvarez Rentone had impressed her because it was unusud.

"Sorry, Sr," responded the girl. "Mr. Rentoneis out of town. We do not know when he will return.”
"Heleft no message?”’
"He left amessage; but a gentleman called for it last night. | am sorry, S, but -"

The girl paused suddenly. She had remembered Alvarez Rentone's room number. Glancing methodically
toward the pigeon-hole mail boxes, she saw an envel ope projecting from 1282. It wasidentica with the



envelope that Manuel Fendoza had taken.

Puzzled, the girl brought the envel ope from the mail box. With it was a penciled memo, which she tossed
into the wastebasket. She handed the envel ope to The Shadow with the remark:

"Thiswas|eft with the day clerk. The memo saysthat it isto be given to any onewho inquiresfor Mr.
Rentone.”

Nodding in Cranston'sleisurely fashion, The Shadow held the envel ope between his hands. He turned
dightly, so that the action could be viewed from the lobby. The Shadow noted people from the corner of
hiseye; but none was watching him.

Carrying the envel ope, he strolled to the Side exit; there he paused to eye the envel ope once more. In
indifferent fashion, he placed it in hisingde pocket and walked out to the street.

HARRY VINCENT, meanwhile, was glancing over the top of his newspaper, on sharp lookout for any
observers. At the moment when The Shadow pocketed the envelope, Harry caught aglimpse of atal,
blond-haired man who had just stepped from the door of the tap room, some distance from the
information desk. He saw the fellow become tense; glance quickly toward the mail boxes behind the
desk. It was Carddll, the same watcher who had spied Fendoza.

Cardell had been caught off watch. The Shadow, noting no lookout, had suspected that awatcher might
be away from his post. The Shadow had ddliberately delayed departure, asfar as possible, without
overdoing the ruse. His method had worked. Cardell was quick to snap up The Shadow'strall.

Harry saw the light-haired man scowl vicioudy; then hurry to the street. Since Carddll's attention was
concentrated on The Shadow, Harry had an opportunity of hisown. Rising from his chair, he tucked his
newspaper under hisarm. Pausing for afew moments, he waited while two chance passers went toward
the sde exit. Harry followed behind them.

Though scarcely more than aminute had passed, events had swung too swiftly for Harry. He thought that
he would be in time to observe the actions of the light-haired watcher. Harry waswrong in that surmise.

As hereached the Street, Harry saw a cab swing the corner. It was The Shadow's taxi; it had rounded
the block and parked to await his regppearance. A sedan was pulling from the curb, headed for the same
corner. Smultaneoudy, a cab was starting from beside the hotel.

Cardell had reached the street in time to see The Shadow step aboard his cab. Flashing asignal to menin
the waiting sedan, Cardd | had immediately taken acab himself. Harry saw the pursuing sedan swing left
after The Shadow's cab. He watched Cardell'staxi turn right. A hunch gave Harry the answer to this
procedure.

Murderers had taken up The Shadow'strail. The watcher who had handed them the tip-off was on his
way esawhere. He would not return to the Hotel Goliath until assured that desth had been delivered and
that all clues had been diminated.

Walking back into the lobby, Harry came to the conclusion that his presence here would be of no further
avail. For Harry Vincent was confident that nswould not deal with The Shadow as they had with
Manuel Fendoza

RIDING southward in his cab, The Shadow had quickly noted that acar was on histrail. Hislips
phrased awhispered laugh as he reached for abag upon the floor. Murderers had taken the bait that The
Shadow had given them. Emergency might soon arrive; The Shadow was preparing for it.



From the bag, he produced black attire; donned it and did a brace of huge automatics into holsters
beneath his cloak. Edging to aside of the rear seat, he looked back to see the sedan only a quarter block
behind. The Shadow whispered an order to the driver. The cab swung right at the next street. It was
heading for an avenue where traffic would be less.

The Shadow had drawn black gloves over his hands. From beneath his cloak, he brought the envelope
that he had recelved at the Hotel Goliath. Carefully, he opened it, glimmered atiny flashlight upon the
contents. The envelope wasidentical with the one that Fendoza had received. It contained a tiff,
sharp-edged card.

The Shadow did not make Fendoza's mistake. He was careful as he drew the card from the envelope.
Despite that fact, he could not avoid contact with the sharp edge. The paper had been tapered to amost
knife-edge keenness. The Shadow, however, was equipped againgt the cutting edge. His hands were
gloved.

Though the card edge actualy jabbed through the cloth, The Shadow's glove was sufficient to protect his
finger. He sensed the razor keenness; carefully shifted his hand. Helet the flashlight glow aong the edge
of the card. There, The Shadow detected afaint brownish stain.

The card had been painted with the juice of poisonous herbs known to the Jibaro head-hunters.
Fendoza's sudden death was explained. The dead man had received a card like this one at the Hotel
Goliath, last night. The remark made by the girl at the information desk was sufficient to prove that fact.

As The Shadow carefully replaced the blank card inits envelope, he cal culated an important time
element. He decided that |ast night's victim must have died within fifteen minutes after he had opened the
envelope. Therefore, thetrailersin the sedan would expect Smilar results tonight.

That meant that if The Shadow's cab did not stop soon, the pursuers would overhaul it. They might
attempt an attack at some secluded spot, hoping for the opportunity to jab a stiletto into a dead body.
Fase clues were important to their game.

An encounter with the murdererswould be a set-up for The Shadow. Thekillerswould find alive
antagonist, instead of a dead one. They would meet a battler who expected them; who could ded with
greater odds than any they might produce. But The Shadow saw disadvantages as a seque to such a

fray.

The Shadow was sure that the men who followed him were mere toolsin the employ of a master
murderer. To eiminate them would be a double mistake. The master crook would know that his plans
had failed. Chancefor atrail to the superkiller would be lost.

The Shadow had a better plan; there was till time to employ it. Thiswas no ordinary cab inwhich The
Shadow rode; nor was the driver smply an average cabby. Moe Shrevnitz, the man at the whedl, had
been chosen by The Shadow because he was one of the most capable cab driversin New Y ork; the
cab, itsdlf, was geared for high speed and specially equipped for camouflage.

LEANING to the front window, The Shadow gave an order that brought a pleased grin from Moe. The
driver gave the accelerator ajolt. The cab increased its speed. Looking back, The Shadow saw the lights
of the sedan drop away; then hurry aong to keep pace with the taxi.

Theincrease in speed did not arouse the suspicion of the followers. It merely signified that the passenger
in the cab was probably anxious to reach some destination. That was actually the case. The Shadow had
spurred the cab ahead in order to gain the twisted streets of the old Greenwich Village section of New

Y ork before hisfifteen-minute interva wasfinished.



Those thoroughfares were the very sort that The Shadow needed for his coming strategy. Moe knew
them like abook.

A few minutes later, the cab swung from the avenue. It struck ashort street that formed an angle; made a
sharp turn ablock farther on. Another half block, the cab doubled on its course; staged aquick right turn
and cameto astop.

The door opened; The Shadow stepped to the sidewalk of anarrow Greenwich Village street. He spoke
an order; the cab rolled away.

Soon after the taxi had turned a corner, the sedan appeared and came to a halt. The Shadow had
stepped to alow, obscure doorway. Half behind aflight of descending steps, he watched the sedan's
behavior. It waited afew moments; then pulled dowly ahead. It turned the next corner, but took the
wrong direction.

The Shadow stepped up from the doorway. He moved back aong the street, found a new lurking spot
and remained there.

Five minutes passed; the sedan came hesitatingly around the corner. 1t had evidently circled afew blocks,
stopping frequently. Asthe sedan rolled by, The Shadow could tell that its occupants intended to scour
thisdigrict further.

Taking advantage of the sedan's new departure, The Shadow moved swiftly dong the next street. He
neared the front of alarge gpartment house and waited across the way. Soon, acab pulled up near the
gpartment building. It was Mo€'s cab; but only The Shadow could have recognized it.

The top was down, making it an open cab instead of a closed one. One of the two rear lights had been
removed. Conspicuous | ettering, of washable paint, had been wiped from the cab's Sde; lso arow of
checkered ornamentation had been obliterated. Asafina and most important touch, the license plates
had been changed to show a new number.

Gliding across a darkened sector of the street, The Shadow stepped aboard the cab. Deep in the rear
seat, he watched. He saw the sedan come from a corner at increased speed. The Shadow gave Moe the
order to follow.

The sedan had ended its hunt. Threading through the streets, the driver had found aroute out from the
twisted thoroughfares of the Village. The sedan reached an avenue; turned northward. Half aminute later,
Moe's cab nosed forth to take up thetrail.

Followers had lost The Shadow. The sedan’s chase was ended. The driver of the car was heading
somewhereto report that he had lost all traces of a cab that was carrying anew victim. Y et, while he
sped to that mission, the driver who had trailed The Shadow was providing atrail of hisown.

In the very same cab in which he had given the sedan the dip, The Shadow was pursuing the quarry that
he wanted. The message of doom had failed to ddliver death. By avoiding its poisoned edge, The
Shadow had picked up aroute that could lead back to the master murderer who dedlt in demonish
death.

CHAPTER IV.BETWEEN THE KILLERS

FIVVE minutes pursuit of the northward-bound sedan was proof that the driver of the car did not know
that he was being trailed. That was not surprising; crooks seldom guessed that Joe's cab wastailing
them.



Thanks to the pick-up of the special taxi; its ability to whedl cornersat high speed, Moe was ableto fal
back without losing thetrail. He could always make up for lost ground through spurts of speedy driving;
furthermore, he had tricky ways of keeping behind intervening cars, whenever he closed in upon his

quary.

Reclining deep in the rear seat, The Shadow kept tabs upon Moe's methods. At last, he gave awarning
signd, and the taxi driver dackened speed. The Shadow had noted that the sedan was nearing the end of
itstrip; for it had hesitated momentarily while passing asireet corner. Thiswasthetimefor thecabtolie
back.

The sedan's driver found the street he wanted. He siwung | eft. When the cab reached the corner, The
Shadow sighted the sedan pulling into a garage halfway down the block. The taxi hdted in front of a
darkened house. The Shadow silently alighted. He approached the door of the garage.

No attendants were in sght. The sedan wasin the center of the floor; one man was cautioudy adighting
fromit. By dim illumination, The Shadow could spy adarkish face; eyesthat showed a scowl asthey
looked about. The man straightened when he reached the garage floor; he was stocky and of more than
medium height.

The Shadow expected him to beckon to some other occupant of the sedan. Instead, the man came aone
toward the door of the garage, a proof that he had no companion with him.

The Shadow was back in darkness when the stocky man reached the street. The fellow paced rapidly
aong the sdewdk; The Shadow gave him sufficient leeway, then followed.

Thetrall was ashort one; it ended before the next avenue. The stocky man cameto an old house with
high stone steps. Turning in, he went beneath the steps and entered a basement door.

The Shadow followed, to find the door unlocked. Entering adim, gadit passage, he heard the creak of
footsteps on stairs. He followed upward; reached adim, ground-floor hall, where doors were closed. He
heard footsteps going to the second floor. Asthey faded, The Shadow again followed.

He reached the top of the airsjust in timeto hear adoor close. Picking the direction of the sound, The
Shadow noted adoor at the rear of the hall. It was closed; but light glimmered from benegth.

Approaching the door, The Shadow heard subdued voices from within. He knew that thismust be a
rooming house; hence any occupants engaged in crime would be cautiousin their conversation. The
Shadow had not heard the turn of akey in thelock; hence he saw opportunity to listen and observe the

Speakersaswell.

With one gloved hand, he tried the doorknob. Soon, the door yielded imperceptibly to histouch. It
opened inward, the scant fraction of an inch. The Shadow peered into the room.

THERE, he saw two men. One was the light-haired lookout whom Harry Vincent had spied at the Hotel
Goliath. The other was the darkish sedan driver whom The Shadow had followed from the garage. Their
conversation promptly disclosed their identities.

"Y ou should not have lost him, Marinez," growled the light-haired man. "1 gave you the tip-off quick
enough. Why didn't you close in on the cab sooner?”

"Ah, Senor Carddll," returned Marinez, histeeth gleaming as he spoke, "the man isnot yet lost. He must
have reached the place where he intended to go. Quinqua will find him."

"Maybe, if the guy dropped dead on the Street. But suppose he livesin the Village? What if hewent into



some gpartment there? Quinqua won't be ableto locate him, if that's the case.”
Marinez shrugged his shoulders. Carddll changed histone.

"If he's dead, that'sthe main thing," decided Cardell. "But it would have been great Stuff to keep the
police guessing. That'sthe way Zenjorawanted it."

"Emilio Zenjorais one man who has grest brain,” reminded Marinez. "What are policeto him? They are
nothing. Bah! Y ou should know that, Senor Cardell. Like myself, senor, you have seen Zenjora make the
great fool of generdsand soldiers”

"In Santander, yes," agreed Cardell. "But thisisNew Y ork, Marinez. I'd handle ahalf dozen of those
uniformed monkeysthey call soldiersin Santander. But | wouldn't tackle apair of New Y ork cops at one
crack."

DURING the pause that followed, The Shadow summarized the facts that he had heard. The name of
Emilio Zenjorawas one that he had immediately recognized. It told him the identity of the supercrook
with whom he had to dedl; aso the unusua sort of foeman who had begun areign of crime.

Emilio Zenjora had been mentioned in news reports from Santander. He was an outlaw who had been
banished from the capital city after an attempt to overthrow the government of Jose Rentone. Instead of
accepting his banishment with good grace, Zenjora had established headquartersin the jungle near the
border of Ecuador. From that base, he had made raids upon various cities; and had twice started new
revolutions that had been curbed.

Since the death of Jose Rentone, Emilio Zenjora had not been heard from. This had caused various
rumors. One had it that Zenjorawas dead; another, that he was waiting until different political factions
had so weakened each other that Zenjora could come from his jungle stronghold and seize the reins of
government.

A third - and more definite report - was that the Lepresfaction, at present the strongest in Santander;
had negotiated with Zenjora. The outlaw had presumably been bribed to remain away from the capitd;
perhapsto wait, in reserve, until Pedro Lepres, new president of Santander, needed him.

None of these reports had carried any inkling of the remarkable truth that had just reached The Shadow,
namely, that Emilio Zenjorawasin the United States. Zenjora's purposein New Y ork unquestionably
concerned Alvarez Rentone, grandson of the late dictator. Therefore, it could have apolitica significance,
linked with recent developmentsin Santander.

Asfor Zenjoras ways of crime, the death of Manue Fendoza had dready demondtrated the
supercrook's ability. The fact that Zenjorawas in astrange land did not make him less dangerous. In fact,
The Shadow was prepared to regard Zenjoraas a more powerful foe for that very reason.

Assample of Zenjora's cunning, The Shadow held a specimen of thelittle-known Jibaro poison that
Zenjoraused for murder. Commissioner Weston, head of the law forces that were supposed to combat
such men as Zenjora, wasinclined to regard the Jibaro poison as amyth.

WATCHING Marinez and Cardell, The Shadow counted upon some new clue from their conversation.
All that he needed was alead to Zenjora's present whereabouts. None came; but as the lieutenants
resumed their talk, they unwittingly furnished further facts.

"Zenjora expected Fendozain New Y ork," remarked Cardell. "Well, Fendoza came here. Y ou and
Quinqua handled him like clockwork, Marinez."



"Gracias," returned Marinez with agrin. "It isgood to hear you commend me, senor.”

"I'll take back that bouquet,” growled Cardell. "On account of tonight. Y ou should have bagged this
second man, Marinez."

"Perhaps so. But you have a so dipped, senor.”
"How do you figure that?"
"Y ou did not learn the name of the man whom you saw tonight.”

Cardell eyed Marinez suspicioudy. The Shadow knew why. Cardell had not been close on thejob
tonight. Perhaps Marinez had guessed the fact. Cardell decided to change the subject.

"Y ou'd better go over and see Zenjora," hetold Marinez. "I'll stay away from the Goliath until after
you've seen him. Then I'll give him acall. Maybe Zenjorawon't want meto go back to the hotel."

"Why not, senor?'

"Becauseif Quinqua don't find the guy that took the note tonight, the police may. Perhapsthey'll get a
lead that he was at the Goliath. That poison message might make trouble, if they find it and makeinquiries
at the hotd."

Cardell wasrising. The Shadow edged back from the door. Just as he was about to closeit, he heard
Marinez make alast remark:

"Very wdl, Senor Cardell. | shall wait here alittle while, in case that Quinqud returns. Then | shdl goto
see Zenjora."

The knob was turned; The Shadow had stepped to a darkened passage past the door; when Cardell
made his exit. The blond-haired man looked back and forth aong the hal; but hisinspection was a brief
one. Hewas more interested in eying closed doors than in viewing darkened corners. Cardedll caught no
sght of The Shadow.

Nor did The Shadow make an effort to trail this lieutenant of Zenjora. There was more to learn through
watching Marinez. The darkish lieutenant had stated that he intended to contact Zenjora. That wasthe
trail that The Shadow wanted.

THERE was a gtir within the room. Listening at the closed door, The Shadow decided that Marinez was
packing hisfew belongings, probably supposing that Zenjorawould order him to move to another
hide-out. Therewas adight, thuddish click that indicated the placing of arevolver on atable. The pacing;
the crackle of aflame.

Marinez was probably burning some papersthat he did not care to carry on his person. The Shadow
listened closdly, ready to move away the moment that he heard Marinez approach the door.

Perhapsit was that intentness that prevented The Shadow from hearing a creak upon the stairs. Possibly
it was because the creak itsdlf was barely audible. Whichever the case, The Shadow did not sensea
peculiar, jungldike gpproach that came dowly closer. It was like the stalk of ajungle hunter; atread that
was, initsdf, noisdess.

Y et the approach registered itsalf subconscioudy. The dight creaksthat it caused were noises that
seemed to belong to the old house. The Shadow might not have detected them had they continued. It
wastheir pause that caused him to suddenly sense that some new circumstance must be met.



The Shadow performed a sudden move. Hisright hand was resting lightly upon the knob of Marinez's
door. Hisleft sped suddenly beneath his cloak; at the same instant, he whedled his body leftward. The
Shadow's eyes were like living cods as they gazed straight toward the head of the sairs. Those eyes
glinted as they saw the menace that had arrived.

Upon the topmost step was a crouched figure, apish inits pose. The arrival was clad in rough trousers
and swester; he had aragged cap tilted back upon his head. These clothes were but improvised
American attire. Even inthe dim light, they did not hide theracia characteristics of this dangerousfoe.

The Shadow saw aface that was of dullish brown. Its forehead doped sharply; below it was ahigh sharp
nose, with bulging cheek bones upon either side. Nose and cheek bones added depth to the eye sockets.
The eyesthat glittered toward The Shadow's were as menacing as those of a huge-coiled jungle snake.

Below the bulgy nose were lips that formed a hideous gloat. They were spread away from teeth that
protruded in forward angle from both gums. Below was amaformed chin, that doped backward, as did
the forehead.

The face was as apdlike as it was human. So were the tawny hands that the ugly cresture displayed. They
had thumbs as long as their fingers. One hand was raised; it gripped aten-inch-long stick of bamboo, that
was tapered to aneedle point. Though shaped like ajavein, the wegpon had some semblanceto an
arrow, for the brilliant feathers of jungle birds projected from the stub end of the stick, set thereto giveit
draight directioninflight.

In one brief ingtant, The Shadow knew thisfoeman'silk. The creature on the step was a Jibaro
head-hunter. He was Quinqual, whose name The Shadow had overheard. Brown stain upon the yellow
tip of the javein told of the menace that the whittled wegpon carried. Quinqua was ready to launch a
poisoned barb straight for The Shadow. Quinqual had alarge target, there againgt the door. The dightest
scratch from the bamboo javelin would carry desth.

At the same ingtant that he sighted Quinqual, The Shadow heard a sound that he had expected. It was
the scrape of meta upon wood, accompanied by a heavy footstep. The sounds came from within
Marinez's room; they told that the darkish man was coming to the door.

Thetwo who had previoudly trailed The Shadow had regained the hunt that they had lost. The Shadow
stood between two killers, with quick battle as his only hopefor life.

CHAPTER V. THE NEW SEARCH

THE SHADOW had gained but one advantage in the battle that was due. He had spotted Quinqual
before Marinez had arrived. Though he must meet two foemen, The Shadow had a chance to handle one
before the other.

Had Quinqua been an ordinary fighter, The Shadow might have found histask smple. But the Jibaro
headhunter, armed with a poi sonous weapon, was as dangerous as a venomous reptile. Moreover, he
was as quick as ajungle beast; he could not be tricked by any ordinary move.

Quinqual'slong-thumbed hand was dready on the move; its direction wastrue. No bullet could stop the
toss of the feathered javelin. The Jibaro's fingers were ready to rel ease the pointed weagpon at any
ingant.

Likewise, those fingers were tense enough to restrain the throw, if occasion demanded. Quinqual's
huge-toothed grin told that he would welcome any quick shift that The Shadow might make. The Jbaro
was used to victims who tried to dodge his thrugts.



Half turned between the door and Quinqual, The Shadow made asudden, forward dive. Hisleft hand,
whipping out its automatic, went ahead of him, asif to break hisfall. Quinqua saw the cloaked fighter
plunge headforemogt, straight to the floor. On the ingtant, the Jbaro hurled the bamboo weapon at a
downward angle.

The throw was perfectly gauged to find The Shadow's shoulder at the moment when his body struck the
floor. But The Shadow did not flatten. As Quinquad'sjavelin whistled toward its well-directed destination,
The Shadow performed an amazing twist in mid-air. His body seemed to bounce from nothingness; it
spun backward, upward.

Thejolted reverse saved The Shadow. Quinqud's weapon whistled benegath his upward-spinning
shoulder. The whittled point of the bamboo barb crunched asit struck the wall beside the door.
Simultaneoudy, Quinqual's glaring eyes saw how The Shadow had so aptly bounded back from the
javein's path. As he dived, The Shadow had gripped the doorknob with his right hand. His body had
sarted agenuine dive; but hisright arm had stopped it with the precision of asafety lever. Witha
powerful pull, The Shadow had whipped himsdf back from danger. Literdly, he had taken a plunge and
pulled himsdlf out of it.

In that snap, The Shadow had spared no effort. He had pulled hisbody into aviolent reverse twist. The
result was a broken hold upon the doorknob. As The Shadow's left shoulder swept the surface of the
door, hisright hand lost its grip.

Quinqual, poised at thefinish of histhrow, saw The Shadow whirl outward from the door. Thistime, the
cloaked fighter could not halt his sprawl.

The Shadow landed face downward, away from the door. Hisleft hand thudded the floor. The Shadow
still gripped his automatic; but, for the moment, the gun was usaess. Speeding a quick look toward
Quinqual, The Shadow saw the Jibaro whip forth adtiletto.

THE flash of the knife told The Shadow the Quinqua was no longer an extraordinary foeman. Had the
Jbaro pulled another javelin, The Shadow would have been forced to meet the thrust upon the instant;
for he could make no compromise with poisoned weapons. The Shadow recognized, however, that the
stiletto must be like the one found in Fendozals body; a weapon intended to deceive the law.

There wastime, before Quinqual sprang, to deal with an opponent who could prove more formidable.
That was Marinez. The Shadow |looked instantly toward the door. Hewas just in time to see the barrier
rip inward.

Marinez had heard thejolt of The Shadow's body against the door. The darkish man had sprung to
action; he was on the threshold, aiming arevolver. Trained in the ways of guerrillawarfare, Marinez
spotted The Shadow on thefloor.

The movesthat came were S multaneous.
Marinez jabbed finger to trigger, hoping to drill The Shadow at less than five-foot range.

Quinqual, his tiletto raised, came bounding forward from the top of the gairs, snarling in hope of a
downward knifejab into The Shadow's unprotected back.

The Shadow acted aso.

From hands and knees, he hurled himsdlf to the right. His move was atremendous half roll, back
foremost. His body launched toward the legping form of Quinqud. Hisleft hand swung its automatic



graight for Marinez, taking quick chanceam.

Marinez tugged histrigger. A bullet from hisrevolver splintered the floor at the exact spot where The
Shadow had been. The dug had missed its mark, to dig deep into the hardwood flooring.

Before Marinez could ddliver another quick pull to the trigger, The Shadow's .45 responded. Its blast
roared amid the echoes of the revolver shot. A bullet snged Marinez'sright shoulder. The darkish
n dropped back with asnarl, to clamp hisleft hand to the flesh wound.

The Shadow had no chance to deliver another shot. Quingua was upon him.

The Jbaro came driving downward with his stiletto, chopping his blow short because of The Shadow's
outward roll. Had The Shadow stopped short, the blade would have found his ribs. But The Shadow did
not end hisroll, as Quinqua expected.

Carrying back with the recail of his gun, The Shadow stretched face upward, just as Quinqua stabbed.
Hisleft arm rammed the Jibaro's shins, turned Quinqua's lunge into a sprawl. The stiletto dashed theright
deeve of The Shadow's cloak, drove deep into the floor. Quinqual did a half somersault as he hit the
floor.

So far, The Shadow had outmanaged the Jibaro; but Quinqual suddenly changed the sequence. As The
Shadow rolled to hands and knees, raising hisleft hand to aim point-blank at Quinqual, the apish fighter
ralied with incredible speed.

Forgetting his stiletto as he had the broken javein, Quinqual bobbed about with the agility of amonkey.
With afiercejungle cry rattling from histhroat, he shot hisviciousfingerstoward The Shadow's throat.
Quinqual's arms sped out like lazy tongs. His hands found the mark they wanted.

THE SHADOW sprawled backward before he could aim. Hisarms flung wide; he let the automeatic
clatter acrossthe floor. There was only one way to deal with Quinqua; that was to match the Jbaro's
death grip and outchoke him. The Shadow's hands snapped to Quingual's neck.

Two bodies lashed about in grotesque fray, that had full semblance of ajungle battle. Forced to primitive
messures, The Shadow was put to ill advantage; for thiswas the sort of fight in which Quinqual starred.
Marinez, hiswound forgotten, stood gloating a the doorway. He expected Quinqud to finish the struggle
within another minute.

At moments, Marinez haf raised hisgun, asif to put in atimely shot in Quinqual'said. Such action
proved impossible. The scuffle on the floor was too wild. The Shadow and Quinqual were lashing
everywhere; both were haf obscured by The Shadow's cloak, which was amost ripped from the body
that it covered.

Amid thistumult, Marinez heard the dam of a closing door. He looked beyond the fighters to see another
door come open; he glimpsed awhite face that peered into the hall. Then that door jammed shut.

Roomersin the house had heard the gun shots. They had looked out to see the scuffle. Marinez heard
muffled shouts. He knew that people were caling from the front windows. Police would respond; the
outcome would be bad.

With ashout to Quinqual, Marinez sprang forward. He wanted the Jibaro to release The Shadow; to
writhe free from the grapple. That accomplished, Marinez could drill The Shadow with a stream of death
bullets. It looked like aquick way to end the melee; but a speedier finish came before Marinez
expected.



Just as Marinez arrived beside the fighters, the grapple became dmost a standstill. Clutching figures half
rose from the floor, shrouded with the drape of The Shadow's cloak. They swayed away from Marinez;
then snapped in hisdirection with aterrific convulsion.

The Shadow came upward with aside twist. His hands had crossed upon Quinqual's neck. With aterrific
heave of his shoulders, he swung the Jibaro like a puppet figure, spun him through the air like aliving
cudge!.

Quinqua's hands lost their grip upon The Shadow's throat. The Shadow's fists released aso - but of their
own valition. Quinqua's flying form landed squarely upon Marinez; sprawled him to the floor. Quinqua
shot farther, landed headforemost and rolled to the door of the room that Marinez had |eft.

Instantly, The Shadow was on his feet. He sprang across Marinez, made along lesp for Quinqua. He
knew how quickly Quinqua could raly. The Shadow was taking no chances with that wiry adversary.

Quinqual was up before The Shadow reached him. Beside him was his bamboo javelin. Quinqual
grabbed it; snarled as he snapped hisarm for athrust. Though the whittled point was broken, too dulled
to deliver adesth scratch, it could still pierce flesh if driven with astraight-aimed swing.

Quinqual jabbed; The Shadow lunged beneath the stroke. Driving like a human ram, he caught Quinqual
with one tremendous dive. As The Shadow bowled the Jibaro into the room, he regained hisfooting. A
chair went clattering to the floor; then atable.

Marinez, coming up with hisgun, saw the tremendous finish of the fight.

THE SHADOW had risen in the center of the room. His douch hat was gone from his head; his cloak
was hanging from one shoulder. Back toward Marinez, The Shadow seemed taler than he had when fully
cloaked.

Perhaps that was because he had drawn to full height, with arms above his head. Gripped like a puppet,
Quinqua was squirming in those upraised arms. Marinez could see the fiendish contortions of Quinqua’s
face. He spied the Jbaro's right arm wrrithing furioudy; itsfist till swung thejavein, but Quinqua'sarm
was doubled and could make no stroke.

Stll gripping Quinqual, The Shadow recoiled dmost to the floor; then snapped up to full height, away
from Marinez's direction. Long arms added to the body's heave. The gloved hands let Quinqua go. The
Jbaro shot through the air with the speed of hisown javelin, straight for a shaded window at the rear of
the room.

The crash was complete.

When Quinqua struck, he carried the whole window with him. His body ripped the shade from its
fastenings, smashed glass with one huge clatter; splintered the woodwork that formed the sash; carried all
aong on an outward plunge.

Too dumfounded to raise hisrevolver, Marinez saw blackness where the window had been. About the
edges of the yawning space hung trifling vestiges of woodwork; scant divers of glass, a puny sde strip of
green window shade.

From the darkness beyond came a crash; the thud of abody accompanied by the clatter of broken glass.
It marked Quinqua'sarriva in arear aley, fifteen feet below the shattered second-story window.

The smash aroused Marinez to action. Wildly, he bounded toward the sairs, swinging hisgunto am as
he retreated. As he stabbed afirst wild shot, Marinez saw The Shadow whedl. A masklike face, grim



and vengeful, turned toward Marinez; a gloved right hand whipped afresh automatic from an uncovered
holster that was no longer covered by The Shadow's cloak.

Marinez sprang down the stairs. The Shadow followed in swift pursuit. He was at the top before the
fleeing man reached the bottom. There, The Shadow paused. Marinez's path was blocked.

A husky patrolman had arrived from the Street. The bluecoat held aleveled revolver; he gave ahoarse
shout for Marinez to stop. Instead, Marinez went berserk.

With awild yel, helegped toward the patrolman, aming his gun as he sprang. The Shadow fired; his
bullet clipped Marinez's gun arm bel ow the wounded shoulder, thistime with perfect aim. The shot,
however, was superfluous. The patrolman fired with The Shadow; his revolver shots drowned out the
gunburst from above.

Three bullets found their lodging in Marinez's chest. The killer dropped, dead, at the patrolman's feet.
Thetactics that Marinez had used againgt the soldiers of Santander had failed when he had tried them
upon asturdy New Y ork policeman.

TO The Shadow, Marinez's degth was unfortunate. It meant the end of aneeded trail. The Shadow had
counted upon Marinez to lead him to Emilio Zenjora. Since Cardell was gone and did not intend to
return, there was only one other who might show the path. That was Quinqudl, if the Jbaro ill chanced
to bedive.

Regaining hisfirst gun and his douch hat, The Shadow plucked the stiletto from the floor. He sped into
Marinez's room. He extinguished the light; paused for amoment at the ruined window. Hearing no sound
from below, The Shadow swung acrossthe sill, lowered his body and dropped to the dleyway beneath.

Even as he landed, The Shadow was ready with gun and flashlight. He blinked the torch upon the rough
stones of the dley. The space was vacant. Not only had Quinqua survived thefal; the Jibaro must have
bounced like arubber ball. Gifted with the ingtincts of an ape, Quinqua had landed without injury.

The Jbaro was gone; he had left no trail behind him, not even the bamboo shaft that he had carried when
he crashed through the window. The Shadow knew that it would be futile to look for clues, moreover, he
saw that it would be unwise to remain here. Already shouts were sounding from one corner of thedley.
Police were on the ground.

The Shadow took the direction away from the shouts. He found a space between two buildings opposite.
He hurried through the opening, tightly clutching the remnants of his cloak, to gain full benefit of
darkness.

A trail had been logt; therefore, The Shadow must depend upon an intensive search to locate Emilio
Zenjora. Nevertheess, The Shadow did not intend immediately to hunt Zenjorahimsdf. The supercrook
would be forewarned by Quinqua. There was another man whom The Shadow could find more eedlly;
one who might know much about Zenjora.

The Shadow's search would be for aman against whom Zenjora had declared a strange ban; ataboo
that meant threat of death even to strangers who sought that missing person.

The Shadow's next move would be to find Alvarez Rentone. That young man from Santander could
certainly provide much-needed information concerning the machinations that inspired Emilio Zenjorato
deeds of supercrime.

CHAPTER VI. CRIME'SWARNING



ON the morning after The Shadow's victory over Marinez and Quingual, ayoung man entered a
towering skyscraper in the vicinity of Wall Street and boarded an express elevator.

Though American in manner, the young man had adightly foreign appearance. Hislarge forehead,
highbridged nose and straight, solemn lips gave him an aristocratic air. His brownish eyes, black hair and
darkish complexion bespoke a Spanish parentage.

Reaching the forty-fifth floor, the young man followed a corridor and came to the offices of abrokerage
company. He noted adoor that said "Entrance"; but he passed it, counting the numbers on other doors
until he came to the one he wanted. Thiswas an obscure door that looked asif it had long been kept
locked. Nevertheless, the young man paused besideit. He glanced dong the corridor. Positive that he
was unobserved, he knocked.

The door opened. The young man entered a sumptuous office and stepped aside while the man who had
admitted him closed the door and locked it. The visitor found himsdlf faced by aman of sixty, who was
gray-haired and keen of eye. The eder man inquired quietly:

"You are Alvarez Rentone?"
The young man nodded. The gray-haired man smiled and extended his hand to ddliver awarm shake,

"I am James Oakbrook," he announced. "L et us Sit by the table, over near the safe. We are done. We
can discuss our business.”

Oakbrook's face was afrank one; rugged, despite the heavy jowls that suited the man's portly frame.
Theweight of his cheeks drew hislipsinto adownward smile. Hiseyeswere gray, like his eyebrows and
his bushy hair. He was conscious of the color, for he wore agray suit that exactly matched hishair and

eyes.

WHEN you called me earlier,” spoke Oakbrook, "I made preparation for your visit." He opened the
door of the safe; produced an oblong box and raised the lid to show green stacks of bonds and bank
notes, al of high denomination. "Here are your required funds. One million dollars. The exact amount that
your grandfather placed in my hands. It isyours, in return for the promissory notesthat | gave to Jose
Rentone."

Alvarez shook hishead.

"Y ou must keep the fundsawhile" he stated. "Due to complications, | have not yet brought the
promissory notes.”

Oakbrook showed surprise. Alvarez explained.

"On hisdeathbed," stated Alvarez, "my grandfather told me of thismoney. Hetold meto visit New Y ork,
the city where | had been educated, and obtain the money that he had loaned to you. In giving me your
name, however, my grandfather supplied mewith only half a secret.

"He said that on hislast visit to New Y ork, he buried a coffer that contained family heirlooms and certain
giftsfor friendsin the United States. He put instructions with those treasures. M ore important, however,
isthefact that he placed your promissory notes in the same coffer. He instructed me to use the notes to
obtain the money from you. The entire fund isto be used to offset revolution in Santander.”

"I begin to understand,” nodded Oakbrook, dowly. "I take it that you have not yet learned the location of
the treasure chest?”'



"That part of the secret belongs to my cousin Estaban,” declared Alvarez. "He, done, knowswherethe
treasure lies. | must wait to hear from him. Heis till in Santander, where he has taken refuge in the
mountain village of San Luis. Estaban is safe there; but a danger threatens us. Look, Mr. Oakbrook™ -
Alvarez picked up anewspaper that lay on the desk. "Read this account that appeared yesterday.”

"It concerns the murder of an unknown Itdian,” exclaimed Oakbrook scanning the headlines. "What has
that to do with us?'

"The man was not an Itdian,” returned Alvarez. "He was amessenger from Santander, looking for me.
Hewas dain near the Hotel Goliath, where | had registered. | was wise enough to move to another hotel,
alittle place cdled the Clearview. If you doubt this' - Alvarez eyed Oakbrook solemnly - "you have
smply to read an account in today's newspaper.”

Alvarez picked up another journal, showed a paragraph to Oakbrook.

"A man named Marinez waskilled last night,” he resumed. "Sain in agun fray with the police. Marinez is
the lieutenant of Emilio Zenjora, the most notorious outlaw in Santander! Zenjorais more than amere
bandit. He hastraveled everywhere in Europe and South America. He came to Santander hoping to
become a secret dictator of the country. One faction has dedlt directly with him. It is plain that the new
regime has sent Zenjora here to acquire the million dollarsthat my grandfather |eft asameansto fight
them.”

Oakbrook strummed the table. His voice showed atroubled tone when he spoke.

"I must hold the funds,”" he declared. "The notes stipulate payment on demand - either to Jose Rentone or
bearer. Since your grandfather is dead, any 'bearer' presenting them will be paid. If Zenjorashould

acquire them, | would be forced to pay him the million dollars. Since Zenjora seeks your life, you must
remain under cover until you hear from Estaban. Y ou are in grave danger, Alvarez."

"You, dso, arein danger,” inssted Alvarez. "If Zenjorahas learned of you, he may try to seize the funds
and handle me afterward. Estaban is safein San Luis. | am secure at the Clearview Hotdl. Y ou, too, must
avoid Zenjora."

OAKBROOK pondered, his chin deep in hishand. His eyes turned anxioudy toward the door at the
gdeof the office. At last, he spoke with decision.

"| agree with you," declared the gray-clad man. "The police are powerless. They have not linked the
death of a supposed Itaian with that of Marinez. | shall leave New Y ork, carrying the funds with me.
When | am safly entrenched, | shdl communicate with you."

"How? No letter would be safe.”
Oakbrook considered the matter. He formed a plan.

"| shall insert an advertisement in the New Y ork Sphere," he decided. "1 shdl use the name of Thomas
Rustwick. The advertisement will appear in thered estate section, offering aproperty for sde. The
location of the property will tell where you can find me.

"I have trusted men in my employ. | shal be guarded. The advertisement will gppear only once; then you
will know the location. Wait, though" - Oakbrook pondered, then nodded - "thereisa chancethat |
might want to see you, even before you have found the treasure. If | run the advertisement twice, that will
mean urgent. | shall expect aprompt vist."

Alvarez nodded his understanding, as Oakbrook opened the door to the corridor. The way was clear;



Alvarez paused only while Oakbrook whispered areminder:
"Remember the name: Thomas Rustwick."

Riding down in the devator, Alvarez Rentone smiled his satisfaction. In James Oakbrook he had found a
man whaose cooperation promised success againgt the machinations of Emilio Zenjora. Alvarez had taken
steps to counteract desth's warning.

Alvarez was doubly pleased by the degth of Marinez. It gave him an inkling to Zenjora's presencein
New York; it dso indicated strife among Zenjora's own followers. The red reason for Marinez's death
did not occur to Alvarez. He would have been amazed to know that amysterious avenger called The
Shadow had stepped into the game.

EVENTS were brewing that were to render Alvarez Rentone completely helpless, particularly since he
had no knowledge of them. Others than The Shadow were a work that day. L ate afternoon produced
their culmination, in asumptuous apartment high above Manhattan.

There, by awindow, atall, broad-shouldered man gazed toward the city lights that twinkled early
beneath aclouded sky. The glow was palled by alowering fog that sirred in dowly from the harbor.
Night's approach was sinister; it boded an evening suited to crime. That pleased the watcher from the
window.

The man's bulky build was accentuated by the fullness of hisface. He was heavily bearded; hislower
face formed athick black brush of hair. The beard waswell kept, cut to a perfect spade shape.

Darkish skin seemed light against the matted black of the beard. A high-bridged nose gave its owner the
appearance of avulture; sharp, glistening eyesincreased the likenessto abird of prey. Above ahigh
forehead wasthick hair, aswell groomed as the beard.

Theevil smileof largered lips, plain despite the beard, gave the man a satanic expression. Scores of
unfortunate persons could have testified to the cruelty of that smile. None remained, however, of those
who had falen into this monster'stoils. Death had been the ultimate lot of al who had ever been captured
by Emilio Zenjora

In this high apartment, Zenjorawas as much at home asin the mountain strongholds of Santander. His
eyes glinted with cunning; hislips leered contempt of the city that lay spread below. Zenjoraliked New
Y ork; thrusts were easy in the confines of thisgrest city. Retreat was a Smple matter, when the thrusts
were done. The metropolis formed a perfect setting for Zenjora's methods of evil.

Hearing the shuffle of footsteps, Zenjorawhed ed suddenly from the window. He waited; smiled ashe
recognized the footfals. Cardell arrived from another room. Zenjorawaved hislieutenant to achair.

"Bad news, chief," growled Cardell. "I've just come from Oakbrook's apartment house. He hasn't
returned there.”

"Itisnot late," purred Zenjora, hislips pursing as he spoke. " Perhaps he has been detained at his office."

"| faked abusiness call there. They say Oakbrook Ieft for avacation. HE's wise to something. I'll bet that
Alvarez has seen him. We ought to have kept tabs on Alvarez, chief.”

Zenjoras smile hardened. The supercrook did not relish suggestions from subordinates. Cardell became
gpologetic. Zenjoras smile relaxed.

"Y ou havefailed to understand my strategy,” purred the bearded man, his eyes sharp asthey studied



Carddl. "We knew that Alvarez Rentone |eft the Hotel Goliath, fearing that he would be waiched. He
chose the Clearview Hotel, knowing that he could observe strangers. Therefore, | decided not to watch
him, | wanted to lull him into the belief that he was safe. We watched the Goliath, however, and thereby
eliminated Manudl Fendoza. We should have done the same with another visitor who cameto the
Galiah."

Cardell winced. Zenjora saw the strained expression of hislieutenant's face,

"Y ou fear The Shadow," scoffed Zenjora. "1 do not fear him! My waysare his! | stalk my prey as does
The Shadow!"

"Quinqual didn't get The Shadow, though," objected Carddll. "And weve lost Marinez."

"Quinqual did not expect The Shadow. He will be prepared in the future. So will Incos and my other
head-hunters. | have four Jibaros, Cardell. Asfor Marinez, he was a poor lieutenant. Bandrillo is better.
Tonight, we shall diminate Alvarez Rentone. We can deal with Oakbrook when he returnsto New
York."

ZENJORA turned to stare from the window. Increased dusk brought anew leer to hislips. Still looking
outward, Zenjora purred new statements.

"We have ceased to cover the Hotel Goliath," he declared, "because of The Shadow. Therefore, should
another vigtor come there, we could not molest him. Such avisitor might learn where Alvarez is. The
Shadow, too, may learn. So | shdl reverse my policy. Since Alvarez suspects danger, we shal watch
him. | shdl order Quinqua and Incosto that task."

Carddl grinned. He was willing to wager that Alvarez Rentone would never gain aninkling that watchers
were close by. The Jbaro head-hunters had methods of keeping under cover that were as effectivein
New Y ork asin the South American jungle.

"We have arranged for Alvarez Rentone and James Oakbrook," declared Zenjora, methodicdly. "We
shall consider otherson our list. Thereis one who must be diminated early. That man isHoward Dundee.
If Fendoza's body isidentified, Dundee may report to the police that Fendoza caled him by telephone
and referred to Alvarez Rentone.”

Turning from the window, Zenjora hardened histone with the order: "Cal Quinqua and Incos. | shall
assgn themto their new duty."

THERE was reason for Zenjorato waich Alvarez Rentone. He, himsalf, had learned of Alvarez'snew
lodging. What the master crook had discovered, The Shadow might find. Proof of thisvery fact lay
elsawherein Manhattan, where awiry young man was seated a arear tablein asmall Spanish
restaurant, talking confidentialy to the mustached proprietor.

"It'sabig story, Francisco,” the young man was saying. "An interview with Alvarez Rentone, grandson of
the late Santander dictator. It'sthe kind of stuff the Classic likes."

"Ah, Senor Burke," shrugged Francisco. ™Y ou are an amigo, afriend that | have known long. But | have
told you too much. Y ou ask me when Alvarez Rentone has come hereto edt, last time; where he has
gone since then. | ask you: 'Quien sabe? Who can tell? But you say you have wait al afternoon to spesk
of itwith me,

"So | tell you | have taken aspeciad Spanish dish, of which | am very proud, to the Clearview Hotel. That
wastwo daysago. S. Dosdios, | remember. | gaveit to the man you cal the clerk; | hear him say to the



bellboy that it was for Meestaire Rentone.”

"Thanks, Francisco.” Thewiry young man gripped the Spaniard's hand. "Therell be no comeback. When
| see Alvarez, | won't mention that | learned where he was through you. Hell never think that the tip-off
came from arestaurant where he ordered dinner by telephone.

Outside the restaurant, the wiry young man walked quickly to atelephone. He had learned important
news. Clyde Burke was more than a newspaper reporter, on the saff of the New Y ork Classic. He was
also an agent of The Shadow.

By telephone, Clyde passed the facts a ong to Burbank, The Shadow's contact man. Clyde knew that the
word would soon reach The Shadow.

SOON afterward, the desk clerk at the Clearview received atelephone cal asking for Alvarez Rentone.
He gave Alvarez'sroom number as 308, but added that the guest was out.

That was the second call the clerk had received; each had been in adifferent voice. What worried him
was the fact that no one was supposed to know that Alvarez was at the Clearview. But the clerk had no
ingtructionsin case persons called up and asked. Thinking that they must be confidentia friends of
Alvarez's, he had given the information.

The Gearview Hotel fronted on aquiet street. Odd-shaped, the hotel had a broad front; but the extension
that went through to the rear street was only haf width. The rest of the space formed a courtyard.
Access was easy, for there was abroad aley between the front of the hotel and an old, deserted theater
next door.

Twenty minutes after the clerk had received the second call, ataxi passed the Clearview Hotdl. Keen
eyes peered from the rear window; a passenger whispered an important order. The cab circled the
block, paused at the deserted theater. From the door glided a blackish figure that sought the shelter of
darkness beneath a battered marquee.

The cab pulled away, but the shape glided onward. It neared the aleyway and entered. The Shadow had
found the e ement he wanted; completely obscured in darkness, he was planning avist to the hotel room,
occupied by Alvarez Rentone.

From the rear courtyard, The Shadow saw the outline of afire escape against the dull glow that filtered
through the increasing fog. He saw window lightsin the hotel that indicated crosswise corridors. They
showed that the fire escape could be reached by short passages from those main halls. Finding the hinged
extension of the fire escape, The Shadow drew it down without noise.

Ascending to the third floor, The Shadow avoided entry by the passage. Instead, he went across the rail
and moved aong astone cornice. Gripping the wall with clutching fingers, he passed two windows. One
was lighted, with shade drawn; the next was dark. The Shadow moved dowly as he passed athird room,
also dark. He stopped at afourth window.

If The Shadow's cdl culations were correct, this room would be 308. Raising an unlocked sash, The
Shadow entered. He used aflashlight on atelephone; saw the number 308. Camly The Shadow awaited
the return of Alvarez Rentone.

FIFTEEN minutes passed. Then adight sound occurred. It was the click of akey in the door of the
room. Close beside the wall, The Shadow waited. The door did not open; the key sounded again. This
time, it rattled.



Instantly, The Shadow knew that the arrival was not Alvarez. He could tell that a skeleton key wasin the
lock. Someone was trying to effect an entry before Alvarez returned. Whether the entrant would be
friend or foe to Alvarez was something that The Shadow intended to determine.

Asthekey turned, The Shadow drew an automeatic. Whoever entered would be due for questioning; and
kept here until Alvarez arrived. The Shadow's purpose was definite. He expected no difficulty.

Strange events were in the making beyond that opening door. Once more, The Shadow was duefor a
struggle that would tax him to the utmogt.

Though the mere entrance of an unknown person did not betray the fact, the hand of Emilio Zenjoralay
hidden in the background.

CHAPTER VII. THRUSTS THROUGH THE DARK

THE door of the room moved dowly inward. It paused, asthough hesitating of its own accord. Against
the framed light of the corridor, The Shadow saw a squatty form. He could not distinguish the entrant's
face; for the light was behind the man.

A hand reached inward to thewall, probing for alight switch. That delay gave The Shadow an
opportunity that he wanted. He had waited to view the man from the hall, to seeif the fellow made a
sudden move or acted asif he thought someone was within. Since the intruder was unaware of The
Shadow's presence, The Shadow had chance for an excellent move.

Gliding aong the darkness of the sdewall, he reached the front wall of the room. There, he placed
himsdf on aline with the man at the doorway. The door, haf opened, lay asabarrier between.

Cautioudy, the squatty man began to shut the door behind him. He left it open afew inches, keeping one
hand upon the knob. His free had found the light switch.

A click sounded. Side brackets illuminated the room. With the door no longer blocking, The Shadow
saw the face of the man who had entered. It was an ugly, broad-nosed countenance that boasted puffy

lipsand squinty eyes.

The man'sdark hair was an unkempt mass. His clothes were rough and baggy. He looked like a
marauder who had snesked in through the tawdry lobby of thisold hotd. Asthe man'sfaceturned, The
Shadow saw areddish scar that ran halfway across hisface, on aline with hisupper lip.

That mark told the man'sidentity. The Shadow recognized him as Nick Broggoletta, a notorious

2503 N.

Broggol ettawas the sort who killed for hire. As such, he had served various big-shots, by disposing of
henchmen who had double-crossed them. His murders had saved the police consderable trouble;
nevertheless, the law had tried to pin the deaths on Broggoletta. The law had failed to do so. Nick had
away's been clever enough to cover up histrail.

Lately, Nick had lain low. His hideout was known; but he had presumably ended hisways of crime.

Y esterday, Inspector Cardona had quizzed him regarding the desth of Manuel Fendoza. For once, Nick
Broggol etta had shown a clean date. Tonight, however, the killer had bobbed into the game. Nick's entry
was puzzling, even to The Shadow.

The Shadow intended to gain the answer shortly. He was waiting only until Nick closed the door
completely. Then The Shadow intended to greet the nwith the muzzle of a.45. Like most hired



assassins, Nick was the sort who would turn yellow when trapped. The Shadow had dedlt with hisilk
before. Hired killerswere usualy paid in advance. They had little to lose by squeding on the man who
had employed them.

A FEW seconds more, Nick would have found himsalf staring into the mouth of The Shadow's leveled
automatic. Something occurred, however, to change the course of events.

Nick heard apeculiar sound from the corridor. He pulled the door inward; the space of six inches. He
turned to peer out into the hall. As he did, he saw The Shadow, past the inner edge of the door.

Through sheer ingtinct, the killer performed an unexpected action. His hand was on the end of the door;
wildly, Nick swung it inward. Speeding on its hinges, the door rammed straight toward The Shadow,
who was starting forward in response to Nick's move. The Shadow sidestepped. The edge of the door
thwacked his shoulder. The Shadow was jolted halfway to the floor.

Broggol etta whipped along stiletto from beneeth hisjacket. He sprang forward, driving the wegponina
long, underhand thrust.

Resting on one hand, The Shadow swung the other up from the floor. Hisfist held its heavy gun; the .45
cracked Broggoletta's forearm. The assassin's stroke went wide.

Spinning, Nick made awild dive through the doorway. The Shadow swung to aim. Before he could fire,
therewas awild cry from the corridor. The Shadow saw Broggol etta stop short. With the killer's halt,
there came awhizzing swish from the end of the corridor.

A pointed weapon drove deep into Broggol etta's shoulder. The killer staggered backward; before he
could rally, another sound came from the opposite direction. A second shaft struck the back of
Broggolettals neck; it quivered there, displaying its festhered stub.

The Shadow had seen such weapons before. They were bamboo darts like the one that Quinqual had
hurled last night.

Though death had been dow with Fendoza, it was swift with Broggoletta. The drives from those stubby
javelins delivered more than trivia cuts. Points of bamboo, dyed with their poison, had penetrated deep.
Dropping his tiletto, Broggol etta plucked the first shaft from his shoulder; then vainly tried to tug the
second from his neck.

Nick'sfingersfailed, asthey clawed the feathered barb. Thekiller reeled; then sagged. Hisface turned
toward the doorway. The Shadow saw eyesthat bulged from their sockets; lips that writhed, then froze
into an agonized leer.

Nick Broggoletta's countenance had become the counterpart of Manuel Fendoza's. The horror of a
poison death was fully registered upon the killer'sface.

Nick sprawled forward; as he struck, his body gave asidewiseroll. That jolt accomplished the deed that
Nick had found futile. The flounder of the dead man's head threw weight upon the feathered end of the
desth shaft. The Jibaro weapon twisted free from Broggol ettals neck.

PADDED footsteps thudded in the corridor. An apish form appeared beside the corpse. The Shadow
saw avicious, large-toothed face. The arrival was a Jibaro - dmost the twin of Quinqua. Only The
Shadow could have detected the dight difference in the dope of this Jbaro's forehead.

This head-hunter was Incos, whom Zenjora had ordered to act as Quinqual's teammate. If Incos had
heard the sounds of Broggoletta's scuffle with The Shadow, he must have considered them unimportant;



for the Jibaro did not look into the lighted room. Instead, Incos pulled a gtiletto from benegth hisill-fitting
coat. He rolled Broggoletta's body on its back, then jabbed the stiletto deep into the dead man's heart.

Grinning with his gritted teeth, Incos snatched up the feathered dart that had fallen from the neck of the
corpse. He used it to make quick scratches on the dead man's forehead. The Shadow saw the Jibaro's
arm dash twice across; then downward at an angle.

Steadily, The Shadow was shifting to the edge of the doorway, intending to be out of sght when Incos
turned. Before he could reach that vantage point, oddly chattered words sounded in the corridor.
Quinqual was giving adviceto Incos. Ingantly, Incos whipped about and stared into the lighted room.

The Jibaro saw The Shadow.

The action that followed was ingtantaneous. Incos performed in astyle that differed from Quinqua's.
With atwigt, Incos came up from the floor; but instead of driving toward The Shadow, he gave ahuge,
sdeward bound away from Broggol etta's bodly.

Incos wanted to retain the safety of the corridor. He dso sought to gain an angled line dong which to hurl
his bamboo shaft. His arm siwung back, then jabbed forward, while hewas till in mid-air. His hand
loosed the poisoned weapon with incredible speed.

Simultaneoudy, The Shadow acted with aswiftnessthat equalled the Jibaro's. He faded to the wal within
the doorway, making along dive that carried his body well beyond. To stop his swing, The Shadow shot
hisleft hand forward; he hooked the door frame with his automatic. Asthe meta clicked the woodwork,

The Shadow pulled thetrigger.

The bamboo shaft whistled above The Shadow's fist; sped through emptiness where The Shadow's
shoulder had been. Incos had launched afutile thrust. But the Jibaro's high, sidewise bound had served
him well. The Shadow'slevered aim was too much of a makeshift. His bullet zimmed an inch wide of the
Jbaro's body.

Raising hisright hand quickly, The Shadow extinguished the light switch. He whisked away into the
darkness, none too soon. Quinqual had arrived from the corridor, scooping up his own shaft as he came.

Half into the doorway, Quinqua sped aside-arm throw, that even a bullet could not have stopped. With
uncanny skill, the Jibaro picked the exact spot where The Shadow had been againgt the wall.

THE second dart found blankness. From the center of the blackened room, The Shadow answered with
aquick gun stab. Had Quinqua paused, counting upon his accuracy with the shaft, he would have
received abullet asreward. But the Jbaro had left nothing to chance. He somersaulted as he made his
throw; his rubbery body bounded clear beyond the doorway. Quinqua wasfollowing Incos. Like his
teammate, Quinqua had hurled himself to safety a scant space ahead of The Shadow's gun blast.

The Shadow sprang to the doorway of the room, reached the corridor just in timeto see Quinqual dive
into the passage that led to the fire escape; aroute that Incos had aready taken. The Shadow pursued,
when he reached the passage, Quinqual had aready gained the fire escape.

The Shadow arrived a the metal rail, amed his gun straight downward and blasted bullets through the
open metal work. Even as he fired, he heard athud in the darkness of the courtyard; then another.

Incos and Quinqua had both legped from the meta steps, ahead of The Shadow's barrage. The jump
was a dozen feet for Incos; twice that for Quinqual. Y et both Jibaros must have landed with equal ease,
and made ingtant divesto cover. Although The Shadow fired in the direction of the sounds, produced a



fresh automatic and boomed additional shots, his bullets found no targets. The Shadow could hear his
dugsricochet from the cement of the courtyard.

There were nooks and spaces below by which the Jibaros could reach the street under cover. Once
again, The Shadow saw that pursuit was usaless. Hisonly course wasto try and find Alvarez Rentone, in
accordance with the original mission that he had chosen for this night.

The Shadow hurried back through the corridor; passed Broggoletta's body and entered Alvarez's room.
Hicking hisflashlight, he found the bamboo shafts. The Shadow gathered them as trophies, removing his
glovesto twist them about the sharp points. Thus sheathed, the poisoned weapons went beneath The
Shadow's cloak.

There wasthe clatter of an elevator door; shouts from the corridor; a clang asthe door closed. The
Shadow's gunfire had been heard below. Investigators, up from the lobby, had spied Broggol etta's body.
Fearing danger, they were descending to summon the police.

The Shadow waited no longer. He made for the fire escape. His descent was swift.

When he reached the courtyard, The Shadow heard the whine of a patrol car. He still had opportunity to
gainthefront street. He used it. He reached the darkened space benesth the marquee of the theater just
asapoalice car stopped in front of the hotel.

Another patrol car arrived. Police were entering the hotdl; additiona bluecoats were coming on foot. Ten
seconds later, ataxi gped into view; it dackened speed with suddenness and rolled lazily to astop in front
of the deserted thesater.

It was Moe€'s cab. The Shadow gained it with aquick glide.

FROM darkness within the cab, The Shadow watched the police spread. Three officers had entered the
hotel; onewas on guard in front. The others were making for the rear, through the aley by which The
Shadow had come. None suspected that Moe's cab had an occupant. They thought that the driver had
merely hated a sght of the commotion in front of the hotel.

People from the Clearview were gesticulating, as they explained matters to the patrolman who was on
guard. None - not even the bluecoat - were concerned with eventsin the street. It was The Shadow
alone who saw a cab come past and stop in front of the hotdl.

The Shadow watched the door come halfway open; he saw the face of ayoung man that peered toward
the group on the sidewalk. The young man's face was dark-complexioned. It bobbed back into the cab.
A moment later, thetaxi rolled away.

The Shadow knew that the arrival must be Alvarez Rentone. The young man from Santander had
returned to his hotel, to discover confusion there. Alvarez had sensed that it might mean danger to
himself. He was off to anew destination.

The Shadow spoke an order to Moe. The cab started; went dowly past the hotel, then gradually
quickened speed asit neared the corner. Rounding into an avenue, Moe saw Alvarez's cab a block
ahead. In hisusud skillful fashion, Moetook up the pursuit.

Shrouded in darkness, The Shadow kept keen watch. He had found the trail he wanted. Sooner or later,
it would end in ameeting with Alvarez Rentone. That meeting gained, The Shadow could learn the vitd
factsthat he needed to combat Emilio Zenjora.



CHAPTER VIII. NEWS FROM SANTANDER

IT was after midnight. Heavy fog had set in, hours ago. Watching from the darkened window of asmall
gpartment, Alvarez Rentone could not see the street below. That fact pleased him. Alvarez fdlt that he
had found anew refuge.

A key clicked in the apartment door. Alvarez calmly lighted afloor lamp. He dropped into acomfortable
armchair. He was gazing toward the door when it opened to admit ayoung man attired in atuxedo.

The arriva was of husky build: his countenance was friendly and jocular. When he saw Alvarez, the
young man stopped in surprise.

"Closethe door, Lynn," suggested Alvarez, in a hoarse whisper. "What's that you have there? A morning
newspaper?'

Lynn nodded, as he handed the newspaper to Alvarez.

"Just bought it at Times Square,” said Lynn. "Boy! Isthefog thick down there! No usetaking acab. |
had to come by subway. Say, Alvarez - what's up? Why did you come to my apartment?"

Alvarez pointed to the front page headlines. Lynn saw news of anew stiletto stabbing.

"| started to read it," he remarked. "Thought it might hook up with the one you spoke about. Only this
fellow wasared Itdian. Nick Broggoletta.”

"Yes" agreed Alvarez, "but he was murdered at the Clearview. The newspaper doesn't happen to
mention the hotel by name."

"They were after you, then?"

"l think s0," declared Alvarez. "l figureit thisway, Lynn. Fendozawas killed two nights ago. Hewasa
loya chap; but his connectionsin New Y ork may have been bad ones - personslike this Broggoletta.
When Fendozafailed to reach me, Broggol etta made the attempt.”

"Maybe not," disagreed Lynn. "Perhaps Broggol etta thought that you were responsible for Fendoza's
desth and came after you for vengeance.”

"That's possible,” admitted Alvarez, "but the main point is that Brogol ettawas murdered by Zenjora's
ns. They must have learned that | was at the Clearview."

AsAlvarez stared with troubled expression, Lynn suddenly remembered an important matter. From his
tuxedo pocket he produced aletter that bore a Colombian postage stamp: 1t was addressed to Lynn
Jefford; but Alvarez's friend had not opened it. Alvarez recognized the handwriting; gave an eated cry.

"The letter was at the club,” smiled Lynn. "I expected to hear from you while | was at the banquet. Isit
from Estaban?"'

Alvarez nodded; he tore open the letter and scanned the contents. He imparted brief information to
Lynn.

"Estaban received my message," dated Alvarez. "Heissafe at San Luis. He sent this|etter acrossthe
mountain, to be mailed from Bogota, in Colombia."

Reading the letter once again, Alvarez nodded to himsdlf. He struck amaich, applied it to the | etter and



dropped the flaming paper into ameta wastebasket.

"Y ou have been atruefriend, Lynn," declared Alvarez. "An old school chum onwhom | could rely. That
iswhy | sent your name and the address of your club to Estaban, teling him to mail any lettersto you.

"I havetold you about my grandfather's fortune; that Estaban wasto tell me whereit was. | said also that
| would have to communicate with aman in New Y ork. Today, | saw that man and warned him of
danger. He hasleft New York."

Alvarez did not mention James Oakbrook by name. He had deemed it best to keep Oakbrook's identity
asecret, even from Lynn Jefford.

"Edtaban's|etter,” resumed Alvarez, "has given methelocation of the treasure, Lynn. | want you to help
megainit. Thisvery night!"

THE news brought a prompt reaction from Lynn.
"I'm game," he declared. "Only you'l be letting me in on the secret that -"

"| trust you, Lynn. Thetreasureisin New Jersey, near the town of Rosdlawn. There, we shdl find an old
estate, once owned by aman named Kincaid. Near the empty house is amausoleum, that was never
used. Thereisasecret opening in the stonefloor; it leadsto avault below. Thevault is seded with an
emblem that bears my grandfather's coat of arms.”

Alvarez drew hiswatch from his pocket; displayed a heavy fob and pried it open. Insde, Lynn saw a
gold sedl thesize of ahalf dallar.

"When do we gart?'

Lynn put the query. Alvarez amiled.

"Right away," hereplied. "That is, as soon as you have changed your clothes."

"I'll wear these duds,” returned Lynn. "I'll phone the garage and tell them to send over the coupe.”

"No, no!" exclamed Alvarez. "I am afraid that | wasfollowed here, Lynn, dthough | had ataxi driver
take me all over town and drop me a block from this apartment house. Watchers may be hereabouts;
they would observe any car that appeared at this hour. Let us go to the garage, instead of having the
coupe come here.”

Five minutes later, Lynn and Alvarez were stealing dlong aside street. Even their footsteps seemed
muffled by thefog. They passed alighted corner; took to another misty stretch. They reached Lynn's
garage, three blocks away.

Riding forth in the car, they headed westward. Lynn, at the whedl, found driving difficult. The coupe
barely crept along; fog swallowed it completely.

That fact pleased Alvarez. He was sure that they could never be observed. Alvarez would not have
believed it, had he been told that there was abeing - The Shadow - to whom fog and darkness served as
awelcome cloak; whose keen eyes could pierce both e ements.

ONE hour out of Manhattan, the coupe reached a secluded New Jersey highway. High ground had
thinned the fog; thick clouds, however, blackened the landscape. Alvarez watched ahead to identify the
route that he had learned from Estaban's | etter. At times, he gazed through the rear window to make sure



that no car wastrailing them.

Coming down adight grade, Lynn cut off the motor. The coupe creaked as he coasted it at snail's pace.
Ahead, Alvarez saw the gates of the Kincaid estate. Listening, he thought he heard the sound of a motor
back along the road. He looked back, wondering if acar wasfollowing, its own lights darkened,
depending on Lynn's headlamps to show the road. Alvarez decided that he had imagined the sound
behind.

Lynn cut off the headlights, turned on the cowls. The coupe entered the gates;, followed acurving drive.
Lynn guided by the border of alawn where the grass had grown high. Massive darkness bulked ahead. It
was the abandoned Kincaid mansion. Lynn picked a space past the house; extinguished the car lights.

Usng flashlights, the two young men studied the graveled driveway. Satisfied that dl waswell, they
picked a course past the back of the old mansion. Trying to do without flashlights, they blundered against
awooden wall afew hundred yardsin back of the house.

Lynnrisked aflashlight, to see an old work shack, built of half-rotted pine. Through adoor haf off its
hinges, the searchers saw stacks of old boards and bags that had once contained cement. Therewere a
few tools: rusted wrenches and a heavy dedge hammer. In one corner, they noted apile of large lead

pipe that varied in length from two feet to six.

"It looks as though they intended to build agarage,” remarked Alvarez. "Probably at the time when the
old mansion was abandoned.”

"It doesn't matter,” decided Lynn. "Our job isto find the mausoleum. Well have to use the flashlights
when we get outside, Alvarez."

Taking the toolhouse as a base, the two started a new search outside. Thistime, they made cautious use
of the flashlights. They discovered an old path and followed it. The ground leveled; amass of ghostly
whiteness |oomed suddenly ahead.

Lynn doused hisflashlight; Alvarez did the same. They crept toward the whitened object, placed ther
hands againgt astony wall.

"The mausoleum!” whigpered Lynn. "Whew! It's pooky here! Let'sfind the door toit and finish up this
job."

GROPING dong, they passed a corner. Their hands found a crevice. Prying together, they swung a
heavy door that groaned on rusty hinges. The sound was sepulchra; amost like avoice that protested
againg thisentry. Lynn could hear Alvarez mutter low wordsin Spanish. He knew that hisfriend dso felt
the chill of thisghosily spot.

Nevertheless, both had the same idea the moment that they had entered. Together, the pair groped for
the door that they had opened and drew it shut behind them. Again, hinges grated; thistime, the sound
brought hollow echoes from theinterior of the mausoleum. The new groan was even less assuring than
the former one.

Lynn used hisflashlight. Its glare was ample. All about were white walls. Thefloor, likethewalls, was of
stone; it gave asolid click as Alvarez walked toward the rear wall. There, he stooped, beckoned for
Lynn to approach with the flashlight.

It was obvious that this mausoleum had never been used for aburid. Any ordinary visitor would have
regarded it smply as astructure of solid stone and would not have troubled to search theinterior. That



fact showed the wisdom of old Jose Rentone. Alvarez's grandfather had made an excellent choicein
using this abandoned building asthe blind for atreasure vaullt.

Infact, as Lynn watched Alvarez probe the floor, he felt that the quest would prove useless. Stones were
fitted so closdly together; they seemed so solid, that it was difficult to believe that an opening could exist.
However, Alvarez must have received exact ingructions from his cousin Estaban.

Pressing one hand against the lowest stone of the wall, the other againgt asection of the floor, Alvarez
manipulated them like the panels of atricky Japanese box. The wall stone clicked; receded dightly.
Pushing hisfingersinto the space, Alvarez found hidden springs and pressed them. Other wall stonesdid
asde.

Alvarez pushed the floor stonesinward. Entering the wall, they left an opening that measured two feet by
three. Lynn eagerly turned the rays of the flashlight down into the space below. The light showed adrop
of fivefeet. Alvarez did hisfeet over the edge and dropped into the space beneath.

There, he beckoned to Lynn. Watching Alvarez, Lynn saw hisfriend stoop and crawl through an opening
that led beneath the rear wall of the mausoleum.

Lynn came through, down into the space that Alvarez had |eft. He saw his companion'sflashlight blinking
from aflight of rough-hewn stone stepsthat led down into alower passage. Lynn joined Alvarez; the two
stood erect in anarrow corridor that ended in a heavy metal door.

They were more than six feet underground. The top of the passage had been reinforced with metal
crossheams and cemented stones. Though crumbly, the roof was strong enough to support the weight of
the ground above.

THE pair approached the door. Above aroughened knob, they saw amass of heavy wax. Implanted in
that wax was amark of ased that Lynn immediately recognized. It wasthe sed of Jose Rentone,
identical with the onethat Alvarez carried in hiswatch fob.

Alvarez gripped the doorknob, tugged at it. The door did not open; Lynn found the reason when heran
his flashlight along the crevice. There was a hidden catch that held the door tight. Lynn could barely
detect its glimmer, for the catch was behind the heavy sedl.

Producing apenknife, Lynn jabbed at the sedl. It cracked; he thrust the knife blade into the crevice. He
forced the catch back; motioned for Alvarez to pull the knob. The door svung thistime. Drawing it wide,
the young men played their flashlightsinto the vault beyond.

They saw aclose-waled room, fashioned of rough stone. The chamber measured about eight feet in each
dimension. It was reached by a descent of three stone steps. At the far wall rested the object that they
sought: ametd coffer the size of alarge trunk.

Alvarez sprang forward with eagerness. Lynn, more cautious, remained upon the steps to satisfy himself
that the door could not swing shut. Finding it tight upon its hinges, he joined Alvarez. He aided him with
the heavy bands that girded the coffer. The bands were of metal; clamped, not locked.

"Inafew minutesmore," promised Alvarez, breathlesdy, "you will see my grandfather'sheirloomd! |
know what some of them will be; for he told me about them, often.

"The slver sword bdt, that was worn by Balboa; the candelabra that belonged to aformer Spanish
viceroy; medallions, once the property of Smon Bolivar. They are of rare vaue, Lynn; but most
important are those promissory notes, that will bring amillion dollars to the cause of liberty in Santander!



"Come! Help mewith thislast band. There! Itisloose! Hold theflashlight close, whilel raisethelid -"

AsLynn glimmered the light, Alvarez suited hiswordswith actions. Hejolted thelid of the coffer upward
and backward. It nearly snapped its hinges from the force of the jerk that Alvarez gaveit.

Ingtantly, Lynn Jefford uttered an inarticulate cry.

The contents of the coffer were not those that Alvarez had promised. Instead, the metal box contained a
gruesome object - that made Lynn Jefford sag away in ingtinctive horror.

Packed within the coffer, twisted into a shape that seemed no longer human, was the corpse of aman
who had died in fearful agony.

THE face that stared from above contorted shoulders had once been handsome; but in desth, it was
terrible. White eyeba s showed from shrunken sockets, dark pupils had narrowed to the size of tiny
beads. Black hair looked like withered grass. Sallow features were drawn like tightened parchment.

Lynn could see that the dead man's face must have shown a demoniaca expression soon after death. Its
leer, however, had shrunken into amummified grin, from which teeth stood out against brownish,
withered gums.

Shaky as he hdd the flashlight, Lynn managed to turn his eyes from the terrible sght within the coffer. He
looked toward Alvarez, expecting to see his companion crouched back in awe. Instead, Alvarez was
rigid.

The young man from Santander was |eaning above the coffer, looking straight down upon the face that

mocked him with its hideous upward glare. No horror was registered by Alvarez; nor was his expresson
onethat denoted inability to turn hiseyes away.

Alvarez's face was toned with a profound sorrow. Though strained, his eyes were watery. Hislips, done,
were quivering; as though ready to utter piteous words. Lynn gained sudden redlization as he noted
Alvarezsemation.

In strained tone, Lynn queried: "Y ou know him?"

Alvarez nodded; his movement was dow and mechanical. Lynn waited for Alvarez to speak. When
words came from Alvarez's saddened lips, they were solemn despite their chokiness. More than that,
they carried an astonishing statement that |eft Lynn Jefford dazed.

"I knew thisman,” pronounced Alvarez, his eyesfixed on the face below. "1 knew him, trusted him,
depended upon him more than any other man divel"

Then, in atone that might have been akndl, Alvarez Rentone added: " This man was my cousin
Egtaban!”

CHAPTER IX. STRANGERS FROM THE DARK

FLOODING thoughts surged through Lynn Jefford's brain, when he heard the dead man'sidentity.
Digointedly, Lynn began to piece the circumstances that had led up to the discovery of the corpse.

Estaban Rentone had been safe in Santander, in atown called San Luis. From there, he had sent a letter
to Alvarez, telling him of thistreasure vault. There could be no question regarding the authenticity of the
|etter.



Alvarez would have recognized aforgery. Moreover, Estaban aone knew that Alvarez had cometo
Americain search of buried wedth.

Fate, nonetheless, had provided agrim surprise for the finish of Alvarez's quest.

Behind such fate, Lynn began to see the plotting of ahuman brain. A mind that well might belongto a
demon. Some master hand of evil had ddlivered a series of amazing stirokes,

Estaban Rentone was dead. His grandfather's treasure was gone. In its place was Estaban's body, its
shrunken face grinning in irony a Alvarez. The master crimina who had prepared this climax must know

everything.

That find thought made Lynn turn to Alvarez. In oneinstant, Lynn could see that he and his companion
stood in aspot of danger. Lynn gulped words; Alvarez did not notice them. He still stood staring at the
cramped body of hisdead cousin.

"Alvarezl" Lynn added emphasisto his cry by shaking his companion's shoulder. "Alvarez! Snap out of it!
We can't stay here!™

The shouted words echoed within the vault. They came back with ringing shudder that seemed loath to
cease. Lynn, startled by the reverberations of his own cries, stood in startled silence. The echoes seemed
ugly, inhumean inthisvault.

"Alvarez -"

Lynn repeated the namein lower tone. Again, there were echoes. They were uglier than before; from
them came new words that Lynn had not uttered. Snarled words, that made Lynn spin about. Alvarez
camewith him, asthey heard a voice pronounce the words:

"Alvarez Rentone! | have expected you herel™

STANDING upon the stone steps that marked the entrance to the vault was the man who had uttered
the sneering announcement. Lynn saw aface that showed evil against the framed light of alantern that
was held by someonein the outer passage.

The face was vulture-like. 1ts nose was high-bridged, beakish. Thefaceitself wasfull, with high forehead;
adding to its heavy effect was a pade-shaped beard through which fierce, ruddy lips formed amerciless
gmile

Theidentity of the arrival was plain to Lynn Jefford, even before Alvarez blurted the name:
"Emilio Zenjora"

Zenjorachuckled at the recognition. His tone was satanic. His teeth showed in tigerish ferocity ashe
goread hislipsto laugh. Then Zenjora's manner changed to harshness; though hiswords were purred, the
vault gave them adeep rumble.

"Y ou expected to find treasure,” announced Zenjora. " Something that your grandfather valued. Y ou
should not be disappointed, Alvarez. Y our grandfather thought much of your cousin, Estaban.”

A pause. Alvarez glared his defiance. He countered with the accusation:
"Y ou murdered Estaban! Y ou tortured him to make him spesk!”

"No!" Zenjorashook his head as he spat the word. "I did not murder Estaban; nor did | torture him. He



waskilled by these."

Zenjorabeckoned. From beneath the muzzles of gunsthat bristled from the corridor came two hunched
figures - gpish men who scampered down into the vault and stood with grinning faces. Each gripped a
pointed shaft of feathered bamboo. Alvarez recognized the men and their weapons.

"Jbarod" he exclamed. "They killed Estaban with their poisoned wegpong!”
Zenjoranodded.

"They dew Estaban,” he declared. "They brought me the letter that he had written to you. So | cameto
this country by plane, bringing Estaban's body with me. Once | had learned of thistreasure vaullt, | felt
that | should substitute something for the wealth that | intended to acquire.

"My Jibaros came with me, dong with other followers. They killed Manuel Fendoza; for he had learned
of Estaban's death and was coming to inform you. Tonight, they killed another man: Nick Broggoletta,
evidently afriend of Fendozas. It was unwisefor you to learn that Estaban had died.”

Therewas significance in Zenjorastone. The answer dawned on Lynn and Alvarez, even before Zenjora
gave the explanation.

"Y our death," stated Zenjora, "might have caused too much comment. It might have darmed James
Oakbrook, whose promissory notes | now hold. So | decided to let you come here, Alvarez, hoping that
you would bring your friend Jefford with you.

"Thetrap wasmple. | merdly mailed your cousin'sletter, before| |eft Bogota. The envelope was
opened, then sealed again, but too well for you to noticeit. By coming here, you have aided my plans.
Y our disgppearance will not cause the comment that your desth might.

"Especidly since you were staying under cover. That was something that you probably told Oakbrook,
when you saw him today. Oakbrook, | understand, has left New Y ork. That will not matter. | shall await
hisreturn.”

THE completeness of Zenjoras measures eft Alvarez astounded; and Lynn shared hisfriend's
amazemen.

Zenjoraspoke in a strange tongue, giving acommand to the Jbaro headhunters. Alvarez and Lynn
expected thrusts from the deadly bamboo shafts. Instead, the head-hunters |owered the weapons; they
bounded forward and began to search the hel pless men. While the Jbaros pulled articlesfrom the
pockets of Lynn and Alvarez, Zenjoraadded afina touch.

"We might have trapped you outside thisvault,” he sneered, "but that was not necessary. Fortunately, |
had this' - he held up acircular object of gold - "areplicaof your grandfather's sedl, which we found
upon your cousin's body. | used it to sedl the vault after | had taken the treasure.

"When | depart, the sed will again be applied. Sometime, years from now, someone may find thisvault
again. The seal will be the same as ever. Only there will be three skeletons - not one - within this death

pit!"

Walls echoed back the evil prophecy. The Jbaros had finished their search of the trapped men's
pockets; They brought the collection to Zenjora, who pocketed al papers and letters. When he
examined watches and money that the two men had carried, Zenjora gave a contemptuous shrug of his
shoulders. He ordered his servitors to return them to the doomed prisoners.



Mechanically, Lynn and Alvarez accepted the trifles that the Jibaros thrugt into their hands. Zenjora
explained his action with an ugly chuckle.

"I am Emilio Zenjora," he declared, proudly. "I never rob theliving. | prefer the dead.”

With that, he clucked an order to the head-hunters. The Jibaros retired; Zenjora stepped back. Leveled
gun barrels parted to make way for him. Zenjora placed a brawny hand upon the metal door. His
bearded face showed afina surge of devilish malice. Hisarm dung; the heavy door clanged into place.
The automatic catch clicked from above the steps.

Lynn and Alvarez were sanding in the feeble glow of the flashlightsthat they still held. The brilliant lantern
was gone with Zenjoraand hisfollowers. The trapped men saw what their intended fate would be.
Zenjora had spared them the thrusts of Jibaros spears, evidently considering such strokes as useless.

Buried dive, Lynn Jefford and Alvarez Rentone could count the few minutes that remained to them.
Zenjora had left them flashlights and watches so that they could clock the time until their doom arrived.

That interva would not belong.

Already, the air of the vault was tifling. The oxygen in aroom as cramped as this one could not last two
men more than afew hours, at best. The vault, however, lacked the qudities of an ordinary room. Itsair
supply was aready bad.

LYNN JEFFORD groaned, as he foresaw the death that was to be. Then, gaining determination, he
sprang to the door. Beyond it, he heard scraping sounds. Zenjorawas restoring the sedl. Lynn looked for
the catch that held the door tight. It could not be reached from thisside.

Since the door closed from the corridor, ametal frame had been designed to stop it. That frame covered
the crevice. In addition, the door hinges were on the outsde. Despairingly, Lynn turned about to ask
Alvarez for suggestions.

Alvarez had none. He seemed resigned. Lynn saw him gaze at Estaban's body. Perhapsthe sight of his
cousin's upturned face gave Alvarez the courage to meet death. For Alvarez stood rigid, concerned only
with the sight before him.

Lynn sat on the stone steps and mopped his forehead with a handkerchief that Zenjora had alowed him
to keep. He held hisflashlight loosdly, let the glow play toward Alvarez. Sniffing the air, Lynn noted its
rankness.

"Werethrough, Alvarez," he said, dowly. "Half an hour will do usin. Wéll, theonly thing to do isfaceit.
My only regret isthat Zenjoraisfreeto go ahead with further dirty work."

No comment from Alvarez. Lynn put aquestion:
"What about James Oakbrook? |'s he the man you saw today? The one who has the money?'
Alvarez heard Lynn's query; he nodded. He no longer had reason to keep Oakbrook's identity a secret.

"I hope Oakbrook keeps clear of Zenjora," remarked Lynn. "Naturally, Oakbrook will be alowed to live
until heforks over the cash. | suppose he will have to recognize Zenjoras claim on the cash.”

"Hewill," spoke Alvarez, turning away form the coffer that held Estaban's body. " Oakbrook will have no
other course, once Zenjorafinds him. When | am dead, the new regime in Santander can clam
possession of dl that belongsto me.



"And when Oakbrook has paid -"

"Zenjorawill murder him. Let us hope, therefore, that Zenjora does not find him. But there are others,
Lynn, who will suffer, regardiess of what happens to Oakbrook."

"Y ou mean your grandfather's friends?’

"Yes A lig of therr nameswas with the heirlooms. Zenjorawill kill them because of his hatred for my
grandfather. He may have another reason, aso. If he does not find Oakbrook, he will hunt those men
down, one by one, to learn if they know where Oakbrook is."

LYNN cameto hisfeet. The stifling air made him gasp from his effort. Approaching the coffer, he
wrenched away one of theiron barsthat had clamped it. Driving upward, he began to chop vainly at the
ceiling. He chipped one stone; then ceased his effort. He stood panting beside the wall.

"We cannot aid those other men," announced Alvarez, in astoica tone. "l do not know their names. |
was dependent upon thelist. All were old friends of my grandfather's, whom he knew before | was born.
He never mentioned their namesto me."

"We can help oursdves," retorted Lynn. "Weve got to get out of here, Alvarez!™

With that, Lynn began new efforts. He wielded the bar with fury. Two minutes of effort tired him. He
waited for afew minutes, then began again. Thistime he cracked astone; afew more lunges caused a
chunk to clatter to the floor beside him. Gasping, Lynn turned his flashlight upward. He saw another layer
of stone above theinggnificant hole that he had made.

Lynn sat wearily upon the steps, and Alvarez joined him. Glancing at hiswatch, Alvarez calmly
remarked:

"Zenjora has been gonefor fully fifteen minutes. Even he would not be present to hear your hopeless
efforts. We have but afew minutesto live, Lynn. Let us spend them in quiet contemplation.”

Lynn nodded with effort. Hisflashlight was dying; itsfading rays barely showed the coffer that contained
Estaban's body. Thought of Estaban made the next few minutes easier. After al, suffocation would be a
better death than the poisoned doom that Zenjora had meted out to Estaban.

"Death will be comfortable," promised Alvarez. ""Each breath will come harder.” He paused, gasped a
moment for air, and added: "At last, breath will not come. That will bedl -"

Lynn'shand groped to grip Alvarez'sarm. Gasping, Lynn panted:
“Ligen"

From somewhere above came adow crunching sound - the bash of metal against resisting rock. It jarred
its muffled grind through the very stones that formed the roof above thisvault of doom.

"Someone has heard usl" panted Lynn. "Heisworking to rescue ugl"
"Itistoo latel" gagped Alvarez, hisvoice cdm despiteits effort. "No need to hope, Lynn!"

Lynn did not accept Alvarez's opinion. He wabbled to hisfeet; used the iron bar to pound at the ceiling.
Though his strokes were few and fegble, they gave another signd to provethat life fill existed within the
vault.

LY NN sagged to the floor and lay there, his breath coming in long sighs. Above, the grind came louder.



Alvarez flicked hisflashlight to the ceiling. A cry of jubilation camefrom his parched lips. Until now, he
had not believed rescue possible; but what Alvarez saw told him that it was redlity.

Mortared stones cracked. Fragments clattered to the floor. The end of ametal pipe poled into view. It
shoved two feet downward; stopped. Whoever had driven it knew that the pipe had reached the hollow
gpace of the vault.

Again, Alvarez uttered an elated cry. The echoes of his shout must have carried through the pipe, for
there was aresponse from above. A weird, commanding toneissued from the mouth of the pipe, likea
voice through a speaking tube. Alvarez was awed by the compelling power of that strange whisper.

Rescue had come to the doomed men in the vault. The being who had brought that rescue was The
Shadow.

CHAPTER X. TRAILSIN THE NIGHT

WAVERING through lack of air, Alvarez dropped hisflashlight and gripped the welcome pipe. Too
excited to remember his usualy perfect English, he gasped wordsin Spanish to the rescuer above. There
was no response; Alvarez suddenly understood why.

He had babbled that he needed air. He had it. Inhaing from the opening of the pipe, Alvarez obtained the
oxygen he needed. The mouth of the pipe was two inchesin diameter; asaresult, the pipe formed an
excdlent air shaft.

Alvarez remembered Lynn. He stooped, found his companion groping on the floor beside him. He
hoisted Lynn to the pipe, helped hisfriend to puff fresh air. Taking turns, each man revived. They could
fedl adraught of fresh air that crept downward.

The Shadow had seen the need for an air line, the moment that he had heard raps from below. From the
toolhouse, he had brought short pipes and long ones. With the short pipes, he had pounded awedge
through stone and mortar; he had finadly driven thelong pipe through.

Cdmly, Alvarez began to talk through the pipe. In brief words, hetold the location of the vault; how it
could be reached through the mausoleum. The response was an encouraging whisper from The Shadow.
After that, therewas a period of silence, while Alvarez and Lynn continued to obtain fresh air.

Soon, they heard sounds at the door of the vault. The barrier swung outward; aflood of fresh air entered.
Alvarez and Lynn blinked into the glare of aflashlight. They heard The Shadow order them to follow him
above. Gladly, they came from the vault and took the stairs up to the mausoleum.

There, they caught ahazy glimpse of their rescuer; for The Shadow purposely turned the flashlight toward
himsealf. The rescued men gaped asthey saw the weird shapein black. Lynn could tell from Alvarez's
awed whisper that hisfriend haf believed The Shadow to be some supernatural being who inhabited the
mausoleum.

Certainly, there seemed no other explanation for The Shadow's presence. Neither Lynn nor Alvarez
guessed that The Shadow had trailed them from Lynn's garage; that his car had actualy been behind the
coupe outside the gates of the Kincaid estate.

Because of Lynn'stactics on the driveway, The Shadow had been unableto trail them farther by car.
Coming on foot, The Shadow had been belated. He had not reached the mausoleum until after Zenjora
had entered and departed.



The Shadow knew who had trapped the prisoners. Zenjora's evil hand was apparent throughout this plot.
The words that The Shadow put formed a question; but it sounded more like acommand to Lynn and
Alvarez. The Shadow's tone was Shilant:

"State Zenjora's purpose!”

"ZENJORA rifled the treasure vault,” explained Alvarez, wondering how The Shadow had learned the
name of the master crook. "He learned of it when he murdered my cousin, Estaban, whose body we
found in the coffer. Zenjora holds promissory notesthat call for amillion dollars. Those funds belong to
Santander. They are held by -"

Alvarez paused, loath to reveal Oakbrook's name, even to thisrescuer. It was Lynn who supplied it. He
had heard it from Zenjora. To Lynn, it seemed obviousthat The Shadow, so amazing arescuer, must be
the only person who could prevent Zenjorafrom committing further evil.

"James Oakbrook hasthe money,” stated Lynn. "Heisawealthy New Y orker. Alvarez warned him
today that there might be danger. Oakbrook has left New Y ork, carrying the funds with him."

There was apause. Theflashlight fell squardly upon the rescued men, asthey sat againgt the inner wal of
the mausoleum, near the yawning opening which The Shadow had not yet closed. Lynn saw an object
leaning againg the wall. 1t was the dedge hammer from the toolhouse. The head of the hammer was
wrapped in acement sack.

Lynn understood how The Shadow had pounded the pipe line through to the vault. He redlized aso that
the sack had served as muffler, so that no outside listeners could have heard the blows.

" State who placed the sedl upon the vault.”

The Shadow's words were addressed to Alvarez. In reply, Alvarez drew hiswatch from his pocket,
opened the fob and gave the sedl to The Shadow. Alvarez explained that it was his grandfather's sedl;
that Zenjora had found a duplicate on Estaban's body. After amoment's thought, Alvarez added:

"Zenjoracould not have guessed that | aso carried one of these sedls. If he had, he would have searched
me until hefound it."

A whispered laugh chilled the mausoleum. Despite the fact that they knew The Shadow for afriend,
Alvarez and Lynn felt a creepy chill. Then came commanding words. They nodded as they heard them.

"Remain here" ordered The Shadow. "Be on guard. Soon | shdl return.”

He pressed automatics into the hands of the rescued men. His cloaked form showed momentarily, as he
edged downward through the opening in the floor. Lynn and Alvarez saw the flashlight blink below. Its
rays vanished. Lynn whispered to Alvarez.

"He has gone back to the vault!" expressed Lynn. "To closeit and affix the sedl!"

"AsZenjoradid," reponded Alvarez. "The wax can be softened with asingle match. Oncethe sedl is
aoplied, it will harden.”

"And be as Zenjoraleft it. If Zenjorareturns, hewill not guess that we were rescued from the vault.”

SOON, The Shadow's flashlight reappeared. The task was done. When he came from the floor, The
Shadow turned about and used hisflashlight while he clicked the stones back into position. That
accomplished, he whispered to Alvarez and Lynn, telling them to follow. The flashlight went out. In



darkness, The Shadow opened the outer door of the mausoleum.

A drizzle had begun. Night seemed to be impenetrable. Neverthel ess, The Shadow picked his path
without asingle blink of the flashlight. His low-toned whispers guided the men behind him. They reached
aspot where the dight rain dackened.

Lynn recognized that they were at the spot where he had |eft his coupe; but the car was gone. Zenjora
and his men had taken it. Lynn remembered that a Jibaro had given the car keys and licensesto Zenjora.

The Shadow's whisper commanded further progress. The group reached the drive; took another course
acrossasoggy lawn. At intervas, the lessening of the drizzle told that they were passing beneath
clustered trees. At lat, there came a guarded blink of the flashlight. The Shadow had brought the
rescued men to aside road, off the edge of the estate. Sheltered behind a cluster of busheswas a
high-speed roadster.

The Shadow took thewhed; Lynn sat beside him, with Alvarez on the outside. In darkness, he Sarted
the motor; its rhythm was scarcely audible. Lynn began to understand how his coupe had been trailed;
for this car was remarkably silent. Further understanding came to Lynn when The Shadow eased the car
out to the road.

Without the dightest difficulty, The Shadow nosed the roadster through pitch darkness, feding the rough
road by the touch of the front wheels. He eased the car down the dlope and reached the highway. There,
he turned on the lights and headed in the direction of the gates that marked the entrance to the Kincaid
estate.

Asthe car rolled dowly ahead, The Shadow spoke to Lynn. With gloved hand, he passed akey to the
man beside him.

"Go to the Atlas Apartmentsin New Y ork," ordered The Shadow. "This key isfor Apartment 5-G.
Remain there until avigtor arrives, tomorrow. Hisname will be Harry Vincent. Y ou may trust him fully.”

The roadster had covered aquarter mile. It was dowly nearing the gates. Peering straight ahead, The
Shadow must have noted the glimmer of alight, even though Lynn did not spy it. Slowing the roadgter,
The Shadow opened the door on the | eft; he drew Lynn over to the whed.

"Speed past the gates," ordered The Shadow. "Drive straight into New Y ork. No one will overtake
you."

Aningtant later, The Shadow was gone. The click of the door told that he had dropped off to the road.

THE gates were just ahead. Lynn stepped on the accelerator. He was amazed by the sudden response
that the big roadster gave.

Like an unleashed hound, the car launched forward in ajoltless burst of speed. Asit passed the gates, a
cluster of men sprang from the side of the road. Revolversflashed in the glimmer of the roadster's lights.
Lurkers had come from ambush.

Two factors offset the trgp that Zenjorahad laid.

The first was the whippet speed of The Shadow's super-powered roadster. The car had idled up to the
gates, when Lynn gaveit gas, it had covered the intervening space at a pace that the lurkers had not
deemed possible.

The other factor was The Shadow himsalf.



The Shadow was ready with abrace of reserve automatics. He saw the enemy, by the glare of the
roadster'slights, the moment that Zenjoras henchmen legped forth from cover. Before asingle foeman
could loose a shot, The Shadow opened fire.

Bullets burned through the drizzle, big dugsthat found immediate marks. Two of the foemen staggered.
The othersforgot the roadster and whipped about to return The Shadow'sfire. Thetail-light of the
speeding car dwindled into nothingness. Thanksto The Shadow'stimely barrage, Lynn Jefford had run
the gantlet.

A car roared forth from farther up the road. It was a sedan that was manned by others of Zenjora's men.
It was taking up the roadster'strail - a uselesstask. Underdung, with widened body, equipped with a
gigantic motor, The Shadow's car could do a hundred miles an hour, when handled by an ordinary
driver.

The Shadow knew that Lynn would outdistance the sedan. Within five miles, the chase would be afarce.
Lynn knew the road, for he had driven here.

Gunfire ceased temporarily after the cars had sped away. The dight patter of the drizzle was audible, as
crouched men waited tensely. Then came a strident laugh that made thislonely spot seem ahaunted
place. That mirth arosein long and sinister mockery. The laugh was The Shadow's; achdlengeto the
lurkers who sought to locate his position.

In addition to its challenge, The Shadow's laugh carried other import. It told men of crimethat they had
been thwarted by The Shadow's design. The roadster's easy escape stood as reason for The Shadow's
mirth.

In addition, it conveyed the newsthat The Shadow himself was here. It gave the impression that the men
in the roadster must be agents whom The Shadow had brought with him. Zenjoradready knew that The
Shadow wasin the game. Asaresult, the master crook would believe that his own men had been trailed
by The Shadow. Zenjorawould not suspect that Alvarez Rentone and Lynn Jefford were the oneswho
had actudly blazed The Shadow's path to thislondly terrain.

THE SHADOW'S laugh brought spasmodic shots from foemen. Their fire was wide. No one could have
guessed The Shadow's exact location from the deceptive shudder of his eerie laugh. The shotsthat
Zenjoras men delivered were as bad for them as boomerangs. Even while their guns echoed, The
Shadow returned the barrage. He had targets: the flashes of the revolvers.

Cries sounded as The Shadow clipped foemen in the darkness. There were shouts; scurrying sounds
aong the road. Shifting his position, The Shadow blazed new bullets; then shifted again. No one returned
thefire. Evil henchmen were seeking darkness, anxious to e ude the superfighter whom they could not
see.

As The Shadow made a circuitous advance, another car suddenly started from a spot beyond the gates.
The Shadow snapped quick shots as he saw the lights come on. The driver zigzagged; his car wallowed
through the ditch at the left Sde of the road.

The maneuver was alucky one. It carried the escaping car on aline beyond the gates, prevented The
Shadow from taking new aim until the fleeing machine was out of range.

Alone, The Shadow laughed. He was not disappointed by the car's escape. The Shadow knew that
Zenjoramust have gone ahead; that these were mere underlings lft in reserve. The sooner the news of
The Shadow's fight reached the supercrook, the better it would be. The Shadow could foresee what
Zenjords next step would be. It was one that suited The Shadow's plans.



Passing through the gates, The Shadow headed for the old mansion. He reached the house, kept onward
and arrived at the mausoleum. There, he made a brief inspection; he carried away the dedge hammer that
he had |eft. Going to the rear of the white-walled building, he found the spot where he had drilled the air
hole into the vault. The Shadow covered all traces of the work after he had drawn the six-foot pipe from
the ground. Carrying odd lengths of pipe, he returned to the toolhouse and stacked the articles there.

Waiting under the shelter of the toolhouse roof, The Shadow listened for tokens of an approach. Time
passed dowly amid the drizzle; yet The Shadow scarcely moved from his position. After an hour, he
heard a stealthy, creeping sound from aspot close by. Slently, The Shadow moved through therain.

Ghoulish vigtants had arrived; enemies against whom The Shadow did not careto risk a battle under
these circumstances. He knew who the stealthy men must be. They were Jbaro headhunters, sent here
by Zenjora. Though The Shadow had sensed their presence, he knew that these jungle lurkers could use
darkness amost to equd advantage with himself.

Unquestionably, they would be equipped with poisoned shafts. Moreover, they had subtle ways of
teamwork. One might purposdly risk asound, in order to bring an enemy to encounter him. Another
would be lurking, ready for his prey. The Shadow could not tell how many of Zenjora's strange tribesman
were present.

Had this been an emergency, The Shadow would have chanced battle despite the odds against him.
Present conditions, however, gave him areason to desist from afray. He knew why Quinqua and others
had been sent back to the old estate. Zenjora had ordered them to investigate the mausoleum, to learn if
the sedl upon the vault was il intact.

The Shadow wanted the Jibaros to find that sedl; to carry back the report that Alvarez and Lynn Jefford
must be dead in the tomb that Zenjora had provided for them. Hence, The Shadow kept under cover,
athough he approached close to the mausoleum.

NEAR the whitened building, The Shadow heard adight stir. A dozen minutes passed; he recognized
that creeping men had met in darkness. He heard dight sounds as they moved away. One - Quinqud,
perhaps - had descended to the vault, then come out to join awatcher, possibly Incos. Satisfied that the
vault had not been entered, the Jibaros were leaving to report to Zenjorathat The Shadow had learned
nothing.

Through darkness, The Shadow followed the Jbaros. At times, helost their trail, for those jungle
tribesmen often moved with the stedlth of panthers. Knowing that they would be returning to the road,
The Shadow managed to closein each time he was temporarily at loss. Always, he caught some new
sound in the night.

The Shadow reached the road. There he heard no more sounds until amotor throbbed suddenly from
beyond the gates. Moving swiftly beneath the fringe of trees, The Shadow reached a coupejust asit was
gtarting out into the road.

Cowl lights blinked into view. The Shadow recognized the car as Lynn Jefford's, he also knew the face
that he saw at the window beside the whedl. The driver was Cardell, Zenjoras lieutenant. Cardedll had
taken the Jibaros on board.

The coupe jounced on the sharp edge of the road. At that instant, The Shadow sprang toward the rear of
the car. The dight thump of his body was unnoticed as he gripped the doping back and drew his body
between the rear of the car and the sparetire. The car gained speed, riding eastward, carrying its unseen

passengey.



The Shadow had regained thetrail. He was traveling to New Y ork, dong with Zenjoras lieutenant and
the headhunters who had served as spies. Again, The Shadow was daring death to find aroute that
would lead him to Emilio Zenjora

CHAPTER XI. ZENJORA'S MESSAGE

CARDELL used discretion in histrip back to Manhattan. He was operating a stolen car. Since he had
but recently arrived in New Y ork, he had no driver'slicense. He was carrying apair of odd companions
and knew that the Jibaros would arouse suspicion on the part of any inquisitive New Jersey State police.

Hence he not only traveled at a moderate speed; he aso chose a secondary highway. Instead of driving
for the Holland Tunnd or the George Washington Bridge, he headed for aHoboken ferry dip. These
precautions suited The Shadow. They passed few cars; when they neared towns, they went through dim
Side streets.

Thearrivd a theferry dip was dso hepful. It was consderably after midnight; there was no boat in the
dip. Cardell wasforced to wait until aferry arrived. He parked his car in an obscure corner of the ferry
building and aighted to take astrall, leaving the head-hunters huddled in the interior of the coupe.

The Shadow was gone from the rear of the car before Cardell stepped from the front. Moving into a
darkened waiting room, The Shadow came to atelephone booth. He put in acal to Burbank; then
waited in the booth until the ferry arrived. The boat was poorly lighted, for it carried vehiclesonly. The
Shadow easily glided aboard after Cardell had driven the coupe on the boat.

When the ferry reached Manhattan, The Shadow again gave Carddll leeway. There was no need for
haste. Outside the ferry dip, The Shadow found a parked cab that Cardell had not noticed. It was Mo€e's
taxi, sent here by Burbank. The Shadow entered the cab, ordered his driver to follow the coupe.

It became apparent that Cardell was not going to Zenjoras headquarters. The Shadow had aready
credited Zenjorawith having chosen some sumptuous apartment as his New Y ork residence. Carddll
was not driving toward an gpartment house didtrict. Instead, he picked adingy section of the East Side.

The coupe stopped in a street that was scarcely more than an aleyway. M oe was wise enough to halt at
the near corner, where he turned off hislights. Peering aong the street, The Shadow saw two hunchy
figures sneak from the coupe into ahouse. The car Sarted ahead. Cardell had dropped the head-hunters;
he evidently intended to leave Lynn's car somewhere and then come back.

STATIONING Moe, The Shadow |eft the cab and crept through foggy darkness. Mist was changing
into drizzle; the street lamps were too dim to reveal The Shadow as they had the headhunters. Finding the
house where the Jibaros had entered, The Shadow circled the block and came along arear street.

Looking upward, The Shadow discerned alight in athird-story window, aglow that trickled through a
shabby window shade. There was no fire escape; but the wall was jagged and offered smple ascent for
The Shadow. Like ahuman fly, he crept upward in the darkness. His course became snail-like as he
neared the window.

It was not the increase in height that dowed The Shadow. He was considering the Jibaros. He knew that
the jungle-trained ears of Quinqua and Incos could detect dmost any sound. Complete sllence was
essentidl.

Reaching the window, The Shadow found two advantages. A smdll hole in the shade gave him a perfect
peek hole. The window was open; the Jibaros had probably raised it to listen for sounds from outside.
Hence The Shadow could see and hear al that happened within the room.



The room was very much like the one that Marinez had occupied. The Shadow saw the Jibaros
crouched upon rickety chairs. He heard their low-toned chatter. It was one of the few diaectswith which
The Shadow was not familiar; but he noted a similarity to a head-hunter's language that he had heard
before. The talk impressed The Shadow as unimportant.

Five minutes after The Shadow's arriva, the door opened and Cardell entered the room. From his
vantage point, The Shadow had complete control over any emergency. He could have started quick
battle with Zenjoras lieutenant and the two Jibaros.

Nevertheless, The Shadow bided histime. Facts, if they became available, would be more important than
the dimination of the evil trio.

Facts seemed due the moment that Cardell entered. The light-haired man glared about the room. Hisface
showed puzzlement. He growled to the head-hunters:

"Where are the others? Miquon and Lakiki?'

Quinqual and Incos recognized the names and babbled in negative fashion. The Shadow knew that
Cardell had referred to other head-hunters, whom he had expected to find present.

Cardell tugged at his chin; then went to a corner and picked up atelephone. He dided anumber; The
Shadow listened to the clicks.

There was a prompt response. The Shadow heard Carddll's end of the conversation.

"Hello, chief!" Carddl grinned as he recognized Zenjorasvoice... "Yes. All jake out in Jersey... Quinqua
took a peek below. Sealed up just the way you left it.

"No sign of The Shadow. Say, how did that bunch come out of it? Only a couple clipped, en? Looks as
if The Shadow didn't do much damage, after dl. Tough, though, that those guyswith him made a
get-away..."

There was a pause. The Shadow could hear the purr of Zenjoras voice across the wire, but the words
were unintelligible. Carddll explained them partidly, when he replied.

"l was going to ask you about Miquon and Lakiki," he stated. "They were herewhen | l€ft... So you sent
them out to Long Idand... | getit. Sure. Y ou could start things there, with Alvarez Rentone out of the
picture...

"What'sthat?... Say, that wasbad... Yes, Lakiki can talk English, enough of it, too; but he wasliableto
dip... You think it will mean trouble?’

Cardell'sface was toward The Shadow. It showed a sudden gleam that replaced afrown. Pulling pencil
and paper from his pocket, Cardell began to make notations. Finished, he concluded his call with the
terse satement:

"Sure. I'll send Quinqua and Incosto the other hide-out. After that, I'll hop acab. I'll be on the corner
when you comedong... Yes, I'll makeit in haf an hour.”

CARDELL hung up. He gestured to Quinqual and Incos, uttered garbled words that he had been told to
repeat by Zenjora. Quinqual and Incos understood. They did from their chairs and sneaked out through
the door.

Alone, Cardell lighted a cigarette and sat down to study the notations that he had made. After afew



moments, he nodded, crumpled the paper and tossed it into a wastebasket. Tapping agun that he carried
on hiship, Cardell opened atable drawer; he pocketed a pack of cigarettes and went to the door. He
turned out the eectric light and departed.

The Shadow wasin the room haf aminute after Cardell had gone. Hisflashlight, dwindled to atiny disk,
gleamed upon the wastebasket. The Shadow found the paper that Cardell had wadded and tossed

away.

Opening the paper, The Shadow discovered why Cardell had not troubled to tear it or burn it. The paper
carried no message. It smply showed a crisscross of penciled lines, roughly drawn, with letters marked
beside them.

Carddl had mentioned Long Idand in histelephone conversation. The Shadow surmised that the diagram
represented certain streets somewhere on Long Idand. Carddll had also stated that he would reach a
specified corner in haf an hour.

Since Carddl was going by cab, there were only alimited number of places that he could reach within the
time dlotted. The Shadow considered possible locdlities. Smultaneoudy, he reached for the telephone.
In darkness, he dialed a number.

A quiet voice responded: "Burbank speaking.”

In whispered tone, The Shadow called for aprompt check of detail maps showing three Long Idand
towns which he named. He told Burbank to look for a street or avenue which began with the letter B and
crossed two streets that started with R and J. While he waited for Burbank's report, The Shadow studied
Carddl'sdiagram further.

The street marked B was elongated. Cardell had pushed the line an inch beyond the diagram; he had
terminated it with adot. The Shadow believed that the dot represented the place where Cardell intended
to go with Zenjora, after they met at one of the nearer corners.

Three minutes passed. Burbank's voice came from the recelver.
"Town of Graywood," announced Burbank. "Brisbane Avenue crosses Ross Street and Jackson Road.”
"Further details," ordered The Shadow. " State where Brisbane Avenue leads.”

"Onemile" returned Burbank. "No other crossings. Three sde lanes, then atermination at the through
highway near Long Idand Sound."

"Report received,” whispered The Shadow. "Instructions. Check on New Y ork telephone number,
Kingland 5-3842. Be ready with report.”

THE telephone number was the one that Carddll had dialed when he called Zenjora. Familiar with the
names of al exchanges, The Shadow had learned the number from the dow return clicks of the dia. He
did not, however, intend to wait for Burbank's new report. Minutes had become too precious.

The Shadow knew that Zenjoraintended crime at Graywood. Cardell had watched some house on
Brisbane Avenue, outside of thelittle town near Long Idand Sound. With Carddl caled in from lookout
duty, Zenjora had sent Miquon and Lakiki to replace him. The head-hunters had made some dip.

Hence Cardell had been ordered to meet Zenjora at one of the cornersin the town of Graywood.
Chances were that the meeting would be delayed. Zenjorawould be too wiseto pick up hislieutenant
until after Carddl's cab had | eft the vicinity. That probability gave The Shadow opportunity.



Despite the five minutes that he had lost, he still had a chance to ride ahead of the crooks; to be at their
god, somewhere on Brisbane Avenue, before they met and came along together. Inapinch, The
Shadow could intercept them on the way, or overtake them if they managed to get ahead.

The main object, in any event, was to get to Graywood with the greatest possible speed; to avoid the
streets marked on Carddll's diagram. That could be done by taking the highway aong the Sound and
striking back on Brisbane Avenue.

The Shadow'slight went out. Cardell's diagram gave adight thud asit landed, newly wadded, in the
wastebasket. The door opened and shut. The Shadow quickly descended the house stairs. He reached
the Street, blinked asignal. Moe's cab coasted from beyond the corner, its cowl lightsdonevishblein the
drizzle.

A few minutes later, the high-geared taxi was speeding across a bridge that spanned the East River.
Night was nearly ended; traffic was absent. Calculating the cab's speed, The Shadow could foresee
success; for he knew that Cardell would not have ordered ataxi driver to carry him at abreakneck rate
likeMoe's.

Nevertheless, The Shadow could not count on complete results. He might beat Zenjorato the goal; but
he knew that the crook's schemes were many. Zenjorawas the sort who never relied upon asingle
thrust.

The Shadow was to see that fact proven before this new, quick quest was ended.
CHAPTER XII. DOOM BEFORE DAWN

TEN minutes after The Shadow had started from Manhattan, an automobile dowed in front of a
driveway on Brisbane Avenue. Headlights showed a gravel entrance beneeth the drizzle. The car nosed
into the driveway; took a curve and pulled up near a darkened house.

A low voice sounded within the car. It was firm and businesdike. The voice was that of Inspector Joe
Cardona, ace deuth of the New Y ork police.

"Thisisthe place, Markham," announced Cardonato the driver. "Howard Dundee said it was the only
house past Graywood, after we struck Brisbane Avenue.”

"Looks like there's nobody home," vouchsafed the detective sergeant who sat at thewhed. "Y ou sure the
cal wasn't aphony, Joe?'

"Not achance. | can spot acrank cdl any time."
"But Dundee didn't tell you much. Except that he was afraid of something -"

"Which is enough for me. He needs protection and he knowsit. That's why Dundee wanted me to come
aone. Hetold me enough, Markham, when he said held crack these stiletto murdersif | showed upina
hurry.”

With that, Cardona aighted from the car; he ingtructed Markham to wait with ready gun and extinguished
lights. Ready to approach the house, Joe gave alast admonition.

"I ought to find the front door open, like Dundee said held leaveit. If it'sopen, I'll go through to his study.
If you hear anything, bargeinto the house. The sameif you see anything - or suspect anything. Only don't
let your imagination throw you."



Cardonas footsteps scarcely crunched the water-soaked gravel as he walked toward the front of the
house. A white-painted door showed between gray walls, at the top of stone steps. A revolver shown
half from his pocket, Cardona ascended the steps and tried the knob. The door opened.

Joe closed the door behind him, then beamed aflashlight through adarkened hallway. He saw large,
covered chairs and heavy curtains at each side of the hdl. Anything might indicate a hiding enemy. Joe
drew his Police Positive, wangled the gun back and forth while he gazed suspicioudy at furniture and

drapes.

Satisfied that no one was about, Cardonatook the route that he had intended. He went through the
hallway, turned Ieft into alittle passage. There, he stopped short and uttered a satisfied grunt.

There was a closed door at the end of the passage, and it showed alight of its own. The glimmer came
through akeyhole. Thiswas the room that Cardona had cometo find.

ADVANCING to the door, Cardona gave two abrupt raps. There was no response. Cardona rapped
again.

Thistime, he fancied that he heard a cregp within the room; yet no one spoke from the other sde of the
door. Thethought struck Joe that the man within might be too fearful to answer. Stooping to the keyhole,
Cardona spoke in buzzed tone.

"Hello, Dundee! ThisisInspector Cardonal”

Slight footsteps sounded. There was a grating sound from beyond the door. Dundee was drawing bolts.
Cardona stood ready, waiting; the door opened a crack. An eye surveyed Cardona by the light that
trickled from the study. A bony finger came through the space and beckoned.

Cardona edged through the doorway; the man who had admitted him closed the porta quickly. He
shoved two boltsin place; then turned to Cardona to make the unnecessary announcement:

"l am Howard Dundee."

Cardona had seen troubled faces before but few had been as haggard as Dundeg's. The man was
elderly; hisfeatures were dryish, which probably added to his strained expression. Nevertheless, fear
was registered by every line of his countenance.

Long, bony hands were trembling as Dundee rubbed them together in rinaing fashion. The smilethat the
dry-faced man gave was but a hollow attempt at bravado. At last, Dundee steadied sufficiently to gesture
toward a desk that stood at the far wall of the room. There was a chair at the near side of the desk.
Dundeeindicated it with the request:

"Please st down."

As Cardona accepted the invitation, Dundee went behind the desk. Looking about, Cardona noticed that
the sde windows of the room were shuttered, held in place by huge inner bars. He looked to the door,
noted that the bolts were heavy ones.

"My shuttersare sted," remarked Dundee. Then, ruefully: "The door is only wood; but it is strong.
Tight-fitting, too. The panels are thick oak; strong enough, | hope. Those bolts are the largest that | could
obtain.

"I would not trust akey." Dundee shook his head as he spoke. "People can push keys from adoor. They
can pick locks. But they cannot reach bolts!" Dundee's voice took on ahysterical crackle. "They cannot



touch boltsthat areinsde a door!

"Or canthey?' Hisface showed sudden aarm. "Perhaps they can. Y ou should be able to answer that,
ingpector. Tl me. Am | safe behind a door that is double bolted?!

"Y OU'RE safe enough,” affirmed Cardonain asteady tone that offered reassurance. Y our best bet isto
dip medl thefacts you know about these tiletto murders. I've been trying to find the answer in Little
Itay; but I've had no luck. | didn't expect to get information on Long Idand. But I'm taking your word for
it that you know something about those murders.”

"l do." Dundee licked hisdryish lips. "When | read of the first man's death, inspector, | thought thet he
wasan Itdian. Did you?'

"No, | didn't,” returned Cardona. "l argued it with the police commissioner. | thought | was right; that he
waswrong when hefigured an Italian angle. But when Nick Broggolettawas stabbed, it changed the
wholething. It made me wrong and the commissioner right. Nick must have been trying to dodge
somebody, when he sneaked into the Clearview Hotdl.

"One minute, though, Mr. Dundee. Y ou said you read about this case. It only happened early inthe
evening; but the midnight newspapers carried the story. Where were you at midnight? In town?"

Dundee nodded. He leaned across the desk. The oldish man had steadied. He wagged a bony finger as
he spoke.

"L et me explain my theory, ingpector,” began Dundee. "Two nights ago, | had atelephonecal. It came
from aman named Manud Fendoza. He wanted to know the wheresbouts of afriend of his named
Alvarez Rentone."

Cardona uttered an exclamation.

"Rentone!" heinterjected. "Alvarez Rentone! Say - it was hisroom at the Clearview where we found
Nick Broggolettal Only we hadn't figured Rentone in the case. He didn't ways stay in hisroom
overnight -"

"One moment, inspector.” Dundee wasinsgtent. "'l shall cometo that portion of the story. When Manudl
Fendoza caled me two nights ago, he said that he had inquired for Alvarez Rentone at the Hotel
Goliah."

Cardona's forehead wrinkled. Joe was thinking of the spot where the police had found the first stiletto
vicim.
"Thenext day," added Dundee, "1 read of an unidentified man who was stabbed to desth near the

Galiath. | thought of Fendoza, but decided it could not be he. Nevertheless, | was puzzled when | did not
hear from him. He came from Santander, a country where there has been much trouble lately.

"Tonight, when | took the late train home from the city, | read of Broggolettals degth. | was under strain,
you understand, still wondering about Fendoza. | was sitting in the front room, reading the newspaper,
when ataxicab camein the driveway.

"I went to the front door and listened. | peered through the little sde window. | saw aman haf out of the
cab, talking to the taxi driver in broken English. Findly, the cab went away, taking the man with it. But |
had seen enough.”

Dundee's voice dropped to an awed, wheezy whisper as he leaned across the desk and declared:



"] sawv theface of theman in acab. Hewas a Jibaro!"

EY ES gleaming, Dundee sank back. His expression indicated that he had reveded something of weird
significance. To Cardona, it gave the impression that the speaker was amadman. Nevertheless, Joe
prompted Dundee with the question:

"What'sa Jbaro?'

"A head-hunter," confided Dundee, again leaning across the desk. "From that part of Ecuador that
borders on Santander. The Jibaros are killers who take the heads of their victims astrophies. They
dhrive those heads until they are no larger than that!"

Dundee arched his hands, to indicate the size of asmall grapefruit. Cardona became suddenly impressed.
A recollection shot through hismind.

"The commissioner mentioned that!" exclaimed Cardona. " Said that somebody had fed him a crack-pot
theory that those jungle hunterswerein on that first murder. 1t sounded screwy to me; and the
commissioner took it like abig joke. Say - it wasn't you who talked to the commissioner?”

Dundee shook his head in solemn fashion.

"I never met the police commissioner,” he declared. " Someone e se must have guessed the truth before
mysdf."

Cardona considered; then demanded:
"If Fendozawas a South American, how do you figure Broggol etta got into the game?”

"Possibly asafriend of Fendozas," replied Dundee. "But | know little more than nothing about Fendoza.
So | cannot help you, inspector. | have smply told you -"

"Y ou've told mewhy you cdled meto -"

"No, | haven't." Dundee was quick with hisnew interruption. "Hear me further, inspector. After | saw the
Jbaro, | cameto thisroom, which | long ago prepared in case danger should cometo thisisolated house.
| was dozing here when | recelved atelephone call.”

"Who wasit thet called?’

"Alvarez Rentone. At leadt, he gave that name. His voice was smooth, with a Spanish accent. He
reminded methat | had been afriend of his grandfather's."

To further this statement, Dundee opened a desk drawer; from it, he brought afolio of letters and other
documents. Rising, he cameto the front of the desk, spread the papersin front of Cardona. Joe noticed
that they pertained to affairsin Santander.

Standing in front of Cardona, Dundee again wagged his bony forefinger. He wasin front of the desk,
facing it. Cardona had to turn about to eye him.

"The man who called by telephone," repeated Dundee, "stated that he was Alvarez Rentone, grandson of
the late Santander dictator. He declared that he wasin New Y ork upon an important mission; that he had
to find aman to whom old Jose Rentone had intrusted important funds. He wanted to know if | could tell

where that man might be found."

"This sounds like something," nodded Cardona. "'Did Rentone tell you the man's name?’



"Hedid," affirmed Dundee. "But remember" - hisface showed shrewdness - "I cannot swear that it was
Alvarez Rentone who called. He merely claimed that he was Alvarez -"

"Never mind that," brokein Cardona. "l understand. Tell me the name that he mentioned over thewire."
"He asked me," began Dundee, impressively, "if | knew anything concerning a man named James-"

DUNDEE stopped short; hislips showed a sudden quiver. Leaning backward, the elderly man thrust his
hands behind his hips, as though trying to grip the smal of hisback. Hisface was pained; hislips showed
confusion. He did not complete the name that he had begun.

Instead, Dundee gave a sudden gasp. Hisdry lips parted. His eyes stared as though they viewed a scene
of horror. Cardona watched sunken eyeballs bulge from their sockets; he watched pupils that became
smaller as Dundee's glare continued.

The corners of Dundee's lips curled downward. The sag of hislower jaw drew his skin to atightness that
madeit look ready to crack. Gradualy, an expression froze Dundee's features. The man'sface became a
devilish leer that Cardona had seen twice before: once on the face of Manuel Fendoza; again, upon the
ugly countenance of Nick Broggol etta.

No further word came from the hideous lips that had undergone that startling change. Dundee's body
sagged; it toppled sdewise to the floor and sprawled motionless. Doom had struck Dundee despite the
fact that he stood within aroom equipped with barred shutters and bolted door.

The murderous power of Emilio Zenjora had seemingly stretched from nowhere to prevent the law from
learning the name of James Oakbrook. Howard Dundee had died before dawn; before The Shadow had
arived to save him.

CHAPTER XIII. THE SHADOW'S STROKE

TO Joe Cardona, the sudden death of Howard Dundee was an unaccountable phenomenon. As he
stooped beside the dead man, Cardona was ready to believe in theimpossible.

Dundee'sface till held its grotesque stare. Blinking, Cardonalooked about the room. For amoment, he
thought that some ghostly manifestation could have occurred within this room; that Dundee might have
died in horror, at some sight he had viewed.

The room, however, was empty, except for Cardonaand the corpse. The meager furniture of the study
offered no hiding place for even amidget. Barred shutters were tight in place. The bolts of the door were
closed.

Dundee's body rolled rigidly as Cardona shifted it. The fixed face turned downward; one shoulder
sagged. Staring squarely at the dead man's back, Cardona saw something that made him utter alow
grurt.

Projecting from a spot near Dundee's spine, plain againgt the dark smoking jacket that the dead man was
wearing, Cardona spied ayellowish diver that looked like alarge thorn. Gripping it, Cardona plucked the
needldlike object from Dundee's flesh.

It was athorn, and along one. It had buried itself an inch deep in Dundee's back. Cardona knew that the
thorn must have come from some peculiar tropica tree, for it was as unpliable asametal nail. The point
waslong and sharp.

As Cardonaheld it to the light, he noted that the sharp tip was stained with some brownish substance.



Cardona guessed instantly that the thorn was poisoned. That guess gave credence to Dundee's story. It
told that Fendoza and Broggol etta had died from similar thrusts. It proved the possibility of Jibaro
head-hunters, rampant in New Y ork. For the moment, however, it did not explain how Dundee had
becomeavictim.

Cardonaarose; he placed the thorn carefully upon the desk. He looked toward the window and shook
his head. He stared at the door, but remained as puzzled as before. Eying the position of Dundee's body,
Cardona pictured the exact spot where the victim had last stood. Joe visudized Dundee between himsalf
and the door; he remembered that Dundee had been facing him when the stroke had come.

Hisrevolver gripped in hisright hand, Cardonadowly lifted hiseyeson adirect line. Hisgaze again
rested on the door; thistime, Cardona’s eyes hated. He was |ooking straight for a spot that he had
forgotten. That was the keyhole of the bolted door.

PERHAPS Joe would not have redlized that the keyhole offered a solution to the riddle of Dundee's
death, if he had not seen it at this precise moment. It chanced that as Cardona gazed, an action occurred
at the keyhole. A tiny object thrust inward; Cardona saw the rounded opening of a hollow reed, no larger
than a pea-shooter.

With that, Cardona had the answer; but it cametoo late for his own comfort.

A Jbaro killer had dain Dundee by blowing the poisoned thorn through along stalk. The murderer had
eadly inserted the improvised blowgun through the keyhole. The Jbaro had been in the house when
Cardona arrived, but he had reserved death for alater moment. Evidently, the Jibaro had been instructed
to dedl with Dundee before any other victim.

Dundee was dead. The Jibaro had bided histime outsde the door. Peering through the keyhole, the killer
had watched Cardona. The Jibaro had deemed it time to take another victim. Cardonawas in the exact
spot where the head-hunter wanted him.

Doom'sfinger pointed straight at Joe Cardona, in the shape of the same jungle blowpipe that had finished
Howard Dundee. The fact struck Joe instantly; dazed him to the point where his own actions seemed
dow-moation.

Springing forward, Cardona came up with hisrevolver, to am for the keyhole. His thoughts were
speedier than hismoves. Ingtinctively, Cardonaknew that his attempt wasfutile. The Jbaro had the
bead; dready the killer's lips were starting the puff that would speed the poisoned thorn to its new victim.
Cardonas action was no more than afrantic, hopeless effort to save hisown life.

Two amazing things happened while Cardonas gun was coming up. First, there came amuffled report
from somewhere outside the room - a gunshot that seemed like a previous echo of the one that Cardona
intended to ddiver. Smultaneoudly, the hollow reed quivered in the keyhole. The projecting end twisted
at an upward sde angle. A yellowish diver sped from the tiny muzzle; but its path waswide.

The thorn skimmed past Cardona's shoulder, hit thewall and dropped somewhere on the floor.
Cardonas finger tugged the revolver trigger after al that happened.

While his own gun shot echoed in the stedl-shuttered study, Cardona saw the useless damage that his
bullet had done. The shot had plowed the woodwork of the heavy door above the keyhole and inchesto
onesdeof it. In fact, the shot was so close to the door frame that it could not have reached a person on
the other side of the door.

Nevertheless, the blowgun had not delivered death. More than that, it was diding away from view,



vanishing through the keyhole in adownward direction. As Cardona reached the door, he realized that
someone had spotted the Jibaro from the hall and had dropped the killer ahead of Joe's own shot.

CARDONA ripped back the bolts, yanked the door inward. The light from the study showed a
sprawled shape on the threshold. Cardona saw an apish face, staring upward in an agonized expression
that meant death. The huddled creature answered Dundee's description of the Jibaro who had been
outsde the house.

Vaulting the Jibaro's body, Cardonareached the hall. He swung toward the front door, expecting to see
it open. As he gazed, Cardona heard awarning hiss. From the blackened wall, a cloaked figure whirled
to view, ddivered a Sdearm swing that sent Cardonarolling toward the passage from which he had
come.

Cardona's head banged back againgt the wall. Dimly, he sensed what followed; for he knew the identity
of the person who had thrust him back. Joe's rescuer was The Shadow.

Arrived a Dundee's, The Shadow had picked the house as the one which Zenjora probably intended to
visit. He had passed Markham's car without being spotted by the detective sergeant. Insde, The Shadow
had discovered Lakiki, the English-speaking Jibaro, crouched outside the door of Dundee's studly.

Knowing that Lakiki's purpose wasto ddiver death, The Shadow had dropped the Jibaro before the
garing killer knew that he was watched. Dundee's death was avenged; Cardonas life was saved. But
The Shadow had not waited to examine that Situation.

He knew that another Jibaro might be present - the one called Miquon. Hence The Shadow had wheeled
back into the hallway. Cardona's opening of the study door had brought light to the rear end of the
darkened hdl; though not enough to show The Shadow, the glow had outlined Cardonawhen the latter
reached the hall.

Therefore, The Shadow had thrust Cardona downward and backward. The Shadow, in turn, made a
divein the opposite direction. His quick moves were necessary. A snarl sounded from the curtains at the
sde of thefront hal; abamboo javelin whizzed through the air, straight for the spot where The Shadow
had intercepted Cardona.

It was Miquon's thrust; though speedy, it failed. Halfway between Cardonaand The Shadow; abovethe
heads of both, the poisoned shaft struck the hal, to bounce back harmlesdy and strike the floor.

The Shadow's automatic blasted an answer. Cardona heard two shots, quick onesthat came while The
Shadow aimed in darkness, both directed uncannily toward the curtains from which Miquon had hurled
his weapon. But the Jibaro had sprung away, the moment that he had loosed the missile. The clatter of a
window told that he was making an escape outside.

The front door svung inward. A flashlight blinked in the hand of Detective Sergeant Markham. Just
ingde the doorway, Markham saw The Shadow. Before Cardona could shout for Markham to stay his
gun, The Shadow sprang upon the newcomer.

With one hand, The Shadow plucked the flashlight from the detective sergeant's grasp; sent the lighted
torch bouncing off through the room where Miquon had fled. With his gun arm, The Shadow gave a
swing like the one he had handed Cardona. The blow swept Markham from The Shadow's path. It
bowled the amazed detective sergeant away from the door.

AGAIN, The Shadow had acted just in time. As he sprang outside and legped to the side shelter of the
stone steps, shots ripped from the lawn. Zenjoraand Carddll had arrived, ahorde of imported outlaws at



their hedls. The Shadow's shots had brought them to a quick attack.

Markham would have been their first target, had The Shadow failed to shove him from the doorway. The
flashlight was the very sort of indicator that Zenjoras fighters wanted; but The Shadow had disposed of
it. Again, he was opening bettle in darkness with men who had given him their positions by the spurts of
their own guns.

Thistime, however, the gunmen shifted. They weretrained to guerrillawarfare, these outlaws from
Santander. They had learned alesson in their first encounter with The Shadow. They tried hisown
tactics: quick shiftsin the darkness after every shot.

Meanwhile, The Shadow kept up awary fire fromin front of the house. No shots camefrom insde. He
guessed the reason. Cardona had dashed back into the study to put in acall for police reserves. That
done, Joe would wait with Markham, to resist an ondaught. Cardonawas a cool head when battle
garted. He would deem it better to maintain astronghold to which The Shadow could retreat, than to
break out from the house with auseless attempt at aid.

Counting upon Cardonas tactics, The Shadow continued aspasmodic fire. Gradually, he shifted away
from thewall; ceased his shots dtogether. Reaching the lawn, The Shadow knew that he was dmost in
the midst of Zenjora's outspread men. They had aso ceased their fire, waiting for The Shadow to
disclose hisown position.

Moving across the lawn, The Shadow stopped short. One of the enemy was close at hand; The Shadow
could hear the man moving in thedrizzle. A shoulder jostled The Shadow's, he heard asnarled oathina
foreign tongue. Ingtantly, The Shadow shifted; hefired aquick shot toward the wall where he had
previoudy been.

The ruse was perfect. An encounter with this ruffian would have told the others that The Shadow was
among them. The shot toward the house made them think that the person who fired it belonged to their
own clan.

The outlaw who had jostled The Shadow gave agrowled laugh; muttered gpproving words to the fighter
whom he thought was a companion. For good measure, the ruffian aimed and fired ashot of hisown.

Timed with the recoil of the fellow's gun, The Shadow dugged downward with a.45. His dedged blow
clipped the gunman's skull. The enemy plopped without noise upon the softened turf. No others were
close enough to hear this aftermath. Zenjora's band numbered one less.

CROUCHED beside his vanquished foeman, The Shadow sensed the sound of cregping enemies. They
were closing toward the house, prompted by some order from Zenjora, whose location was hidden.
Another revolver spat from darkness; dispatched afutile shot toward the house.

The Shadow saw the game.

Zenjorabdlieved that his cordon had closed sufficiently to trap The Shadow. Soon there would come a
massed ondaught - avicious drive in which adozen fierce fighters would attempt to overwhem asingle
foe. None had guessed that The Shadow was safely away from the house.

The Shadow waited, |etting his enemies creep on ahead. They would be due for a double surprise when
the right moment came.

Thetimearived.

Flashlights burned suddenly from the drizzle. Guns began to roar, dl dong theline. Zenjoras squad



surged forward, blasting the house steps with awithering fire. Though the space ahead looked vacant,
they believed that The Shadow was there; that they had dropped him with their barrage.

All thewhile, they had watched the white door of the house; they knew that it had not moved, hence The
Shadow could not have goneinside. Nevertheless, as Zenjoras men reveaed themselves, that door
ripped open. From inner darkness, two marksmen fired for the approaching flashlights.

Cardona and Markham had entered the fray. Their shots were timely. One of Zenjora's henchmen
orawled asthe others dived away, flinging their flashlights from them. Thinking that The Shadow had
been diminated, the vicious attackers aimed for the house door.

Aningant later, shots ripped from behind them. The Shadow was commencing arear attack, using two
mammoth automatics against the men who thought him dead. Outlaws whedled; they fired too late. The
Shadow was speeding across the lawn at an angle. He gained the shelter of Markham's car.

Two fires burned the ranks of Zenjoras men. They were boxed between the house and the car. Like The
Shadow, Cardonaand Markham riddled aflank of the attacking line. Crooks broke and ran; their attack
had become aroui.

They were heading for cars out near the entrance, running pell-mell acrossthe lawn. Huddled figureslay
behind them, unseen in the darkness. The Shadow had accounted for three; Cardonaand Markham had
dropped apair. Others were wounded, but still able to run.

Cutting across the lawn, The Shadow came suddenly upon the starting cars. Thefirst were away; but as
they sped from the road outside the gates, they were met by new arrivals. Police, called by Cardona, had
cometo hdt theflight. A machine gun blasted from apolice car asit swung beside the road.

Crookswould have fared badly asthey ran the gantlet, except for the intervention that came from a
standing car. Shots crackled from that machine; rifle bullets raked the police car. The driver of the police
car ditched it, to avoid the bombardment. The machine gun went out of play.

It was The Shadow's countercharge that ended the rifle barrage. Seconds more, and the police car
would have been riddled and its occupants killed. Asthe car that held the riflemen started forward, The
Shadow reached its running board. He sprang upon the step, into the midst of bristling gun barrels.

A gloved fist dedged its heavy .45 straight for the heads of sharpshooters. Rifles dropped as their owners
sagged. They could not swing the long barrelsto cover their unexpected adversary. The car jolted
forward; its driver, crouched low, gave it the gas. The car sped ahead in high-speed second gear, The
Shadow il dinging toitsside.

The Shadow swung for the driver's skull. An arm shot forth above the man who gripped thewhedl. The
Shadow's gun clashed metal. Half into the car, his eyes came close to a bearded face that showed above
the dashlight.

The Shadow had found Emilio Zenjora.

BY aquick parry with arevolver, Zenjora had luckily stopped the blow that The Shadow had aimed for
the driver's head. Coming up above the top of the front seat, Zenjora snarled as he aimed for his cloaked
opponent.

Simultaneoudy, The Shadow swung far out from the side of the car. Clutching an open rear window with
hisleft hand, helet hisbody fal from view. Hisright hand planked its gun muzzle on the window ledge;
the mouth of the weagpon tilted toward Zenjora.



A death duel was a hand. A split-second could decideit. The Shadow, however, had outmaneuvered
Zenjora. The Shadow had dropped away while his enemy had come upward. The quick shift completely
changed the odds. Both guns were due to roar; but the most that Zenjora could do would be to wound
The Shadow. Zenjora, however, had become a sure target. At that instant, his death seemed certain.

It was the driver who changed matters, without knowing the importance of his deed. Huddled over the
whed, riding the car at thirty miles an hour, the driver saw cars ahead asthey took asharp turninto a
lane on theright. Ingtinctively, he picked the same course. He gave the steering whedl ahard twist just as
The Shadow and Zenjorawere about to tug their triggers.

The car careened asit skidded and swung its nose to the right. The Shadow's left hand nearly lost its
precarious grip upon the door. As he sought to maintain hishold, the door itself siwung open. The
Shadow pulled the trigger; but he was dready hurtling to the road. His bullet whined wide of Zenjoras
bearded face.

At the same ingtant, Zenjorafired; his shot, too, was usdess. It was high; it proved that Zenjorawould
not have clipped The Shadow, even if the car had not made the sudden swing. Accident had saved
Emilio Zenjorafrom The Shadow.

The speeding car did not halt. Asitstail-light vanished in the drizzle, shots boomed from the road behind.
They were proof that The Shadow had been uninjured by hisfall; that he had cometo hisfeet, to begina
last barrage. The pursuing shots smashed into the rear of the car, but the range was too great for The
Shadow to find the gastank or thetires.

Zenjorawas gone, carrying hisgroggy crew of riflemen. His other minions had gone ahead, some of thelir
number wounded. Back on Dundee's lawn lay others, who were either dead or prisoners of the law. The
Shadow's stroke had been a heavy blow to Emilio Zenjora.

The Shadow hoped to follow up hisvictory. Hurrying aong Brisbane Avenue, he came to an open spot,
where he blinked asigna with hisflashlight. Lights answered; they were from Moe's cab. The Shadow
boarded the vehicle, ordered Moe to speed him into Manhattan.

ONCE inthe city, The Shadow paused to contact Burbank. He learned the location of Zenjoras
gpartment, from Burbank's search of telephone numbers. The Shadow sped to that new destination. He
knew that he must be ahead of Zenjora; for the crook had taken a roundabout route through muddy
lanes.

From darkness across the street, The Shadow studied darkened windows that he knew must be
Zenjoras. He waited half an hour; there were no signs of returning men. Dawn was appearing, despite
the drizzle. The Shadow decided to make find investigation.

Entering the apartment house, he ascended by an automatic eevator. He found the door of Zenjoras
gpartment unlocked. Entering, The Shadow discovered nothing but the furniture. Zenjora had taken no
chances with atrail for either The Shadow or the law.

The supercrook had abandoned this headquarters when he had started for Long Idand. Once again, The
Shadow must begin ahunt for the bearded man of crime. Y &, as he sood in the gloom of Zenjora's
abandoned lair, The Shadow delivered awhispering laugh.

Tonight, The Shadow had gained the key to Emilio Zenjoras schemes. From now on, he could play an
equal game. Though Zenjora had managed the murder of Howard Dundee, the supercrook would be too
wary to atempt smilar crimesthat he might have intended.



Zenjorawould have but one objective: ameeting with James Oakbrook. It would be The Shadow's task
to anticipate that meeting. That new goa offered opportunity to dedl finaly with men of crime.

The Shadow knew.
CHAPTER X1V.ZENJORA'SEMISSARY

EARLY afternoon found Alvarez Rentone and Lynn Jefford seated in their new gpartment. With them
was aman who had just arrived; avistor whom the pair had expected. He was Harry Vincent, agent of
The Shadow. Harry's gppearance, his firm handshake, had impressed both rescued men.

Laying astack of newspapersto one side, Harry smilingly remarked that he was ready to answer
guestions. Lynn grinned and put the first one:

"Who rescued uslast night?"
"The Shadow."

Harry's cam reply brought an exclamation from Lynn Jefford. That young man had heard of The
Shadow's ability at hunting down criminas and bagging them like big game. Lynn questioned quickly:

"Do you know who The Shadow is?"

"| serve The Shadow," replied Harry, "but | have never learned his actud identity. He saved my life; in
return, | accept dl dutiesthat he assgnsto me.”

"We arewilling to do the same" put in Alvarez. "We know that only The Shadow can combat Emilio
Zenjora."

"Very well," declared Harry, briskly. "Hereisthefirs test. Read these evening newspapers - editions that
have just appeared on the sireet. A man named Howard Dundee was dain last night by a Jibaro
head-hunter. The death has been linked with those of Fendoza and Broggoletta-"

"And | am mentioned as the man behind the crimes!™ cried Alvarez, scanning a newspaper. "New men
support the police theory! Here are their names; they are men who expected gifts from my grandfather.
They think that | have tried to rob them. Thisisan outrage! Zenjoraisthe perpetrator of those crimes!
The Shadow knowsiit. He should have cleared my name!™

"Zenjorafound the list of your grandfather's friends when he looted the treasure vault,” explained Harry,
camly. "He had three reasons to want to murder them. Profit, for one; vengeance, for another. But the
third and vital reason was information. Zenjora believed that one of those men might give him alead to
James Oakbrook."

Nodstold that Alvarez and Lynn agreed.

"Zenjorachose Dundeefirst,” continued Harry, "because he had heard from Fendoza. Though The
Shadow did not save Dundee, he rescued Inspector Cardona. That cracked the case. Dundee had
talked to Cardona. The police knew that the stiletto stabbings were faked. The Shadow |eft them a dead
Jibaro to clinch the case,

"Thelaw knows only the first name of James Oakbrook. They have not learned his full name from your
grandfather's friends. Zenjorawill therefore learn that those men are usdess asinformants. Since they
have reveded themselvesto the law and are protected, it is better that they should regard you astheir
enemy. Zenjorawill fed secure. The Shadow can hunt him more effectively and the law will not bungle



the search.”

HARRY'Swords carried weight. Alvarez saw other points. He recognized that Zenjorawould desist
from crimes that meant but smdl profit and minor vengeance, particularly snce Zenjorabdieved Alvarez
dead. Zenjorawould prefer to let old crimes be blamed on Alvarez, without risking new deeds that might
lead acrosstrail to himsdf. Harry Vincent added another point.

"James Oakbrook will read the newspapers,”" he declared. "Hewill stay under cover; he will understand
that thisis Zenjoraswork. Y ou must tell me, though, what plans you have made to hear from
Oakbrook."

Alvarez hesitated; then decided to answer. Briefly, he explained how Oakbrook wasto place an
advertisement in the Evening Sphere, offering property for sale under the name of Thomas Rustwick. He
added that the location given in the ad would tell Oakbrook's residence; while arepetition would call for
avigt from Alvarez.

AsHarry was about to leave, he added a question which he put to Alvarez:
"What about Nick Broggoletta? Can you account for him being afriend of Manuel Fendoza?”'

"| thought, perhaps, that Broggoletta had a message,” replied Alvarez. "One that Fendozafailed to bring;
perhaps about Estaban's death. That seems weak, though. Fendoza might have chosen an adventurer for
afriend, but scarcely apaid assassin like Broggol etta.”

The question of Broggoletta puzzled Harry, after he had put in acdl to Burbank. Harry knew that
Zenjorahad introduced the fake Italian angle; but he had done it through his Jibaros. Zenjorawould not
have sent Broggol etta purely to bluff the law. His policy had been hands off regarding Alvarez, for
Zenjorahad already arranged the treasure vault as Alvarez's place of doom.

The only answer that Harry could see was the one that Alvarez had rejected: namely, that Broggol etta
had been afriend of Fendoza. His duty done, Harry wondered how much he had accomplished for The
Shadow. He would have been pleased, had he known.

Though the facts that Harry relayed through Burbank did not pave the route to Emilio Zenjora, they
would soon enable The Shadow to choose the proper battleground for afina conflict with the bearded
magter of crime.

FOR the present, Zenjorawas secure. He was gone from Manhattan, vanished with histribe of
followers. In some new stronghold, the bearded outlaw |eader was free to plot new mischief. The
Shadow knew only that Zenjoramust have been crafty in his choice of anew headquarters. The
Shadow's opinion was correct.

Forty miles northwest of Manhattan, the setting sun shone upon acrew of desperadoes who outrivaed
any that had ever visited American soil. These cutthroats were assembled in arocky glen that bordered a
rugged ravine. They were congregated away from the gorge, under the shelter of larger trees; for only
saplings lined the brink of the ravine.

The stronghold was perched in aremote section of the New Jersey hills. The outlaws numbered a dozen;
men of mixed nationalities who had served Zenjorain Santander. Some looked like Americanswho had
become soldiers of fortune. Others might have been French convicts, escaped from Devil'sIdand. A few
were mestizos - haf Spanish, hdf Indian.

Their babbled jargon, which mixed one language with another, ran the gamut of many diaects. They were



like pirates, these banditti; but they had chosen land in preference to ocean. The ugly appearance of the
renegades had been increased by last night's skirmish with The Shadow. Three had bandaged heads, two
carried armsin dings; another was propped against atree, too crippled to move about.

Their growled epithetsincluded a name. Those who spoke French referred to L'Ombre and added the
expresson "Le Diable." Those who used Spanish uttered thetitles. "El Ombre" and "El Diablo."
Trandated, the expression meant that The Shadow, in their opinion, was one with the devil.

One huge ruffian glowered as he watched two others build afirein the circle. The glowering man was
Bandrillo, Zenjoras chief lieutenant. Bulky of form, with ugly eyesthat glowered from asquare,
pock-marked face, Bandrillo was impatient as he listened to talk of The Shadow.

Curbing hisanger, Bandrillo arose to examine the wounds of his men. He had crude skill at surgery; that
was one reason why Zenjorahad first raised him to the rank of lieutenant. After attending the man who
lay againgt the tree, Bandrillo showed new malice.

Facing hismen, he ddivered a savage tirade that included every language known to the group. From his
belt, Bandrillo drew amachete. He flourished the knife asif he intended to carve the next man who
mentioned The Shadow in any tongue.

The group silenced. Bandrillo paused in his outburst. Before he could resume, he heard a purred voice
behind him. Turning, Bandrillo faced Zenjora. The master of crime had stalked up silently to join the

group.

AS he stood close by the firdlight, Zenjora appeared more demoniaca than any mortal whom that
cutthroat crew had ever seen. Hisface carried aferocity that surpassed the death-frozen countenances of
victimswho had cried at the hands of his Jibaros.

Ruffians shifted uneasily; even Bandrillo quailed. They watched Zenjora as he eyed them. Beyond their
chief, they saw the three head-hunters: Quinqua, Incos and Miquon.

Lakiki was missing. The absence of that Jibaro told of The Shadow's power. But the circled crew was
not thinking of The Shadow. To aman, they were awed by their sght of Zenjora.

"Ah, Bandrillo!" The smoothness of Zenjoras tone seemed dl the moreinsdious, when it issued from his
twisted, ruddy lips. " So you think it unwise that the men should talk of The Shadow? Perhapsyou are
right, Bandrillo. Perhapsyou are not. Listen, while | question the men themsalves™

Turning to the group, Zenjora spat amediey of wordsthat al could understand. Each man who heard
wordsin his own language grinned and nodded his agreement. Zenjorawastelling them that they would
meet The Shadow again; that the time would come very soon. He was urging them to look forward to
that meeting.

Elated snarls were their replies. Men rose to foment, asthey shook their fistsin the firdight; whipped
revolversinto view, to Sgnify their readiness for new battle. Even the wounded man againg the tree made
effort to join in the enthusiasm.

"You see?" Zenjorasface had calmed when he turned to Bandrillo. ™Y ou should not misunderstand them.
They are more than eager, Bandrillo. Let them talk about The Shadow. It will sharpen them for the next
encounter.”

Henchmen resumed their growled palaver. Zenjora stepped close to Bandrillo. He lowered hisvoice
bel ow the babdl of sound and said:



"Come! Let usgo to themain cabin. Carddl isthere. We have much to discuss.”

With the Jibaros following as escort, Zenjoraand Bandrillo took a path that led to agroup of
tumble-down cabins. These building explained the nature of the place that they had chosen for their
headquarters. Thiswas an abandoned summer colony, long since forgotten. Zenjora had located it soon
after he had uncovered the buried treasure vault. This deserted settlement was within fifteen miles of the
old Kincaid estate.

These shacks explained how Zenjora had kept his polyglot crew under cover; yet had them available for
any cal. He had kept afew in Manhattan; but the rest had remained here. Instead of returning to his
gpartment, Zenjorahad smply cometo join his men.

No place could have been better suited to an outlaw band like Zenjoras. Used to the hardships of the
Santander mountains, these bandits considered themsdlvesin luck, with roofs above their heads. The
battered bungal ows were their idea of luxuriousliving quarters.

Zenjoraand Bandrillo arrived at the centra cabin. They entered its square main room, stepping into the
glow of hanging lanterns. A man awaited them. It was Carddll. He nodded to Bandrillo, then joined
Zenjoraand the lieutenant at an old table that was scarred with carved initials.

Zenjoraplanked his hand upon astack of newspapersthat Cardell had brought. Scanning them, he
uttered an ugly chuckle that was for Bandrillo's benefit.

"Thepolicel" sneered Zenjora. "Bah! They are as stupid in New Y ork asin Santander! Luck has enabled
them to find out how men have died; it has spoiled my plans of vengeance upon otherslike Dundee.
Beyond that, however, it has served me."

From his coat pocket, Zenjora produced afolded paper, spread it to show alist of names.

"I have marked death for these men,” he declared. "I delayed their doom once, until | had settled with
Alvarez Rentone. | shall postpone death again, until after | have disposed of James Oakbrook. Look -
one nameisoff thelist; that of Howard Dundee. Some day, you shdl seelines drawn through the other
namesaswell."

PAUSING, Zenjoraput away thelist; he lowered hisvoiceto aharsh growl.

"For the present,” he declared, "Oakbrook is most important. The police are stupid fools; they think that
Alvarez Rentoneis responsible for Dundee's murder. They do not know that Alvarez isdead. | do not
want them to learn the fact. That iswhy we must use the utmost Strategy.”

Zenjoralooked to Bandrillo and Carddll asif inviting questions. Cardell put one.

"What about The Shadow?" asked the light-haired rogue. "Does he know that Alvarez Rentoneis
dead?'

"The Shadow's part isplain,” assured Zenjora. "He isafool who hounds crude criminas. He was
watching Nick Broggoletta; saw the Italian meet Manuel Fendoza. The Shadow followed Fendozato the
Hotel Goliath; heard him ask for Alvarez Rentone.

"Believing that Fendoza was the man we murdered that night, The Shadow cameto the hotel himsaif.
Like aparrot, he asked for amessage from Alvarez. He was wise enough not to openit. Instead, he
gained an encounter with Marinez and Quinqudl.

"There, histrail ended. He went back to watching Broggoletta. That brought him to the Clearview Hotd,



where he battled Quinqua and Incos. He managed to follow them; that is how he cameto be at the
Kincaid estate, too late to rescue Alvarez and Jefford.”

Zenjorahad delivered a series of erroneous statements; but in his egotism, he thought that he had struck
the truth. He was alowing a connection that Alvarez doubted; namely, a friendship between Fendozaand
Broggoletta. Sure that he was right, Zenjora continued with more mistaken declarations.

"The Shadow was not a the mausoleum when Quingqua and Incos returned there," he announced. "He
could not have followed them had he been there, for | gave them gtrict ingtructionsto avoid dl followers.
Where was The Shadow? | shall tell you. He was back in New Y ork.

"There, he learned that Inspector Cardona had gone to see Howard Dundee. So The Shadow went there
himsdlf. He had the luck to surprise Lakiki, to kill him and save Cardonaslife. All thisisthe result” -
Zenjoratapped the newspapers - "because Cardona lived to tell what Dundee had said.”

CARDELL and Bandrillo were fully satisfied with Zenjora'sincorrect analyss. They gazed in awe at their
bearded chief, impressed by his ability to piece unknown facts.

"We must find Oakbrook," growled Zenjora, suddenly. "Thereis only one man whom | can risk sending
to New York. That isyou, Carddll. The Shadow will be looking for Oakbrook. Y ou must learn facts
before The Shadow."

"Suppose” - Carddll hesitated, to mop hisforehead with ahandkerchief - "suppose | runinto The
Shadow?'

Bandrillo snarled, taking Cardell's question as asign of weakness. Zenjoraraised asilencing hand. He
faced Carddll.

"If you encounter The Shadow," purred Zenjora, "you will meet with no harm. He will know that you are
alink to me. He seeks me, aswell as Oakbrook. Should you find The Shadow, or believe that he has
discovered you, smply rgjoin me here. That will bring The Shadow on your trail."

"The Shadow went past our men before!” put in Bandrillo. "They cannot stop him in darkness. If he sees
their lights, hewill -"

Again, Zenjoras hand wasraised. Thistime, it pointed to the doorway. Bandrillo and Cardell saw
Quinqud and the other head-hunters seated outside the door. The ape-faced trio were engaged in a
curioustask. They were weaving long strips of candlike wood into an odd-shaped matting.

"A jungletrap," chuckled Zenjora. "Tonight, the workmanship will be superior. Therewill be no need to
dig apit. Thereare gullies dl about, where streams have cut their way to the gorge.”

Rising, Zenjoragestured for Carddll to start hisjourney to New Y ork. The spy saluted; turned and
strode past the Jibaros. Soon Zenjora and Bandrillo heard the muffled sound of a departing automobile.

"All will bewell, Bandrillo," purred Zenjorain Spanish. "The Shadow came done before; he will venture
adoneagan. Thistime, hisown stedth will lead him to sure disagter.”

With that promise, the evil chief beckoned hislieutenant to follow him. Together, they went out to join
their mongrel followers at the camp fire. Though Zenjora's theories were wrong, his prediction was one
that seemed certain to cometrue.

In sending Cardell upon his mission, Zenjora had chosen a perfect bait to snare The Shadow.



CHAPTER XV.CHANGED TRAILS

IT was late afternoon the next day when Cardell entered a secluded restaurant just off Broadway to
partake of an early dinner. Picking an isolated corner of the cafe, Zenjora's spy made sure that no one
was watching him. Thereupon, he produced amemo pad from his pocket.

Cardell had listed his progress in the search for James Oakbrook. Last night, immediately upon reaching
Manhattan, he had gone to Oakbrook's apartment house; he had made inquiry, with no result.

Later, he had called Oakbrook's club, with the same bad luck. Afterward, Cardell had registered at a
hotel; thismorning, he had stopped at Oakbrook's Wall street office, to represent himsdlf asacustomer
who wanted advice on bonds. Cardedll had ingsted that he must talk with Oakbrook in person. He had
been told that the broker had gone away and had left no word regarding his destination.

Though Carddl had not guessed it, he had been under dmost congtant surveillance from the first step
onward. Outside of Oakbrook's apartment house, asmall crafty-faced man had spotted him. That was
"Hawkeye," who served The Shadow.

A cab had stopped to pick up Cardell. The taxi was Moe Shrevnitz's. It had carried him to the store
where he made ateephone cal; the same cab, dightly atered in appearance, had Carddl asafareto his
hotel.

At the breakfast, Cardell had been watched by Harry Vincent, who sat at another table. When he visited
Oakbrook's office, an elderly man had noted him, hobbled to the elevator just behind him, making good
progress with acane. That watcher had been The Shadow, in disguise.

While Cardell lunched, Moe's cab had been outside. Cardell had been trailed al afternoon; it was known
that hewas in thisrestaurant a present. In fact, Cardell had scarcely ordered hismedl before atall,
cam-faced individua entered, took a seat at a near-by table and unfolded a copy of the evening Sphere.

This chance diner was The Shadow. He sat dmost unnoticed by Cardell. As soon as he had given his
own order, The Shadow sat back and turned to the real estate ads. His attention centered upon the

newspaper.

Hafway down acolumn, The Shadow noted an advertisement that he had hoped to find. It stated that a
finelodgewasfor sde, in thefoothills of the Catskill Mountains. The ad described the lodge as being
three miles northwest of the town of Mercer; it specified that the property included forty acres, ten of
which had been cleared as an emergency landing field for airplanes; that one portion of the grounds
bordered afair-size lake.

The owner's name was given. It was Thomas Rustwick.

FROM that moment, asingular policy was adopted by The Shadow. He folded the newspaper, laid it
aside and stared suspicioudy at Cardell. Zenjoras spy was quick to observe The Shadow's action; but
he caught no glimpse of The Shadow's face. The Shadow turned away too soon.

When thewaiter arrived with the first course, The Shadow began acomplaint, dways avoiding Carddl's
direct observation. Tossng money on the table, The Shadow arose and stalked from the restaurant, till
keeping hisface turned from Carddl's view.

Cardell became uneasy as soon as The Shadow had gone. He pocketed his memo pad; began to think
about his own departure. He finally decided to finish his med. When he was halfway through it, he saw
another man enter the restaurant.



Thisfellow looked like areporter - which, in fact, he was. The arrival was Clyde Burke; he had comein
responseto acdl from Burbank. Clyde'sfirst action wasto give aquick glance toward Cardell. The spy
turned his head. Clyde sat down, ordered adinner and began to drum the table. He looked toward a
corner telephone booth and gave agrin.

Soon, Clyde arose and sauntered to the booth. He entered it and closed the door, just as Cardell was
paying his check. The spy arose, came toward the door of the restaurant. He was within six feet of the
telephone booths. The temptation was too grest.

Carddll used atrick that he had worked before. He stepped to the booth next to Clyde's, entered it and
shifted low. Listening, he could hear the reporter's words.

"He'stheman dl right!" Clyde'stone was emphatic... "No. Therés no useto traill him. We know where
he's stopping... What's that? Y ou'll |eave the report for me? About Oakbrook?... | won't be able to pick
it up for an hour...

"All right, leave it anyway... Y es. Room 608 at the Marmont. | left the door unlocked, in case you came
there... What'sthat? Y ou're a the Marmont now?... Good! Then you can leave the report right away...
I'll get it in about an hour..."

Clyde hung up, stepped from the booth and glanced toward Cardell's table. The spy saw his action;
gmiled as he watched Clyde go from the restaurant. Coming from his own booth, Cardell could scarcely
cover hisdation.

Cardell was sure that he had spotted two agents of The Shadow, who were doing double duty: covering
him and searching for James Oakbrook. Apparently, they had learned important facts concerning the
missing broker. Any time after the next ten minutes, those facts might be availablein areport that could
be found in Room 608 at the Marmont Hotdl. That report would be available, in an unlocked room, for
nearly an hour to come.

CARDELL hurried from the restaurant and boarded Moe's cab, which came aong in timely fashion.
Cardell took the precaution of looking at the hack-driver'slicense; saw that the name and photograph
were different from those in cabs that he had previoudy taken.

That was because Moe also took precautions. He put in new cards every time he dropped Cardell.

The spy ordered Moe to take him to the Marmont Hotel. Fifteen minutes|ater, they arrived there.
Cardell entered the hotdl.

Moe rounded the block, changed the license ingde his cab and came back. He nosed into the hack stand
just in back of awaiting cab. Moefigured that the other taxi might be gone by the time Cardell came out.
If it ill happened to be there and picked up Cardell, Moe could smply trall it.

When Cardell entered an elevator in the hotel, he experienced a sudden attack of jitters. The car did not
start at once; the operator held it to take aboard a belated passenger; then waited for afew others. Each
timethat that door joggled and halted, Cardell became impatient. Hislipstwitched; hishard face paled.
Cardell shifted as other passengers glanced curioudy toward him.

The delay had sapped the spy's nerve.

Carddll recalled how effectively he had been covered at the restaurant. He knew that The Shadow was
on histrail. He had two duties: one, to learn facts concerning Oakbrook; the other, to lure The Shadow
to Zenjoras new lair. Cardell began to wish that he had forgotten thefirst job and concentrated only on



the second.

The door of the elevator clanged shut. The operator called for floors. Cardell spoke nervoudy when he
uttered "Six." He fancied that severa passengers noted him. Any of these might be other watchers,
posted by The Shadow. Cardell felt a sudden doubt of Zenjora's assurance that The Shadow would
adopt a hands off palicy.

Cardell remembered Marinez and Lakiki. Zenjorahad expressed no grest regret for the deaths of his
lieutenant and the Jibaro. To Zenjora, one henchman more or less was amatter of but little consequence.
Infact, Zenjorawas so proud of hisown prowess that he had often made it evident that he could replace
any onewho served him. In Santander, Cardell had seen Zenjora shoot down some of his most vauable
men when they disobeyed minor orders.

When the door opened at the sixth floor, Cardell stepped off in hating fashion. He quivered like avictim
going to asacrifice. It was not until hefdt sure that he stood unwatched that Cardell ralied. Looking
along the corridor, he saw aturn that led to Room 608.

Cardell snesked to the short passage. He noticed that it was unlighted. Dusk had settled; the entire
corridor was gloomy. That gave Cardell mingled sensations of doubt and assurance. At last, Cardell
steeled himsalf, moved to the door of 608 and opened it.

A floor lamp wasilluminated; by its glow, Cardell saw an envelope that lay upon awriting desk. The
envelope was unsealed.

L eaving the door open, Cardell drew agun and edged acrossthe room. His nerves were at high pitch; he
did not dareto let hisfinger touch the hair-trigger of hisrevolver, for fear the gun would go off. He
reached the desk, rested one shaky hand beside the envelope.

One moment more, Cardell would have taken the bait. But before he could steady his hand, he heard a
sound from somewhere in the outside corridor. It was the closing of adoor.

HAD Cardell waited and reasoned, he would have picked the true source of that sound. Some hotel
guest had smply stepped from his room and closed the door behind him.

Cardéll, however, no longer possessed a sense of reason. He sprang away from the writing desk asif it
had been electrified. He darted out into the short passage.

There he hdted, crouching with hisgun. He heard the clang of an elevator door; it was smply taking the
guest on board. Again, Carddll's strained senses deceived him. He fancied that the elevator had let off
men who had come hereto trgp him. Completely victimized by his own imagination, Cardell shrank back.
Hisrevolver nearly wobbled from his hand.

Two minutes passed. Cardell regained some of his spent nerve. He looked back to 608; made an effort
to return to the room, then changed his mind. Instead, he crept toward to main corridor; gasped his relief
when he saw that it was deserted.

Carddll spied the dia above an eevator, noted that a car was descending from the tenth floor. Seized
with a sudden phobia, he shoved hisgun into his pocket and made a balt for the evators. Wildly, he
pressed the button in time to hat the descending car.

The devator stopped. Cardell entered it. The door clanged shut. That sound carried through the sixth
floor. It caused an action across the hall from Room 608. Another door opened; a cloaked figure
stepped into the gloom of the passage. The Shadow, listening in another room, had sensed Carddll's



flight.

The Shadow's first move was to enter 608. There, he picked up the unseded envelope. He carefully
drew apaper from it; there was adight resistance to The Shadow's pull. He had affixed the paper in the
envelope with atiny dab of gum.

The paper was smply asmall sheet that had Oakbrook's want-ad pasted to it. A ring was drawn in blue
pencil around the name of Thomas Rustwick; below was the written notation.:

Thisis James Oakbrook. Wait for arepeat ad tomorrow.

For some strange reason of his own, The Shadow had desired that thisinformation should reach Emilio
Zenjora. That was why The Shadow had played hide-and-seek with Cardell. The Shadow, through
some deductive process had foreseen that Oakbrook would soon advertise his whereabouts. As soon as
he had seen the ad in the Sphere, The Shadow had changed tactics with Cardell.

The Shadow had made the spy'stask an easy one. He had planned that Cardell should gain the message
and rgoin Zenjora. The Shadow would then have had no need to follow Carddll, for he could have
avoided atrip to Zenjoras headquarters. The smple course would have been to go to Oakbrook's new
abode, to await Zenjoras eventua arival.

Carddl's sudden fright had changed al that. The bait might not work again. The Shadow's only
aternative wasto find Zenjora as soon as possible; that meant that he must take up Carddl'strail.

THE SHADOW picked up the telephone and called Burbank. He received an immediate report - one
that proved the efficiency of his agents. Moe had picked up Cardell as afare outside the hotel. Cardell
had told the taxi driver to take him to aWest Side garage. It was obviousthat Cardell was going to
obtain acar of hisown.

Moe had scrawled thisinformation on adlip of paper, unnoticed by Cardell. He had flicked the paper,
wadded, from the cab window. Hawkeye, who was douched near by, had snagged the paper and
phoned the news to Burbank.

The Shadow knew that Moe would dawdle on the trip to the garage, choosing streets where traffic was
heavy and delay unavoidable. Camly, The Shadow replaced the baited envelope that Cardell had failed
to take. Doffing his cloak and hat, he placed them over hisarm, so that they appeared as ordinary
garments.

With that, The Shadow strolled from the room. He was on hisway to gain hisown car, that same speedy
roadster that he had used before. He had time to reach the garage before Carddll arrived there. Darkness
had amost settled; The Shadow would find it easy to pick up Carddl'strail when the man started out in
hisown car.

Tonight'strail wasto prove easier than The Shadow supposed. Carddl's actud fright had lulled him;
prevented The Shadow from divining the red truth behind the spy's hasty action. Cardell's quick flight
foreboded trouble that The Shadow did not foresee.

The Shadow was faring to a spot where the odds would be hopelessy against him. He was heading
graight for aninvisible trap that Zenjora's headhunters had prepared. Tonight, The Shadow wasto find
new evidence of Jibaro cunning.

Changed trails had swung the game in Zenjorasfavor.



CHAPTER XVI. THE DOUBLE TRAP

DARKNESS lay thick amid the Jersey hillswhen a coupe stopped near the end of an old abandoned
road. The driver turned off theignition switch; he lighted a match with shaky hand and applieditto a
cigarette. The glowing flame showed the strained face of Cardell.

Zenjoras spy had reached the spot where he must begin atrail on foot; but he was not satisfied that his
work was done. Thistime, it was doubt that made Cardell nervous. All dong the route, Cardell had
watched the mirror for signs of afollowing car. At times, he had believed that he had spotted one; but he
was not sure.

The Shadow had again used the trick of following by the headlights of the car ahead. At this precise
moment, he was stowing his smooth-motored roadster in a place well off the road. The Shadow had
picked awinding path that led to lower ground beside awide stream. He was bringing his car dmaost on
alinewith Carddl's, without the fellow's knowledge.

Cardell finished his cigarette. Extinguishing it, he stepped from the coupe. He started along a path that led
upward, then turned and led back toward the creek, but on ahigher level. After ahundred yards, Cardell

stopped.

The spy grunted atroubled laugh. He realized that he stood a good chance of putting himsdf in Zenjoras
bad graces. Cardell did not intend to mention the episode at the Marmont Hotel. He knew that Zenjora
would show no mercy to an underling who had turned yelow in apinch. Nevertheless, the knowledge of
hisfailure rested heavily upon him. To cover it, Cardell had hoped to bring The Shadow here. He began
to fedl that he had not succeeded.

Inspired by afailing hope that The Shadow might possibly have followed, Cardell stopped to light
another cigarette. He let the tiny cod glow in the darkness; then strolled dowly ahead, flourishing the
cigarette as he went. A hit farther on, Carddl| used aflashlight, blinking it at intervals.

These beacons served better than Cardell had supposed. Eyes had spotted them from the path. The
Shadow had seen opportunity to closethetrail. Coming speedily, but silently, the cloaked follower
moved within a dozen paces of Cardell. The Shadow expected trouble. The closer he cametoit, the
better, under circumstances such asthese.

Cardd| had nearly reached the cabins when hisfeet crunched underbrush that lay upon the path. Cardell
remembered this spot. Previoudy, it had marked a hollow cut by heavy rains; wide boards had been laid
across the space. Those boards were gone.

Though the path seemed solid, Cardell guessed what lay beneath. He was treading upon the weaved
matting spun by the Jibaros. Thin poleslay beneath the weave; underbrush had been gathered and spread
above.

Just as Cardell reached the far side of this stretch, he detected motion beside him. The Jbaros were
crouched in darkness. Theingtant that Cardell passed, they reached down to cut thongs that held the
polesin place. They were preparing the trap for Carddl'sfollower. Their purpose wasto have the
matting loose, S0 that an arriva would tumble the moment that he struck it.

Therewas one flaw to the plan. Neither Zenjoranor his cunning headhunters had supposed that The
Shadow would be so close upon Cardell'strail.

The Shadow's foot struck the underbrush before Cardell was fully past it. One step moretold The
Shadow that he was upon treacherous footing. His keen ears caught sounds ahead; as he took along



stride, hefelt aquiver beneath him. Lunging, The Shadow gave along spring forward. He wastoo late.

UNDERBRUSH crackled; the matting dropped as poles were loosened. The Shadow's plunge went
short; his hands failed to reach the farther bank. There was a crash as debris plunged into an eight-foot
gully; twisting downward. The Shadow was swallowed into the pit.

Onefactor alone had favored The Shadow. Hisleap had carried him almost to the far sde of the gully.
As he sprawled, he was gill spinning forward. His shoulder struck the far side of the pit. Hisfal was
broken as he dipped down to the bottom.

Something scraped The Shadow's back. Lying prone, he probed in darkness. He learned instantly that he
had escaped death by hair-breadth. The object againgt his back was a stout pole, driven deep into the
bottom of the pit. The Shadow's gloved hand found the upper end of the pole. It had been whittled to a
sharp point.

Reaching farther, The Shadow found another wooden spike. He redlized that the pit wasfull of them.
Any ordinary plunge would have impaed its victim upon one or more of these spearlike prongs. Chances
werethat al of them were dyed with Jibaro poison.

Though The Shadow's spring had not carried him beyond the trap, it had at least saved him from desth. It
gave him achance for battle; and The Shadow expected such strife soon. Already, he could hear eated
shouts from back aong the path by which he had come.

Zenjoras outlaws had heard the crash. They were coming in from the woods to view the pit. Hashlights
began to glimmer. The Shadow could see them through the remnants of the underbrush.

The pit would be a degath trap of anew sort when those enemies arrived. Though The Shadow might thin
them with bullets, they would gain the fina victory if he remained in the cramped space where he had
falen. The Shadow's only course wasto climb from the pit, on the side toward the cabins.

With an upward lunge, The Shadow gripped the claylike bank, clawed hisway to the top. Each dip of
his hands offered disagter, for abackward fal would impale him on aspike. Lights were coming closer
every second; any delay would mean death from outlaw guns. The Shadow had eight feet to go. He
madeit by superhuman effort.

Each time one hand dipped, the other was quick to grip ahigher spot. Before hisbody did dowly back
toitsformer level, The Shadow gained atemporary grip that pulled him closer to the solid ground above.
One hand came over the brink, caught atwisted tree root. The other hand joined it; The Shadow hoisted
his body into the clear by virtue of one tremendous pull.

AS The Shadow rolled upon solid turf, lights burned downward from the other side of the trap. Outlaws
gave fierce snarls when they saw vacancy. One spied the muddy stretch of bank where The Shadow had
clawed hisway to freedom. The rogue turned hisflashlight to the far edge of the pit.

The glarewasjust in time to show The Shadow coming to hisfeet. The outlaw shouted; the others swung
their guns, but did not fire. The Shadow had scrambled away to farther darkness. Wildly, Zenjoras
henchmen began to circle the pit, hopeful that thistime they could surround The Shadow and down him
with thelr guns.

Ordinarily, The Shadow would have stopped to meet them; but he knew that another menace existed in
the darkness. The Jibaros were on his side of the pit. If any one of the three should gain achanceto fling
apoisoned dart, The Shadow's doom would be assured. What The Shadow needed was atemporary
stronghold. He came upon one in the darkness.



The Shadow had found a cabin, with door and windows closed. He was beside the door; as he listened,
he could hear the creep of Jibaro headsmen, plain despite the more distant shouts of outlaws. Gunin one
hand, The Shadow gripped the knob of the cabin door with the other. The door loosened; The Shadow

flung it inward and dived withiit.

Ingtantly, he wasin the glare of lanterns. Thetight door, the shuttered windows had hidden the glow. Y et
the light did not deter The Shadow. He whipped the door shut behind him. He wheeled to face any
foemen who might be within. As he swung, The Shadow saw aman seated at atable. He covered the
fdlow ingtantly; then eyed hisfoeman.

The man at the table was Zenjora. Eyes glaring, a distorted smile upon the lips that showed from his
heavy beard, the supercrook was gloating at The Shadow's arrival. Zenjoras arms were folded. Hisugly
gaze expressed no fear.

Aningant later, The Shadow learned the reason for Zenjora's composure.

Windows swung wide on ether side; the door whipped inward. The Shadow saw apish facesto left and
right; he knew that another stood behind him. Each was ready with a poisoned bamboo javelin. Degath
threatened The Shadow from three directions. Zenjora had not trusted to the Jibaro pit done. He had
prepared this second trap.

IN order to give the head-huntersfull opportunity to gain their posts, Zenjora had stationed himsdlf within
the cabin. Hisruse had worked well. The Shadow, entering, had |ooked for an occupant; hence had
concentrated on Zenjora. Timed to perfection, the headhunters had arrived to back their master.

Another move was due, according to Zenjoras calculations. Ever crafty, he had remained unarmed. His
guesswas that The Shadow would swing in futile attempt to shoot down the Jibaros. Zenjoradid not
expect himto clip asingle one of them; for the head-hunters were set to dodge from the windows as they
launched their javelins

Thistime, Zenjorawaswrong.

The Shadow's firgt actions had been logicd; for every one had offered him some advantage. Sighting the
Jbaros, The Shadow saw a hopeless situation. Had he swung about, or made a single mistaken shift,
death would have struck upon the instant.

Instead, The Shadow took advantage of the only flaw in Zenjoras snare. Finger upon the trigger of his
45, he held steady aim toward Zenjora. To give it emphasis, he moved forward to the table; faced the
bearded crook almost eyeto eye.

The Shadow had not allowed afraction of time for Zenjorato spring away while head-hunters made their
thrusts. The moment that a bamboo javelin winged the air, he could pull histrigger. If desth should be
The Shadow's, Zenjorawould shareit.

The Shadow had produced astalemate. Zenjoraknew it; he babbled frantically in high-pitched diaect.
The Shadow recognized that he was calling to his head-hunters, telling them to retrain their wegpons.

To The Shadow, however, Zenjorasnarled in English:
"Kill me, youwill dig"

The Shadow's answer was asnister laugh that crept through the pine walls of the cabin. The game
worked either way. The Shadow's mockery told that he had no fear of death; that Zenjora's dilemma
was the same as hisown.



Nevertheless, The Shadow foresaw that he might lose his equd status. Though the Jibaros stood
motionless, there were others: those outlaws whom The Shadow had escaped. They were cregping
toward the cabin. At any time, they might poke gun muzzles through knot holesin the pine boards. If
rifles crackled from the hands of sharpshooters, their bullets could kill with speed.

There was one way to end this changing situation that could become worse for The Shadow. That wasto
give Zenjoraareason to cal off his hounds of death. Camly, The Shadow spoke unexpected words.

"My degth," pronounced The Shadow to Zenjora, "will mean yours. My death would end your schemes.
| hold factsthat you can never learn. |, done, can tell you where James Oakbrook may be found.”

A sudden glint cameto Zenjora's eyes,; his optics glittered below the beads of perspiration that had
formed upon his bulky forehead. Zenjora snapped up The Shadow's proposition.

"Your lifefor mine" he bargained. "Y our freedom, later, when you have told me where Oakbrook isl"
"Agreed," announced The Shadow. "Order your men to lower their weagpons.”

ZENJORA hesitated; then leered in confident fashion. His men were too numerous for The Shadow, with
this cabin atrap instead of a stronghold. Zenjora delivered two orders, the firgt to the Jbaros, the second
to the outside outlaws.

The Shadow stepped back from the table, placed his automatic benegath his cloak. Instantly, Zenjora
whipped out arevolver to cover him. While Jibaros stood at the windows, outlaws surged through the
door; they surrounded The Shadow and disarmed him.

Zenjoraordered them to tie the prisoner hand and foot. The brigands obeyed, using lengths of ropes and
leather thongs. They sprawled The Shadow in acorner, thrusting him there with kicks and jeers.

Zenjoraordered his motley crew outside. Standing above The Shadow, he wasjoined by two men:
Bandrillo and Carddll. With these witnesses present, Zenjora snarled his ultimatum.

"l have dlowed you to live," he sneered to The Shadow. "Y ou shall have freedom after my plansare
complete. Tell mewhere Oakbrook is. That will complete our bargain.”

"Our bargain is complete,” responded The Shadow, calmly. "We are both dive. Asfor freedom, | no
longer request it. Find Oakbrook for yoursdlf.”

Zenjorascowled. He redlized what The Shadow had gained. Desth was no longer awespon for Zenjora,
until he had learned the facts he needed. Torture was the one instrument that the crook could use.

"Y ou think that you will not speak?' purred Zenjora. "Ah, we shdl learn that for oursalves. Y ou have not
yet tasted the medicine that Emilio Zenjoracan give. It may take hours, days perhaps, but you will speak
before | havefinished!”

Cardell saw a sudden chanceto hold his chief'sfavor. In concise fashion, the spy began to tell of the
episode at the Marmont Hotel. He softened the story, to make it appear that danger had been too great
to enter the hotel room. At first, Zenjora showed an outburst of anger.

"You faled!" hesnarled. "You foal! Y ou know the fate of those who fail me!"

"Let mereturn,” pleaded Cardell. "1 brought The Shadow here, as you wanted. He is your prisoner; the
way issafe. The message may ill bewherel saw it.”



Zenjorastroked his beard; his eyes glistened approva as he nodded.

"Go, Cardell," he ordered. "After you have searched for the message, call by telephoneto the little store
two milesfrom here. Bandrillo will be waiting there to receive your message.”

Cardd| strode from the cabin. Zenjora's eyes gleamed triumph. Beckoning to Bandrillo, Zenjoradrew
the lieutenant to the table; there, the two sat down to discuss future deeds.

Men of crime had reached their zenith. With The Shadow a prisoner, success seemed certain to Emilio
Zenjora.

CHAPTER XVII.JIBARO TORTURE

IN the minute that followed Cardell's departure, The Shadow summed the present circumstances and
found that they offered little. The Shadow had gained respite from death; but he knew that the interval
would not be long.

When he bluffed Zenjora, The Shadow had hoped that a period of imprisonment would give him
opportunity to work out an escape. He had been willing to take doses of Zenjorastortures, if they came
as part of acampaign for freedom.

Carddll, however, had crossed The Shadow's plans. The spy had taken a chance that The Shadow had
expected him to avoid. Zenjora, in turn, had curbed hiswrath, and had agreed to let Cardell return to his
former misson.

In aout one hour, Cardell would be back in Manhattan. He would find the room at the Marmont exactly
as The Shadow had left it. Soon after that, Bandrillo would receive the telephoned message, Sating the
news concerning James Oakbrook. Once that word was brought to Zenjora, the crook could pronounce
doom for The Shadow.

Looking ahead, The Shadow considered the vital hour that till remained to him. No minutes could be
wasted. The only course wasto force achangein present circumstances.

Hdf risng in his corner, The Shadow began to struggle againgt his bonds. His hands were securely tied
behind him. It would take along time to loosen them. Nevertheless, The Shadow used greet effort,
twisting about until hisback was haf toward Zenjoraand Bandrillo. The two hdted their conferenceto
watch the motions of The Shadow'swrists.

While he fought againgt the rigid bonds that held his hands, The Shadow used his ankles also; but the
watchers scarcely noticed that fact. The Shadow had deliberately attracted their attention to hiswrists.
He had areason; he knew that he could free his feet sooner than he could his hands. Therefore, he
wanted to divert attention from hisankles.

When the outlaws had bound him, The Shadow had managed to cross hisfeet. By shifting hisankles,
bringing them side by side, he could gain dack at will. Ropes and thongs were il too tight to be dipped;
but steady pressure might eventudly loosen them.

Zenjoraand Bandrillo returned to their conference, satisfied that The Shadow's struggle were hopeless.
They had nothing to fear; for head-hunters were close a hand, ready for immediate call. Nevertheless,
the crooks could still hear The Shadow's struggle on the floor; and that fact caused Zenjorato deliver
occasiond glarestoward the corner.

At last, Zenjora stopped the conference with asnarl. He gesticulated impatiently to Bandrillo.



"Bah!" exclamed Zenjora. "We wagtetime talking! What good are plans until we know where we must
go? When we hear from Cardell, then we can make plans.”

There was a pause, while Zenjora eyed The Shadow, who had temporarily ceased his struggles. Sight of
The Shadow made Zenjora express new thoughts.

"What if Cardell finds nothing?" he demanded, savagely, with agesture to Bandrillo. "What shal we do
then?'

Bandrillo made no answer. Zenjorareplied for himsdlf.

"We must torture him," the supercrook declared, pointing to The Shadow. "We must make him spesk as
soon as possible. Perhaps' - Zenjorasmiled with relish as The Shadow began anew struggle againgt the
bonds - "ah, perhaps it would be good to start the torture now."

RISING, Zenjorawalked to The Shadow's corner, glared down at the huddled prisoner. The Shadow's
eyes met Zenjords, they showed a blazing chalenge that brought a snarl from the crook.

"Y ou ask for torture, eh?" queried Zenjora, angrily. "Very good. Y ou shdl haveit!"

Whedling to Bandrillo, Zenjora gave an order. He told the lieutenant to go outside and summon four
outlaws. As Bandrillo started, Zenjora added:

"Send the men here. Then go to the little store and wait to hear from Cardell.”

Two minutes after Bandrillo had gone, four ruffians entered the cabin. Zenjora ordered themto carry The
Shadow, while heled the way. Asthe banditti hoisted their living burden, Zenjoracalled an order from
the doorway. Histhree head-hunters scrambled from their posts, joined their evil chief and followed him.

Zenjoraled the way to the glade, where other outlaws sat about their camp fire. The throng arose with
ugly murmurs asthey saw four of their fellows bringing The Shadow on their shoulders. Zenjora
beckoned; dl followed.

Zenjorastrode to the brink of the ravine. There, he turned about; his face glowed with demonish malice;
the light from the camp fire gave that bearded visage a satanic ruddiness.

The four men dropped The Shadow at Zenjora's feet. Prone and motionless, on the very edge of the
gorge, The Shadow could hear aroar from far beneath, where the wide stream surged through the gap
between the dopes.

The Shadow had ceased his struggles with the bonds. Given a dozen minutes more, he could have
loosened those about his ankles. Zenjora had unwittingly blocked that move. At present, new struggles
would be more than futile. They would lead the outlaws to tighten the bonds more fully.

Camly, The Shadow watched Zenjora. He knew that the supercrook must have picked this spot for
some definite reason; one that undoubtedly included torture. Zenjoras eyes saw The Shadow's gaze, the
crook's ruddy lipsformed adevilish leer.

Like ashowman upon a platform, Zenjorasummoned his Jbaros. He pointed to astout sapling that was
rooted on the very edge of the gorge. With chattered response, the head-hunters started up the tree like
monkeys.

Asthefirst Jbaro neared the top, the dender tree wavered. Asit swung toward Zenjora, another Jibaro
scrambled beside the first. The sapling bent down toward the high ground; the third Jbaro added his



weight to the top branches. In one mass, the head-hunters carried the dender treetop to the ground; they
held the doubled sapling in its new position.

Another gesture from Zenjora; apair of husky outlaws stepped up and held the bent tree where it was.
Zenjora pointed to a second sapling, only a dozen feet from the first. The Jibaros repeated their process,
brought the second treetop downward. Again, apair of outlawstook over the task of holding it.

ZENJORA had evidently tested this device beforehand; for other preparations had been completed
earlier. Stooping to a spot beside The Shadow, Zenjora pushed away asmal pile of brush. The action
showed heavy timbers sunk deep in the ground, and weighted by huge stones. From the logs projected
the ends of amassive leather strap.

The Jibaros knew what was due; for thiswas one of their own jungle tortures. Without aword from
Zenjora, they dragged The Shadow to the sunken timbers. They pushed a strap end between The
Shadow's ankles, over the bonds that held them. Zenjora, himsdlf, buckled the strap; saw that it was
firm.

Shoving The Shadow to a seated position, the Jibaros cut the bonds that held hiswrists. Instantly,
Quinqual seized one of The Shadow's arms, while Incos grabbed the other. They raised The Shadow's
hands above his head. Miguon tightened aleather thong around one of The Shadow's wrists; then bound
the other wrist with the same cord, leaving astretch of stout leather between.

One such bond was not enough. Miquon added more, with Quinqual and Incos helping him; for they no
longer needed to hold The Shadow's arms. They nodded to Zenjora; babbled harsh words of glee.

Outlaws maneuvered the tops of the bent saplings between The Shadow's upheld arms. Gradually, they
released the pressure. The trees, stiffening upward, drew The Shadow upright. He was Stretched like a
rod that restrains the action of a powerful spring. The outlaws still held the bent treesto relieve the train.

Zenjorafaced The Shadow, whose back was toward the edge of the ravine. With his head-hunters
clustered beside him, Zenjora described the torture that was to come.

"l have seen thisinthe jungle," hetold The Shadow. "Once my men have taken away their weight, your
body will bear the strain of four. Perhapsfor awhile, you will have the srength to resist it. Oncethat is
ended, you will learn how horrible death can be.

"Perhaps an easier death will suit you better. | can promise you less pain. Speak, while the time still
offers. Tdl mewherel shdl find James Oakbrook. | shall give you until Bandrillo returns; no longer."

Outlaws were weakening; The Shadow could dready fed the tug of the pulling saplings. The train
reached hisfeet; hefelt aquiver of the cordsthat bound his ankles. The Shadow's reply to Zenjorawas a
low-toned laugh, that brought shuddering echoes from the glade.

"Y ou have chosen!" Zenjoraspat the words. Then, to the outlaws: "Away! Release! Let him have his
choicel"

HANDS dropped from the trunks of the saplings. The bent trees wavered, as though eager to launch
themsdvesin upward spring. The Shadow's tightened muscles held them. He could fed the strain from
finger tipsto toes.

Zenjora, glaring, expected to see The Shadow weaken within aminute. Instead, The Shadow remained
asfirmasarod of sted. Thongs stretched between hiswrists; the strap bulged between hisankles. His
feet were off the ground; but he met the ordea with tightened muscles that would not yield aninch.



There was another quiver of bondsthat held The Shadow's ankles. Musclestaut, he shifted hisfeet. The
Shadow's hidden lips were grim beneeth the folds of his upturned cloak. The Shadow saw acoming
result, due within the next two minutes. He was prepared to stand the strain until then.

One minute passed. There was a shout from the glade. Zenjoraturned; he saw Bandrillo. In didect, the
lieutenant shouted news.

"Carddll cdled me!" cried Bandrillo. "He has found the message! He knows where Oakbrook igl"

With abasso chuckle, Zenjoraturned to his head-hunters; then pointed to The Shadow. From their
jackets, the Jibaros drew their poison-tipped javelins. Zenjorawas ready to cut short The Shadow's
torture; to let the Jbaros have the privilege of delivering their favorite deeth.

The Shadow's time was shortened. He could no longer rely upon the increasing strain to accomplish the
result he wanted. Bonds were quivering anew at his ankles; with amighty effort, The Shadow tightened
every muscle, gave hisfeet alast fierce twidt.

Stretched thongs responded at The Shadow's feet. His heels came upward; they ripped loose from the
shoes that encased them. Asthe Jbaros swung their armsto drive their poisoned shafts, therewasa
sudden crackle from the saplings.

Like aflash, the trees whipped upward, carrying The Shadow with them. Hisfeet freed, tenson was
gone; he was snapped from the path of the Jibaro weapons with skyrocket speed. Bamboo shafts
whirred through vacant space.

The Shadow's swift ride continued. Saplings had lashed to afifteen-foot height. The Shadow's wrists
were loose across ther tops. The momentum carried him adozen feet higher; whirled him likeamissile
from acatapult, far off through the darkness.

THE SHADOW was gone from thefirelight at a speed that no eye could follow. Zenjorastood
astounded, his henchmen riveted beside him. They saw yellow saplings that wavered back and forth, asif
pleased with the duty that they had performed. Beyond that was only blackness.

Then, from far below, came adull splash amid the roar of waters. Zenjora spat an order. Outlaws |leaped
to the brink, flashed powerful lights upon the surging stream at the bottom of the gorge. Some thought
they saw The Shadow among water-swept rocks and blackened whirlpools.

Revolvers barked; rifles crackled. The whole gorge echoed with the wild barrage. Outlaws fired until
their guns were emptied. When the volleys died, Zenjoraturned to Bandrillo.

"Perhaps The Shadow 4ill lives," sneered Zenjora, "but it is doubtful. He may be crippled on the rocks
below; if s0, hewill diethere! Those shots were needed; but they have probably aroused the
countryside. These hills are not the mountains of Santander. We can no longer stay here.”

Bandrillo nodded his accord. The lieutenant called the outlaws, told them to prepare for immediate
departure. Zenjora gave the same order to the Jibaros. As henchmen hurried away, Zenjora asked
Bandrillo:

"What of Oakbrook? Whereishe?'
Bandrillo stated the location of the Catskill lodge. Zenjorasmiled.

"A few hourswill bring usthere," he declared. "Once we have dedt with Oakbrook, our main task will
be finished. Come, Bandrillo, let us speed upon thismission.”



Emilio Zenjorano longer expected obstaclesin his path. The bearded rogue was confident that he had
successfully digposed of his greatest enemy, The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVIII. OAKBROOK'SVISITORS

AT the very hour when Zenjorawas planning hasty departure from the New Jersey hill region, Alvarez
Rentone and Lynn Jefford were in their gpartment, studying a copy of the evening Sphere. Harry Vincent
had |eft the newspaper with them, a short while before.

"Oakbrook understands matters,”" declared Alvarez. "The advertissment is proof of it. | think, Lynn, that
he wantsto see me."

"You will know that for sure," reminded Lynn, "if he repesats the advertisement tomorrow."

"I would liketo visit Oakbrook anyway," asserted Alvarez. "We know nothing of The Shadow's plans.
Even Vincent isin doubt concerning them. Y our car has been returned to your garage, so Vincent told
us. Let usget it and go to see Oakbrook."

"We promised to stay here, Alvarez."

Recalling his promise, Alvarez became sheepish. He had made the pledge to Harry Vincent, that he
would not visit Oakbrook until he was sure that the broker wanted to see him. Alvarez was aman who
never broke hisword. He pondered upon the hopel essness of visiting Oakbrook; then, suddenly, a
thought struck him.

Picking up the telephone, Alvarez called the evening Sphere. Lynn, puzzled, heard hisfriend inquire:

"Want-ad section?... Could you tell me about an advertisement placed by Thomas Rustwick?... Yes, |
have misplaced my copy of your newspaper... But if it will appear tomorrow, | can buy an early edition...
Ah! You say the ad islisted to be repeated?. .. Thank you."

Alvarez turned triumphantly to Lynn.

"That settlesit,” he declared. "We know that Oakbrook wantsto see us. To befair to Vincent, we will
cal him and let him know what we have learned. We can go, if he offers no objection.”

Lynn nodded his agreement. He put in acal to the Metrolite Hotel; found that Harry was not in his hotel
room. As hefinished the call, he saw Alvarez donning hat and coat. Lynn tried new argument. It was
useless. Alvarez maintained that there had been no objection from Harry. At last, Lynn yielded.

"All right," he decided. "WEell leave anote, though, for Vincent. | know the region around Mercer. It's
straight north and we can make a speedy trip. After all, werre within the terms of our agreement.”

THE two started immediately. Fifteen minutes after their departure, the silence of the gpartment was
broken by the ringing of the telephone bell. That sound ended; another quarter hour passed. A key
rattled in the door; it opened and Harry Vincent entered the gpartment.

Returning to hishotd, Harry had learned of acall, with no name mentioned. He had supposed it was
from Lynn and Alvarez. He had cdlled the gpartment; had made a quick trip here when he gained no
answer.

Harry found anote that Lynn had I€ft. It told what had happened. Harry called Burbank over the
gpartment telephone. After reporting, he waited for areturn call with ingtructions. Twenty minutes
passed; the delay was serious. It meant that Burbank had not made contact with The Shadow.



When the telephonefinally rang, Harry answered quickly. He heard Burbank's voice; the contact man
was talking to someone e se. That was not unusua; Burbank had several telephonesin the contact room.
Listening, Harry found that Burbank was talking to Miles Crofton, an agent of The Shadow'swho had
recently arrived in New Y ork, flying an autogiro that belonged to The Shadow.

"Emergency fidd at White Hill..." Harry could hear Burbank giving ingtructionsto Crofton. "Forty miles
due north from Newark... Make landing... Await contact...”

Burbank switched telephones to give Harry brief ingtructions. Harry wasto wait for Cliff Mardand
outside the apartment. Cliff was one of The Shadow's agents who aways came on duty when heavy
action loomed. Harry guessed that there might be othersin the car with Cliff; probably Hawkeye,
perhaps Clyde Burke.

APPROXIMATELY fifty minutes had passed since Lynn and Alvarez had |eft the apartment. They had
made good speed from New Y ork. Miles north of Manhattan, Lynn's coupe was hitting a steady seventy
aong the smooth concrete of a perfect highway.

The car approached a crossroad. Lynn dackened speed and turned to the left. They followed arougher
road, near alake. Lynn saw adirt road to the right and decided that it must lead to Oakbrook's lodge.
Taking theroad, he and Alvarez came to asmal stone house, just inside agate. The building looked like
aminiature fortress.,

A wicket opened in the house door. A gruff voiceinquired:
"Who'sthere?"

Alvarez replied, giving his name. He stated that he had brought afriend named Lynn Jefford; that they
wished to see James Oakbrook. The wicket closed. The gatekeeper was making atelephone call to the
lodge. Two minutes later, the gate swung open mechanicaly. Lynn drove through and followed a
driveway.

Window lights showed the lodge. Lynn parked the coupe; he and Alvarez alighted. They noted some
darkened windows indicating that armed men were on guard. They stepped into aglow that camefrom a
light above the front door. Eyes must have approved them, for the door swung inward.

Stepping into ahuge living room, they were greeted by aman who stood with outstretched hand. His
gppearance was striking, for hewas entirely in gray. Hishair, his eyes were of the same color ashis
clothes. Lynn saw Alvarez return the smile of recognition that the gray man gave. Lynn knew that this
must be James Oakbrook.

Closing the door, Oakbrook conducted his visitors across the huge room that occupied the whole front
of thelodge. Lynn and Alvarez were amazed at the sumptuous furnishings. Rich rugs adorned the floor.
Chairs, tables and bookcases were of solid mahogany. Each rear corner showed a huge tapestry; the
hangings were works of Persan art, that made a perfect match.

The door by which the visitors had entered was & theright of the front wall, when viewed from the
interior. The spaceto the left of it had ahuge window. Each sdewall had awindow aso. There were
two doorways at the back of the room. Each marked a passage to another portion of the lodge and both
doorwayswere heavily curtained.

Between the doorswas alarge desk; behind it, in the wall, afair-sized safe. This equipment showed that
Oakbrook handled some of his brokerage business at the lodge.



OAKBROOK sat down behind the desk; Alvarez and Lynn faced him acrosstheflat top. The broker
smiled as he motioned to some newspapers.

"I have not believed these reports about you," hetold Alvarez with asmile. "1 know that you are not a
public enemy. Tell me: Has Emilio Zenjorabeen responsiblefor al this?'

Alvarez nodded. He began his story, from thetime of hisfirst visit to Oakbrook. He told of Broggoletta's
death; of Estaban's | etter; of thetrap at the Kincaid estate. He described the rescue accomplished by The
Shadow and explained why The Shadow had believed it best for Alvarez to accept the burden of crime
until Zenjora could be trapped.

"The story amazes me," expressed Oakbrook, when Alvarez had finished. "It sounds fantastic, beyond
belief! | doubt that you could convince any one of itstruth, even with Jefford's supporting testimony. |
believe you, though, for you forewarned me of trouble. My advertisements in the Sphere are proof of my
confidence in you. | wanted to see you, to discuss matters. Y our story, however, has brought up some
important angles.”

Oakbrook leaned back in his chair. He began with abrief summary.

"You tdl methat Estaban isdead,” said the broker. "That makes you sole heir to your grandfather's
edtate. Though Zenjorathinks you dead, you are il dive."

That settled, Oakbrook put hisfirst question:
"Was Howard Dundee actudly afriend of your grandfather's?’

"| am posgitive that hewas," replied Alvarez. "His name must have been on the list of those who wereto
recaive gifts”

"And Zenjorahasthelist of other names?"

"Unquestionably! He killed Dundee because of Fendoza. The Shadow has made it unwise for Zenjorato
Seek others.™

"But what about this killer Broggoletta? Who was he?'
Alvarez had no answer to that question.

"He might have known Fendoza," he told Oakbrook, "but | doubt it. Zenjora, though, took him for a
messenger like Fendoza. In fact, Zenjora mentioned Broggol etta as such when Lynn and | were trapped
inthetreasure vault."

"That should settle the matter,” decided Oakbrook, "unless The Shadow holds to another theory."

"The Shadow smply asked what | knew about Broggol etta. The question came through Vincent. | gave
the theory that Broggoletta knew Fendoza."

Oakbrook nodded. His questions were ended. Raising one hand, he snapped hisfingers. There was an
immediate response to the gray man'ssignd. A trio of husky servants appeared from one of the curtained
doorways a the back of the big living room. All held revolvers.

"My bodyguards,” explained Oakbrook. "I have afourth man - the one at the gatehouse. | shall post
these men; they must be ready in case -"

He stopped short as the telephone rang. Answering the call, Oakbrook showed a sudden expression of



aarm. Hisrugged face tightened. He spoke into the telephone:
"Hold theline, Kdler."

A firm smile on hislips, Oakbrook announced to Alvarez and Lynn:
"We have another vigitor. Emilio Zenjorais a the gatehouse!”

TO both listeners, the statement was a dread one. Zenjora's unexpected arriva could mean doom. It told
that the supercrook had located Oakbrook. The gray man, however, showed but little concern.

"Kédler reportsthat Zenjoraisaone," he declared. "1 see his game, even though | did not believe that he
would arrive so soon. He believes that you are dead, Alvarez. Zenjora holds the promissory notes; he
will expect meto ddiver the million dollars. If | refuse, he will probably send to Santander for ingtructions
and will vist me again. At present, hewill not attack me."

Motioning to his three servants, Oakbrook told one to watch the back door of the lodge. He instructed
each of the others to move behind a curtained doorway; to remain there, guarding each passage. It was
plain that Oakbrook intended to admit Zenjora, to learn the crafty outlaw's game and trap him if
opportunity afforded.

Alvarez was impressed by Oakbrook's nerve; but he saw aflaw in the broker's game. Referring to
himsdf and Lynn, Alvarez blurted:

"But if Zenjorafindsushere-"

"He will not find you until the proper time. | have a place for each of you." Oakbrook pointed to the
corner tapestries. " Stand behind those. Wait; | have revolversfor you."

Reaching into the desk, Oakbrook produced two weapons of .32 caliber. Alvarez and Lynn cameto
their feet; each took a gun and started for a corner. Oakbrook spoke into the mouthpiece of the
telephone:

"Very wdl, Keler. Tdl Senor Zenjorathat he may drive through to the lodge."”

Rising from the desk, Oakbrook looked about with satisfaction. His three servants were stationed out of
gght. Lynn and Alvarez were behind the tapestries. A desk drawer was pulled haf open; withinitlay a
.38 for Oakbrook's own use.

"Beready," he spokefor Lynn and Alvarez to hear. " Come from the tapestrieswhen | raise my left hand
thus. Cover Zenjorawhen you appear. My servants aready have their instructions.”

With that, Oakbrook went to the front door and listened. He heard the purr of amotor coming along the
drive. The gray-clad man smiled his confidence. Lynn and Alvarez watched him from the edges of the

tapedtries.

So intent were al those in the room that they failed to notice something el se that happened. Therewasa
dight rustle at one of the curtained passages at the rear of the room. Soon afterward, there was
semblance of motion at the second passage.

Those occurrences were ominous, coming at the exact time of Emilio Zenjorasarrival. They signified that
trouble could have come to Oakbrook's bodyguards; first, to the man at the back door; afterward, to
each isolated servant who was stationed in a passage.



Therustle of curtainswere ended. Like tokens of death, they had appeared; then vanished. The
draperies were stilled when footsteps crunched outside the front door of the lodge. Unwitting of the
happenings within the lodgeitself, Oakbrook placed his hand upon the doorknob.

Camly, the gray-clad man opened to portal and stepped back from the threshold to extend ahand of
greeting to Emilio Zenjora.

CHAPTER XIX. THE CLAIM OF WEALTH

EMILIO ZENJORA had arrived aone. He was suave and friendly as he bowed from the doorway of
the lodge. On this occasion, the bearded bandit had masked his evil pose. He was the Emilio Zenjora
who had formerly been well received in the capitals of South America

Glare was gone from eyes of evil. Ruddy lipswere pleasant in their smile. Zenjora's hand faked sincerity
inits grip when he received Oakbrook's shake. Still bowing, the bearded visitor followed Oakbrook as
the broker conducted him to the desk.

When Oakbrook's back was turned, however, Zenjora's eyes showed an avaricious flash. The bearded
man had spied the safe behind the broker's desk. Zenjora guessed that the safe was the repository for the
million dollars that he had come here to acquire.

"I presume that you are from Santander," remarked Oakbrook, as he sat down and passed a box of
cigars across the desk. "In fact, Senor Zenjora, | have heard of you in the past.”

"Ah!" Zenjora shrugged his shoulders. "Any one may be heard of in Santander. | hope that you did not
believe dl that wastold you."

"l understood,” said Oakbrook, "that you belonged to afaction opposed to my former friend, Jose
Rentone."

"Ah, nol" Zenjora shook his head. "M uch was misunderstood. | was afriend to the late dictator; but it
was difficult for ether of usto sate that fact. Politics are serious business in Santander. It isnot wise
awaysfor friendsto appear too friendly."

"I understand,” nodded Oakbrook. " Perhaps, then, senor, you can tell me what has become of Alvarez
Rentone. | have expected word from him; but it has not come -"

"Y ou have read the newspapers?
Oakbrook hesitated; then answered: "Y es. But | was not ready to believe their reports.”

"Y ou should not believe them," declared Zenjora. "They tell of another man who has been
misunderstood. Alvarez Rentoneis not acrimina. The crimes of others have been placed upon him. But
he has been forced to leave this country. That iswhy | have come herein hisplace.

Oakbrook reigned surprise. Zenjorasmiled; reached into his pocket and produced the sheaf of
promissory notes. He spread them on the desk in front of Oakbrook.

"I have brought these," he declared. "Once you have given methe money, | shall carry it to Alvarez
Rentone. 1, alone, know where to reach him and his cousin Estaban.”

ZENJORA velled the ingdious sgnificance of hiswords. Oakbrook gave no sign that he suspected the
true meaning. Instead, he smply examined the promissory notes; turned about and pulled the door of the
sofe.



The door was unlocked; it swung wide. From the safe, Oakbrook produced the same box that he had
shown Alvarez in the Wall Street office. He tendered the wealth to Zenjora.

"These notes," declared Oakbrook, "are cancelled.” He tore them; tossed the piecesinto a wastebasket.
"The entire amount isthere, senor; al negotiable. | trust you to deliver it to its proper owners.”

Zenjoracompleted aquick counting of the funds. He arose; Oakbrook did the same. The broker waited
until Zenjoratucked the box under his arm and turned toward the door; then, with aquick move,
Oakbrook raised hisleft hand.

Tapestries swept aside. Lynn and Alvarez legped from their hiding places, with ready revolvers. At the
same instant, Oakbrook whipped his .38 from the desk drawer. He gave asharp call to Zenjora.

The bearded crook whedled. His eyes glared as he saw himsdlf within atriangle of guns. He gazed at the
men who held the wegpons. A dumfounded ook registered itself upon Zenjoras bearded visage.

For seconds, no one spoke. It was Zenjora himsalf who broke the silence. He let the money box fall to a
chair; dowly, heraised his hands above his head. Histone was an ugly purr that came from curling lips.

"So The Shadow rescued you," he said to Lynn and Alvarez. "That ishow he learned so much
concerning Oakbrook. Bah! The Shadow did not profit by hisinterference. Perhaps, my friends, you will
soonjoinhim!™

Stalidly, Alvarez reached for the money box. As he picked it up, Oakbrook spoke, telling him to place
the million dollars on the desk. Alvarez did so. Oakbrook gestured for him to again cover Zenjorawith
hisgun. Alvarez obeyed.

"Soitisyou," sneered Zenjora, facing Oakbrook, "who arranged thistrap! Y ou are afool, Oakbrook!
Y ou have lost one million dollars. Perhgps you and | could have made a bargain for that wedth."

A hard smile showed on Oakbrook's lips. The gray-haired man kept hisrevolver leveled straight toward
Zenjora.

"No bargain is necessary," declared Oakbrook, histone arasped one. "Stand where you are, Zenjora! |
have you covered! Asfor you, Alvarez, and your friend Jefford, | order you to make no move! Thetwo
of you are covered by the servants whom | placed behind the curtaing”

LYNN and Alvarez stared in surprise. Onelook at Oakbrook's face told them that he meant hiswords.
Oakbrook's glare was asfierce, asevil as Zenjoras.

"Why did | need to give up amillion dollars?' demanded Oakbrook. "Two men aone knew the secret of
itshiding place. Y ou were one, Alvarez; your cousin Estaban the other. The day | left New York, |
prepared to deal with both of you.

"To eiminate Estaban, | sent an anonymous cablegram to Santander, telling the authorities that they
would find him at San Luis. | learned tonight that the step was unnecessary. Zenjorahad aready seento
your cousin's deeth.

"For you, Alvarez, | prepared a death that fitted with Fendoza's; one that would further mystify the law,
by continuing the Italian angle that Zenjora had started. | hired an assassin to kill you with a stiletto
thrugt.”

Thetruth struck Alvarez before Oakbrook finished.



"Nick Broggolettal" Alvarez exclaimed. ™Y ou sent him to murder me a my hotel!”

Slowly, Oakbrook nodded. An appreciative chuckle came from the bearded lips of Zenjora. He admired
the craft that Oakbrook had shown. Oakbrook smiled at Zenjoras gpproval.

"No one guessed my part," sneered Oakbrook. "Not even the man you call The Shadow. But
Broggolettafailed to kill. That waswhy | brought you here, Alvarez. The newspaperstold that you were
wanted by thelaw. Very well. Thelaw will find you. Y ou will lie dead, herein thislodge. | and my
servantswill be congratulated for having disposed of apublic enemy.”

Lynn Jefford saw Alvarez stare, half dazed. To Lynn's brain came a sudden understanding; he redlized
why he and Alvarez had been told to remainin New Y ork.

The Shadow had divined the part played by Nick Broggoletta. The Shadow had seen that apaid
assassn must have come from some definite source. Only Oakbrook could have sent him; for - outside
of Zenjora- only Oakbrook knew that Alvarez was at the Clearview Hotdl.

Alvarez, by confiding in Oakbrook, had given the broker a chance to turn to crime. Oakbrook had
grasped it; and The Shadow had seen the answer. That was why The Shadow had wanted Alvarez to
take the burden of Zenjora's crimes, so that Oakbrook would fed confident enough to reved hisevil
hand.

Lynn saw more; he saw that Zenjoramust dso have come here through information that The Shadow
had enabled him to gain. The Shadow had planned a showdown, crook against crook. Zenjora, with the
promissory notes; Oakbrook, with the money that they represented. The Shadow wanted the two to
meet and battle while he arrived to pluck the spoils and restore them to Alvarez Rentone.

Dully, Lynn redlized how he and Alvarez had blundered. He stared toward Oakbrook; then looked at
Zenjora. A shiver suddenly seized Lynn as he saw ademoniaca smile appear upon Zenjoraslips.
Oakbrook was speaking; he was sedling Zenjora's doom; but the bearded crook was unconcerned.

"You, Alvarez," spoke Oakbrook, "and you, Jefford, can have one satisfaction. Y our guns are trained
upon Zenjora. When | give the word, you can proceed to riddle him with bullets. My own men will
daughter you, immediately afterward; but the joy of dedling with Zenjorawill lessen your own burden of
doom. | am ready with the order -"

A TERRIFIC clatter interrupted Oakbrook's statement. Three windows shattered smultaneoudy. In
from the dark sprang atrio of apish men; one from the front, two from the sdes. They were Zenjora's
Jibaro tribesmen.

They had passed Kéller, at the gate. Outside the windows, they had caught asignal from Zenjora. As
they smashed the glass and hurtled inward, their arms were raised to throwing positions. Each had a
feathered bamboo shaft; each had apotentia victim.

Quingua and Incos were prepared to strike down Alvarez and Lynn. Miquon, at the front window, was
driving hislimber arm toward Oakbrook. An instant later, three javelins would have winged the air; but
only one of those shafts was destined to take flight.

Timed with the crashing entry of the head-hunters, the curtain of a passage doorway was swept aside. A
gloved hand jabbed toward Quinqud ; a.45 boomed as afinger pressed the trigger. Swinging to the
opposite angle was another hand, that held a second automatic. It waited only as blazing eyesturned to
sght dong it. The second automatic flashed.



Quinqua sprawled to thefloor, hisjavdinin hisfist. Incostumbled as hisarm began its heave; hisfingers
loosened, the shaft fell from them. Ralling, the Jbaro lay across his poisoned weagpon.

Miqguon aone dispatched his dart. The shaft found its victim: Oakbrook. The broker took the point deep
in his shoulder; he staggered behind his desk. Miquon legped for the window; Alvarez and Lynn saw The
Shadow spring from the curtained passage. An automatic boomed its lethal message. Miquon tumbled,
headforemogt, through the window, dropped in hisfina dive for safety.

The Shadow had arrived to witness the meeting between Oakbrook and Zenjora. He had escaped from
the gorge; freed his chafed wrists and had reached his hidden car. He had called Burbank, to dispatch
Crofton with an autogiro from Newark Airport. In that ship, The Shadow had reached the landing field in
back of thelodge, ahead of Zenjorasarrival.

Coming to the lodge, he had overpowered Oakbrook's servants in silent fashion, one by one. He had
taken his place behind the curtain, ready to ddiver his own thrusts when the moment arrived.

ZENJORA saw The Shadow. The bearded crook went berserk. Springing from between Lynn and
Alvarez, he legped for the desk, vaulted it and fell upon Oakbrook's swaying form. Lynn and Alvarez
fired late and wild. They saw Zenjora grab Oakbrook's gun; seize the dying broker and swing him asa
shidd.

The move had been amazing in its swiftness. Already, Zenjorahad begun to stab wild shotstoward The
Shadow. His aim was shaken by the sway of Oakbrook's body; and that gray-clad form failed utterly to
sarvehimasashidd.

The Shadow was pumping bullets from both automatics. They camein ablazing stream, riddling
Oakbrook, to reach the man beyond. That deedly hail was overwhaming in its power. Pummelling bullets
literally chopped away the human shield. Unstopped dugsfound Zenjoraastheir target.

Oakbrook was dead at the beginning of The Shadow's fire. The Jibaro shaft had doomed him with its
poisoned dye. Asthe bullet-riddlied corpse sank to the floor, Zenjora floundered upon the desk. He
made alast effort to rise; Lynn and Alvarez added their bulletsto The Shadow's.

Zenjoras hands clawed alast tattoo upon the desk. His bearded face plopped from sight.
Emilio Zenjoralay dead across the body of hisriva in crime, Oakbrook.

The Shadow was reloading his automatics. The move wastimey. Shots were sounding outside. Bandrillo
and the outlaws had driven past the gate; Keller wasfiring as they went by. Ordering Lynn and Alvarez
to remain in the lodge, The Shadow opened the door and headed out into the night.

There, hissnister laugh sounded its chalenge to approaching foemen. Asrevolvers barked, The
Shadow's guns responded. Once again, he was tonguing death from darkness. Banditti scattered before
the double-barreled volley.

Members of the band were sprawling as they fled. Bandrillo was among the ones who dropped. Leaping
into alone car, aleaderless crew took flight. They passed the gate unscathed, for they had settled Keller
with theloss of two men.

Asthe outlaw machine swept past the gate, a car roared up to block it. New guns opened fire. The
Shadow's agents had arrived to stop the flight. The driver of the bandit car wasfelled; uncontrolled, the
machine hurtled from the road, rolled down along dope and wrecked itself completely when it struck a
high sonewall.



WITHIN thelodge, Lynn and Alvarez heard the end of gunfire. They heard the distant rumble of acar,
that faded off dong the road below. Soon afterward, they caught the sound of aroaring motor; it
throbbed upward, faded and was lost in the night air.

The Shadow had sent his agents from thefield of battle; they had traveled away in ther car. He, inturn,
had left by autogiro. Crooks had met their doom. The Shadow's task was done.

Alvarez Rentone and Lynn Jefford stood by the desk where the million dollars rested. That wedlth; the
torn notes in the wastebasket; the dead forms of Zenjoraand the Jibaros were al they needed to prove
their case when the law arrived.

Oakbrook's body, too, was evidence. The broker's servants, bound and gagged, would testify to the
crime that their master had planned; for they knew the power of The Shadow, and would not careto risk
hisfuture enmity.

But athough The Shadow had accomplished thistask for the law againgt great odds; athough he was
leaving behind him aliving sermon that crime does not pay, he was bound to meet even greater obstacles
before the aftermath of this crime had passed.

Not one man, no one family, but awhole city would be his next objective - a City of Crimein which the
roots of gangdom had grown so strong that they held dmost every citizen in their clutch. From the least
important citizen to the most prominent civic leader, the guilty finger pointed itsway. Only some
tremendous outside force could clear this evil; only someone with the power of The Shadow could hope
to battle such outstanding odds. The City of Crime was soon to have this scourge of the underworld, this
amazing being of the darkness, as a much-needed guest!

THEEND



