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CHAPTER |

FORCED LANDI NG

THERE were five passengers aboard the silver-hued plane that was droning
westward across the California desert. Al were persons who had boarded the
ship at Phoeni x, Arizona, for direct flight to San Di ego.

More than an hour out of Phoenix, the sky liner had passed over Yung,
where a nuddy ribbon represented the | ower stretch of the Col orado River.

Twent y-odd m nutes had passed since Yuma. At its present clip the plane should
be close to EI Centro, north of the Mexican border

From dead ahead, the glow of the setting sun glistened upon a huge sheet
of water, that |ooked like a gigantic oasis situated am d barren desert soil.
One passenger gazed downward through the wi ndow at his el bow. H s eyes keened
suddenly, as he observed the broad | ake bel ow

To many who had flown across the south of California, sight of that
| ake, miles in width, would have signified that the plane had swung to a nore
northern route. In size, in location, the | ake resenbl ed the fanmous Salton
Sea, that stretches through California's Inperial Valley. Sight of it would
have brought confidence that the trip was going well.

The present observer gained a different thought. Though no change showed
upon the masklike features of his hawkish face, his eyes told, by their glint,
that he had made a discovery. That sheet of water was not the Salton Sea, well
north of the Border. It was Lake Maquita, an inland sea in Lower California,
mles below the United States-Mexico border |ine.

Veering slightly fromits course, the plane had swng south instead of
nort h.

The hawk-faced passenger proved this to his satisfaction, when he drew a
watch from his pocket. dicking open the back of the watch case, he displayed
a conpass. The needl e showed the plane's direction as sout hwest by west.

Long fingers closed the watch case; the tinmepi ece went back into a vest
pocket. His gaze still toward the wi ndow, the passenger reached beside hi mand
opened a flat, flexible briefcase. Fromfolds of black cloth, he drew a
nmassi ve automati c.

The pl ane had passed Lake Maquita. His view of that water had told this
passenger that an enmergency mght be at hand. The plane's course was cutting
deeper bel ow the Border, farther fromthe normal air route toward San Di ego.
Its entry into uncharted Mexican territory could signify that the hawk-faced
passenger's identity was known.

That m ght nmean trouble. The hawk-faced passenger, al one near the rear
of the cabin, was The Shadow. Master fighter who hunted crinme single-handed,
The Shadow had | ong since | earned that when the unusual occurred, it could
nmean that his own |ife would be concerned.

VWHEN he reached for his gun, The Shadow did not gl ance toward the other
passengers. |Instead, he kept up a pose of absent gazing fromthe w ndow.
Hence, he was unable to see the action of a man who was seated across the
aisle and farther front.

The ot her passenger was a | ong-faced, dreary-Iooking individual, who had
been idly sketching on a piece of paper ever since the plane had passed Yuna.
The man's pencil ed drawi ng had cone to a conpletion. He raised the paper
slightly, tilted it forward and toward the aisle.

The paper bore a strange, outlandi sh synbol: the well-drawn figure of a
feathered serpent. The lifted head of the reptile bore a plune. Hi deous in
every detail, the drawn sketch represented a nmythical token of the past. It



stood for Quetzal -grotesque reptilian god of the ancient Aztecs.

A peering eye saw that nonstrous figure sketched upon the artist's pad.
The co-pilot of the plane was | ooking through fromthe front conpartnent. He
had opened the connecting door a nere inch, to watch for the signal fromthe
| ong-faced man. Sight of the conpleted Quetzal was all that the watcher
needed. He cl osed the door; turned toward the pilot who was seated at the
controls.

The pilot of that plane was Jerry Loyden, who knew every mle of desert
and nountain that |ay between Phoeni x and San Di ego. Frequently, Jerry flew a
different route for test purposes; but he had been puzzled by the orders that
the co-pilot had brought to him at Phoeni x, today.

Instructions were to veer southwest at Yuma; to keep that direction past
Lake Maquita. Then straight west to the coastal range of nobuntains, and
northward up to San Diego. Jerry's only guess regarding this odd route was
that the line intended to make future stops at Tia Juana, for benefit of
passengers who wanted to visit the resort at Agua Caliente. Even at that, the
route went too far southward

Sonet hi ng el se had puzzled Jerry. The co-pilot was a stranger;
apparently a substitute who had been chosen just before flight. Jerry had not
even |l earned the fellow s nane. There were lots of odd angles, working for
this lesser air line; but shoving aboard an unknown co-pilot at the | ast
m nute was sonething that Jerry could not understand.

Jerry Loyden was due to have two questions answered sinultaneously. The
co-pilot had shifted close. Fromhis hip pocket, he drew a gun. H's face was
ugly as he pressed the nmuzzl e against Jerry's neck. The pilot gave a startled,
upward gl ance. The thuggi sh co-pilot gestured for himto |l and the ship.

Gimy, Jerry understood. Faked orders, brought by a crook who had
passed hinself as a co-pilot. The fell ow wanted a | andi ng on Mexican soil, so
he coul d stage an air holdup. That, at least, was Jerry's conjecture.

For a nonent, Jerry showed rel uctance; then began to handle the
controls, to start the ship dowward. In those brief seconds, he gai ned
det erm nati on.

The plane's dip fooled the crook who had the pilot covered. The pressure
of the gun nmuzzle eased. Wth a quick twist, Jerry sprang fromthe controls,
made a grab for the crook's revolver. An instant later, the pair locked in a
desperate struggle.

ODDS were even in the pilot room but the scene was different in the
cabin. There, the man with the | ongish face had been waiting for the first
nmotion that would indicate a | anding. As the plane began its downward nose,
the I ong-faced man shifted toward the aisle. He thrust the sketch of Quetza
outward, so that the three passengers near himcould see it.

Instantly, four persons became a nurderous band. A big-jow ed nan cane
tolife froma faked doze, to whip out a .38 revolver. A darkish fellow who
| ooked li ke a Mexican flashed a knife fromhis belt with one swift gesture. A
dar k- cl ad, mi ddl e-aged worman pulled a .32 froma hand bag; her face was
tigerish as she swung about.

Al'l turned toward the rear of the cabin; and with them cane the
| ong-faced man who had drawn the figure of Quetzal. He flung the sketch pad
asi de as he yanked a revol ver; his countenance was as vicious as that of the
i magi nary snake-god. The order that he nmouthed was like a reptile's hiss:

"The Shadow! Finish him"

On their feet, the four were shoving toward the | one passenger at the
back of the cabin. They thought they had trapped their victi munawares. They
were wong. In answer to the nurderer's order cane a chall enge that sounded
above the drone of notors. It was a sinister, nocking laugh fromlips that
scarcely noved.

The [ augh of The Shadow Wth it, the lone fighter shifted fromhis
seat. H s nove was a sidew se fade; as he made it, his hand canme into view As
revol vers barked, an automatic tongued its response. The Shadow s shots were



thrusts of doom

The big-jow ed man sprawed first, in the mddle of the aisle. A quick
shot from The Shadow clipped the forearmof the tigerish woman, as she ai ned
with her .32; with a sharp cry, she slunped back into her seat. The way was
cl ear between The Shadow and the | ong-faced | eader who had depicted the token
of Quet zal

The | eader jabbed a hurried, badly ainmed shot that bashed the steel exit
door beside The Shadow s shoul der. That attenpt was his |ast opportunity. The
Shadow s big gun answered. The attack | eader sagged.

One eneny renmained in conbat; he was the darkish fighter with the knife.
The Shadow had ignored himto deal with the others. The bl ade-wi el der was
| eapi ng along the aisle, hoping to gain a thrust froman angle, before The
Shadow coul d turn. The Shadow s free hand cl anped upward, caught the crook's
forearmas the thrust came. To counter, the dark-faced man grabbed for The
Shadow s gun

Bot h weapons tenporarily useless, the two fighters grappled. They swayed
across the aisle; then took a jolt when the plane suddenly shivered as though
it had struck a manmot h air-pocket. The direction of the stagger was
f orwar d- past the slunped wonman, across the two sprawl ed bodi es. The Shadow and
hi s adversary crashed agai nst the door that led to the pilot room

The plane was out of control. It was going into a nose dive. Matters had
gone amiss in the pilot room Death faced The Shadow, even if he proved victor
in his present grapple. Speed, perhaps, m ght save him

TW STI NG The Shadow sl ugged his gun on the skull of the darkish man.
The crook subsided, his knife clattering beside him Yanking open the door in
front of him The Shadow spraw ed into the pilot room

Conditions had reversed there. Jerry Loyden lay helpless in a corner
stunned by a blow fromthe fake co-pilot's gun. In elimnating Jerry, the
crook had made trouble for hinmself. Seizing the controls, he was unable to
right the ship fromits dive

Even The Shadow s own experience with planes could not help. The ship
was sure to crash; the best course was to |l et the crook continue his frantic
efforts to prevent the snmash.

Grabbi ng the unconsci ous formof Jerry Loyden, The Shadow tried to
cl amber back through the cabin, toward the rear door. The plane was hurtling
groundward; spinning, its fall partly aided The Shadow. He made progress
t hrough the cabin, dragging the senseless pilot across the sprawl ed bodies
t hat were wedged between the seats on the sides of the aisle.

The crash arrived just as The Shadow reached the | ast seat. The pl ane
hit the ground at a slant; a big wing crunpled; the nose bashed the earth and
flattened. The whole frame of the ship tw sted and crackl ed. The Shadow
| urched sidew se, half trapped between two broken seats.

He felt the side of the plane heave, start downward, then pause. A huge
roar filled his ears. Dazed, The Shadow could feel his briefcase beneath him
he sensed the wei ght of Loyden's body above him Dimy, he realized that the
cabin had tilted backward, tail down. Hi s brain drummed upon one thought: the
rear door of the cabin.

Gipping his briefcase, shoul dering Loyden's inert form The Shadow
wedged free of the trapping seats. The roar had beconme a crackle. Heat seened
to sweep the denolished cabin. The wecked plane was afire. The door, al one,
could bring safety.

The tilt of the cabin floor fairly slid The Shadow toward it. He found
t he door jammed when he reached it. Wth a hard shoul der heave, The Shadow
drove the barrier outward.

A sudden sweep of flame seared the cabin. Like the blast from an
inferno, it whipped upward fromthe ruined front of the plane. Gipping
Loyden, with the briefcase clanped between, The Shadow | unged outward. He and
the stunned pilot took a five-foot pitch to the softish ground, while the
rising flames how ed above them



Wth renewed effort, The Shadow haul ed Loyden away fromthe fire's
range. He left the pilot forty feet fromthe plane, with the briefcase |ying
besi de him then turned back toward the weckage. One glance told The Shadow

that it would be inpossible to rescue any crooks who might still be alive.

The plane had beconme a pyre, its flane nore brilliant than the setting
sun. Crashing, it had nowed down clusters of giant cactuses. Al about, stood
ot her specinmens of that spiny tree, |like vengeful sentinels view ng the

plane's fate. Wthin a short while, the wecked ship would be no nore than a
steel skel eton.

ABOVE the roar of the flanes, The Shadow heard a vi brant hum He | ooked
upward, to see a plane zoom ng | ow over the crest of a distant foothill that
mar ked the desert's edge. Something in that pronpt arrival betokened further
nmenace, The Shadow stepped back to where Loyden | ay.

The pilot was near a clunp of sagebrush, beside the base of a giant
cactus. Fromthe briefcase, The Shadow drew a cl oak of black; he stretched it
across Loyden's body. Crouching partly beneath the brushy shelter, The Shadow
drew both the pilot and the covering cloak closer to him

Remai ni ng notionl ess, The Shadow trusted to this hasty canoufl age. He
knew t hat observers fromthe approaching plane would | ook for motion on the
ground, or for conspicuous objects. If they saw neither, they would not
suspect that a patch of blackness, stilled by a fringe of sagebrush,
represented human life.

The pl ane neared the weckage. Hundreds of feet above, it circled the
flam ng spot; then rose higher, circling as it gained altitude. Like a
vul ture, the nysterious plane performed another |long circuit against the sky;
t hen straightened course and departed westward, beyond the hills.

The sun had set. The flames fromthe wecked air liner were dying. For
short mnutes, the fire seemed to fight the brief twilight; then the | ast
fl ames subsi ded. Thick darkness settled on the desert. It blanketed The Shadow
and the rescued man who lay beside him

From The Shadow s |ips canme a strange, mirthless [ augh, that sounded
like a ghostly tone anid that desol ati on. The Shadow had tri unphed over
enem es who sought his life. He had deceived spying eyes that had peered from
t he vul turous pl ane above.

The Shadow had expected danger upon his present mssion. He had outlived
the first thrust nade against him Though stranded upon the desert, mles
bel ow t he Border, The Shadow was ready to resume his canpai gn agai nst new
enem es who dwelt on Mexican soil

CHAPTER | |

BELOW THE BORDER

THE SHADOW wel coned the arrival of night. It nmeant that he could | eave
the spot where the crashed sky liner had carried five attackers to their doom
The hazard of the desert was small conpared with the danger that m ght cone,
shoul d other crooks |earn that The Shadow still [ived.

The Shadow s chi ef problemwas Jerry Loyden. His first task was to
revive the pilot; to bring himto a state where he could join The Shadow in
the long trek that would | ead back to civilization

A flashlight glimrered beside the sagebrush. It showed the pilot's face,
pitifully drawn; neverthel ess, The Shadow noted that Loyden was due to revive
from his unconscious state. To speed that result, The Shadow reached into a
pocket in the black cloak. He brought out a small phial that contained a
purplish Iiquid.

Waiting until Loyden's eyelids flickered, The Shadow pressed the phial
to the pilot's lips. Drops of the elixir trickled down his throat. The effect
was i medi ate. The pilot opened his eyes, blinked into the flashlight's glare.
He began incoherent nutters.

The Shadow quieted the reviving man; with cal mtone, he ordered himto
rest. Loyden sank back upon the cloak. His whirling thoughts began to steady.



The Shadow caught words that Loyden uttered. They referred to the treachery of
t he unknown co-pilot, who had boarded the plane at Phoeni x.

This fitted with The Shadow s understandi ng of the case. A brief
recol l ection of the past twenty-four hours told himall that had occurred.

Just one day ago, The Shadow had been in Washi ngton. There, he had been
entrusted with a mssion of vital inportance to the United States government.
The task demanded that The Shadow go to Lower California, the Mexican
territory just below the California border.

The Shadow had chosen an air route to reach San Diego, intending to
start southward after he reached that city. Sonehow, his plans had been
| earned by the enem es who plotted against the United States. Know ng that The
Shadow i ntended to change pl anes at Phoeni x, they had prepared a trap. They
had | oaded Loyden's plane with their own agents: those crooks who had posed as
passengers and co-pilot.

Though The Shadow had elim nated a quintet of foenen, he had scarcely
dented the ranks of the eneny. He was up agai nst an organi zati on that m ght
have agents anywhere. Those vultures in the spying plane were sanpl es. They
had come to view the scene of disaster; they had gone away to report.

They woul d flash the good news, that The Shadow was dead. The fact that
five of their own kind had al so perished, would nmean not hing. Probably, the
head of that eneny band had expected his tools to die along with The Shadow.

Who was the head of that organization that had its headquarters in
Mexi co?

That was a question that had baffled the state department. It was one
t hat The Shadow coul d not yet answer. Today, however, he had uncovered one
i nportant fact. He had | earned the synbol that stood as countersign between
the nmenbers of the nefarious band.

THE SHADOW had seen the sketched picture of Quetzal, that had been
flashed as a signal for attack. It fitted with news that The Shadow had gai ned
i n Washi ngton. There, he had been told that he would have to deal with an
unknown supercrimnnal, whose followers knew himonly as Quetzal. Wy that
mast er-plotter had chosen the nane of an Aztec deity, was a nystery.

The Shadow had gained its answer. The superfoe was called Quetza
because he had adopted the reptilian god as his chief device in a canpaign of
i ntrigue and rmurder.

Logically, the plotter who called hinmself Quetzal would be in Mxico;
here in the territory of Baja California, as the Mexicans terned Lower
California. The crash of the sky liner had brought the Shadow directly to
Mexican soil. He no |l onger had need to travel by way of San Diego. Hi s best
plan was to find sonme place of safety where he could | eave Jerry Loyden; then
travel on his own.

Thi n paper crinkled. The sound made Loyden open his eyes. In the rays of
the flashlight, the pilot saw the hawki sh features of The Shadow. Keen eyes
were studying an outspread nmap, that showed this territory bel ow t he Border.

The Shadow s forefinger rested upon the map, indicating this spot in the
desert. Calculating fromthe plane's speed when it passed Lake Maquita, The
Shadow was abl e to gauge his present |ocation

Loyden wat ched the finger nmove one direction; then another. At last, it
glided in zigzag fashion, south and west. The Shadow had pi cked an inhabited
spot that lay nearly twenty niles to the sout hwest. Though deeper in Mexican
territory, the little settlenent was as near as any town above the
I nternati onal Border.

Turni ng toward Loyden, The Shadow saw the pilot rising to his feet.
Loyden was thinking of the plane. The last that be remenbered was the fina
di ve. That was enough to tell himthat the plane had crashed. R sing also, The
Shadow gripped the pilot's arny spoke steadily:

"The others are dead. They were murderers, all of theml M testinony
will clear you of all blane."

Loyden nodded, gratefully. The Shadow s words gave hi m confi dence. Then



came anot her statenent.

"Proof will be needed," declared The Shadow, in an even tone. "Until |
gain it, ny testinony will be unsupported. Therefore, you nust follow ny
directions.”

Loyden nodded his willingness. The Shadow gat hered up the bl ack cl oak
packed it in the briefcase. The sky above was noonl ess, but the studding stars
were brilliant. The Shadow di d not need his conpass to find the course he
wanted. Sighting by the North Star, he glimered his flashlight along the dry
ground ahead and started the sout hwest journey.

IT was a slow plod through the night. Wth blinking Iight, The Shadow
pi cked pat hways between sagebrush and cactus; but the sandy soil made the
march tedi ous. Fortunately, the night had brought cool ness. The Shadow count ed
upon reaching his goal by dawn.

For two steady hours, Loyden kept pace with The Shadow s steady march
Then the pilot's stanmi na began to fade. The Shadow called for a rest. After
fifteen mnutes, they began new progress. Renenbering every detail of the map,
The Shadow chose hilly paths where the surface soil was thinner. Neverthel ess,
halts becane nore frequent. The goi ng was becomni ng tougher for Loyden, every
hour .

It was nearly dawn when the marchers reached a high | evel. As Loyden
sank for another rest, The Shadow spoke and poi nted. Far bel ow was a
glimering light that shone like a grounded star. There were still mles to
go, but Loyden was hardly equal to the task. The Shadow recogni zed the fact.

From his briefcase, The Shadow produced a brace of automatics and parked
themin deep pockets beneath his coat. He closed the zipper top of the
briefcase; locked it with a little padlock that was inbedded in the |eather
end. He placed the briefcase in Loyden's care.

"Wait here," The Shadow told the pilot. "By dawn, | shall return-or send
others."

Starting on his lone trek, The Shadow nmade nore speedy progress. He
unl eashed all the effort that he had reserved during the slow march with
Loyden. Guiding for the distant light, he kept to a straight course; but for a
full hour, the glow seened to nove ahead of him It was like a nirage in the
desert night; a taunting goal that could never be reached.

The Shadow conti nued, undi scouraged. He knew the trickiness of the dry
desert air, that nmamde di stances seem short. He was confident that he had
nearly reached his destination; and the proof cane when dawn began its flicker
fromthe east.

The light still shone upon the darkened ground, but beyond it, The
Shadow saw the outline of nobuntain tops, form ng a background far above.

Nearer than the bases of the mountains, the evasive light could no | onger be
far.

Dawn i ncreased. The lone light dwindled. In its place, The Shadow saw
buil dings less than a nmile away. Their size enabled himto gauge the distance
correctly. Some were no nore than adobe huts; their appearance indicated that
the little settlenent had been deserted. But the building that had furnished
the Iight was | arger, and stood secluded fromthe abandoned village. The place
was a hacienda, two stories high, surmounted by a watch-tower at one corner of
its surroundi ng wall

Once, the haci enda nust have been the hone of sone rich ranchero, whose
peons dwelt in the near-by village. The days of feudal |ordship had ended in
Mexi co. The peons had gone to nore fertile |ands. The haci enda was stil
occupi ed; but probably it had changed ownershi p. Soon, The Shadow woul d | earn
the facts of its present ownership.

DAWN showed The Shadow as a long, striding figure, alnmost within the
shaded stretches outside the hacienda walls. H's gaze was upward. The Shadow
was wat ching the tower. He saw a notion there.

The Shadow hal ted; his hand shifted unnoticeably toward his coat. As if



in answer to his gaze, came the sharp query;

"Qui en va?"

In answer to the question, "who goes," The Shadow responded in Spani sh:

"Un am go."

The reply seenmed sufficient. The Shadow, arriving alone fromthe desert,
woul d naturally announce hinself as a friend. There was a pause; then the
query:

"Va tiene un Americano, no es verad?"

The Shadow gave the affirmative "Si," in reply to the question whet her
or not he was an Anerican. He sensed that the statement would bring hima
prompt wel come. That surmise was correct. The shout went bel ow "Un
Aneri cano! "

| mredi ately, a gate opened in the wall and a rough-clad Mexican with a
bi g sonmbrero beckoned the stranger to enter

The Shadow was ushered through an inner door, along a hallway of the
building itself, then into a patio surrounded by a bal cony. He heard the
clatter of a door above; |ooked up to see a man who was hurriedly donning a
dressi ng gown. As the man descended the stairs to the patio, The Shadow saw
that he was an Anerican

Greetings were pronpt. The owner of the haci enda was niddl e-aged, portly
and broad-faced. His smle added to the friendliness of his face. H s eyes
were keen, as they surveyed the wayfarer fromthe desert. Evidently, the
broad-faced man was i npressed by the cal mess of The Shadow s hawkl i ke vi sage,
for he bowed a greeting as he thrust forward a firm hand.

"My name," he runbled, in basso tone, "is Latimer Creeth. My | ask
yours, sir?"

"I am Lanmont Cranston," replied The Shadow. "Lately from New York. More
recently stranded in the desert, due to a forced | anding west of Lake
Maqui ta. "

Creeth's eyes opened. He put an amazed question

"You're not fromthe air liner reported | ost last night?"

"I am" replied The Shadow, calmy. "Mreover, M. Creeth, you have
anot her survivor to care for. | brought the pilot with ne. He is resting on
the hillcrest, directly northeast of here.”

Creeth cl apped his hands; Mexican servants appeared. The portly man gave
pronmpt orders. Two were to take horses and go i mediately to Loyden's rescue.
Creeth snapped the rem nder

"Pronto!" The servants scurried away. Creeth turned to The Shadow.

"Breakfast?" he queried, amably. "O would you prefer sonme sleep
first?"

"A rest would be preferable.™

Creeth bowed and indicated the stairway. He conducted The Shadow to a
roomon the second floor. As soon as Creeth had gone, The Shadow t ook account
of his surroundi ngs

From the wi ndow, he could see the broad expanse of desert that stretched
to the northeast. Two horsemen were already riding toward the sl ope where The
Shadow had | eft Loyden. They were taking a riderless nount with them Soon,
the pilot would arrive at the haci enda; Loyden, too, would be resting before
the sun's blaze made the desert intol erable.

CALM.Y, The Shadow | ocked the door. He | owered the w ndow shade, |aid
asi de his coat and automatics. Kicking off his shoes, he stretched upon a
confortabl e bed and cl osed his eyes. He was taking advantage of the com ng
hours, to gain a needed rest. Sleep was inmportant to The Shadow not because of
past fatigue, but because of work that |ay ahead.

Before this day ended, The Shadow i ntended to be on his way. The
apparent security of the hacienda did not deceive him Not only did The Shadow
have a mi ssion to perform there was still a chance that enemes would | earn
of his escape fromdeath. If they did, their efforts woul d becone rel entl ess.

In fact, The Shadow had a definite hunch that his chance arrival at this



obscure haci enda was sonething that the supercrook called Quetzal would surely
| earn. Seem ngly, the agents of Quetzal were everywhere.

The Shadow s conclusion was like a glinpse into the future. This day was
to mark new efforts by those who served the nysterious Quetzal. Again, death
woul d stal k The Shadow.

CHAPTER I 11

CREETH S VI SI TORS

EARLY in the afternoon, The Shadow came from his room and descended to
the patio. There, he encountered one of the Mexican servants, who infornmed him
that Creeth was in the living room

The Shadow found the portly haci enda owner there. Creeth was pl eased
that his guest had awakened. He ordered |unch for two.

The living roomwas at the front of the hacienda; its wi ndows showed an
open stretch of ground that ended with the surrounding wall. The Shadow coul d
see the high tower at the corner; noted that a watcher was on duty. Then he
turned to hear a statenment from Creeth.

"W brought in Loyden," informed Creeth. "He was fagged out. He is
sl eeping in another room upstairs. | would say that his nerves were pretty
wel | shocked because of that crash.”

"Quite naturally," responded The Shadow. "The co-pil ot went berserk. He
snatched the controls from Loyden. That was why the ship cracked up."

"There were ot her passengers beside yoursel f?"

"Yes. Four. They were trapped with the co-pilot. Tell me about the
reports you heard, M. Creeth.”

Creeth gave the facts. He had heard them over the radio, the night
before. Loyden's plane had failed to arrive at San Diego; a search had been
instituted all along the route. It was conceded that the plane had crashed;
but no trace of the weckage had been di scovered.

"Loyden was far south of his course," explained The Shadow. "The
co-pil ot nmust have gone conpletely insane. From what Loyden told nme, the
fell ow handed him fal se flying orders."

Creeth raised his eyebrows, as he queried: "Does that sound credible,
M. Cranston?"

"I believe it," replied The Shadow "because Loyden had no reason to fly
south of his course. Unfortunately, the orders were burned in the weck."

"That will make it bad for Loyden," nodded Creeth, "when he returns
across the Border."

"Not if he remains a while in Mexico. He can do that quite easily, since
he i s supposed to have died in the crash."

Creeth pondered over The Shadow s remark. Quietly, The Shadow added:

"I have friends in Mexico City. Loyden can go there."

"Quite easily," agreed Creeth. "I can arrange to have a pl ane stop here,
en route from San Diego to Mexico City, to pick up both of you."

"I amnot going to Mexico Gity."

Creeth | ooked qui zzical. The Shadow stepped to the wall; pointed to a
| arge map that hung there. He placed his finger just below the International
Boundary, and remarked:

"This hacienda is |ocated here-"

"A half inch farther south,"” interposed Creeth. "There-you have the
exact spot."

"That makes ny journey a little longer," declared The Shadow. "If you
can spare a horse, M. Creeth, | can ride northwest to Tia Juana and cross the
Border fromthere. | wish to reach San Diego."

CREETH j oi ned The Shadow at the map. The portly man placed his finger on
Tia Juana, where the Border net the Pacific Coast. Running his hand down the
coast line, Creeth stopped at the Mexican town of Ensenada, sone fifty mles
south of Tia Juana. He marked a sout hwest |ine between the hacienda' s |ocation
and that of Ensenada.



"Ride to Ensenada," he suggested, "instead of to Tia Juana. The distance
i s about the sane, your course will be southwest instead of northwest. You can
take a steanmer from Ensenada up to San Diego."

The suggestion pl eased The Shadow. Ensenada was his actual destination

but he had preferred not to reveal that fact. It was still good policy to
object to Creeth's plan.

"Ensenada is out of the way," declared The Shadow. "I have no reason to
go there."

"Except one," replied Creeth, gravely. "Your trip will be safer. You
will escape the bandits that are between here and Tia Juana."

"Bandi ts?" The Shadow showed surprise in his question. "I thought they

were gone fromthis part of Mexico."
Creeth shook his head. Sitting down at the table, he began a detail ed
expl anati on.

"Li ke other Americans," he stated, "I have interests in racing stables
at Tia Juana. Because of the Mexican laws, it proved advisable for nme to live
in Mexico. | heard of this hacienda. | purchased it cheaply; and like it so
wel |l that | wondered why no one el se had chosen it as a residence. | |earned

why, when | received a visit from Sancho Maringuez."

The nane Maringuez was a new one to The Shadow. He inferred that Sancho
Mari nguez rmust be one of the bandits of whom Creeth had spoken. Creeth's next
words proved that correct.

"Maringuez is a snooth custoner,"” declared the haci enda owner. "Here in
Mexi co, he has started a racket that conpares with those in New York and ot her
American cities. He covers the road between here and Tia Juana, offering what
he calls '"protection' for travelers. | found it cheaper to pay for such
protection, than to ignore it.

"Anyt hi ng may happen to a travel er who ventures al ong those roads
wi t hout paying the price. O course, Mringuez has nothing to do with it."
Creeth shook his head, as he spoke in a sarcastic drawl. "No, indeed.
Maringuez protects his friends. But those who do not pay are not the friends
of Mari nguez.

"Since you have not paid, | advise you to avoid that road. Maringuez
does not patrol between here and Ensenada, for travelers are few Therefore,
the route to Ensenada is the one to take."

"Unl ess,"” remarked The Shadow, "I arranged to pay the toll fee."
"Unless | paid it," objected Creeth. "The nere fact that you have cone
here, makes me responsible. | already owe Maringuez two thousand pesos, by his

nmet hod of calculation. Half for you; half for Loyden. That is why | do not
i nform Mari nguez when | have guests. It is cheaper to keep a nman as | ookout in
the watch tower."

ALMOST |ike an answer to Creeth's statenment, canme a call in Spanish from
the tower. Another man relayed it. The Shadow heard the name "Maringuez"
uttered in excited shouts. Creeth cane to his feet with an exclamation. He
cl apped for a servant, ordered the man to summon Loyden and bring the pilot's
bag.

Loyden arrived sleepily a fewnmnutes later. Hi s bag proved to be the
bri ef case, which he handed to The Shadow. Creeth stepped to the wall at the
rear of the living room found a catch and slid back a panel to reveal a
smal |, secret room

"This is where the ranchero used to hide his gold," he declared, grimy
"Bandits were tougher then than Maringuez; but he is as snmooth as any coul d
be. Stay out of sight here, while | deal with him"

Through a tiny crack in the panel, The Shadow watched proceedings in the
roomthat he and Loyden had left. The Shadow had his briefcase with him and
Creeth was hastily ordering the renoval of the extra lunch plates that
i ndi cated a guest. That had scarcely been done before there were shouts from
the outside wall. The gate swung open; a dozen horsenen clattered through and
di snount ed.



Creeth received Maringuez in the living room The bandit was a short,
squari sh man, who wore a Mexican costune that had once been gaudy. Vel vet
trousers and gol d-brai ded vel vet jacket showed signs of |long wear. So did the
fancy sonbrero that Maringuez tossed upon the |lunch table.

The bandit's face was sallow. Fully rounded, it gave hima noonish
expression; but there was nothing of softness in the downtw st of his |ips.
Maringuez's smile was an odd one; so was the glint that came from his narrowed
eyes, set wide on either side of his broad nose. Mringuez darted gl ances
everywhere, before centering his gaze upon the |lunch table.

"Ah, senor," he purred to Creeth, "I have cone too late to have |l unch
with you. | amsorry, so sorry! But still"-he shrugged his shoul ders-"why
should I ask what you do not give to other guests?"

"To other guests?" demanded Creeth. "What other guests, Maringuez?"

"The Americanos who arrived this norning fromthe desert. Perhaps they
are asl eep, eh? That is why they have not eaten lunch with you? Ah, si. That
nmust be it."

"I have no guests here, Maringuez."

"Ah, no? | amso sorry, Senor Creeth." Head tilted, Mringuez began to
roll hinself a cigarette, watching his hands as he spoke. "That is too bad,
senor. | have heard that you have dos amigos, two friends, who would be gl ad
to pay me one thousand pesos each before they travel to Tia Juana.

"But perhaps those friends do not wish to neet ne? They may have heard

bad t hi ngs said of Sancho Maringuez. Ah, senor, | nust |look for themand tel
themthat | amtheir friend. They will be glad to give ne the two thousand
pesos."

MARI NGUEZ' S foll owers had entered with him They were a nondescri pt
bunch of ill-clad ruffians. Maringuez turned to them spat words in Spanish.
The bandits grimaced |ike pl eased nonkeys. Maringuez was ordering a search of
t he haci enda.

The Shadow heard the nanmes by which Maringuez addressed sone of his
subordi nates. One scar-faced fell ow was called Tonpi no; Mringuez sent him
upstairs with a pair of nen. Another, who boasted a |eering, pockmarked
count enance, was Porog. Maringuez sent himoutside, with others. He rem nded
Porog to send a man up to inspect the watch tower.

Creeth rai sed objection, fearing that the bandit's men m ght clash with
his own. Maringuez renmarked suavely that it was not his affair, if they did.
Leaving two servants in the living room Creeth hurried outside to prevent any
di st ur bance.

That seemed to please Maringuez. Wth a chuckle, the bandit settled in a
chair and placed his feet upon the cushions of another. H's spurs dug into the
uphol stery, but the bandit cared nothing for Creeth's furniture. Blandly
puffing his cigarette, he ordered his remaining nen to search the ground fl oor
and report to him

Perhaps Creeth's departure had bl uffed Maringuez. The bandit,
apparently, did not regard the living roomas a |likely hiding place. He
chanced to gl ance toward the paneled wall; but his eyes showed no suspicion of
the partition that hid The Shadow and Loyden from his view

Maringuez roll ed another cigarette, after he had finished the first one.
He was through with his second snoke when his nen began to return

Tompi no and Poroq both reported a blank search. So did the nmen who had
scoured the ground floor. Maringuez cane up angrily fromhis chair, began a
series of harsh oaths that ended when he saw Creeth enter from the outside
The bandit's suave nmanner returned.

"Ah, senor," asserted Maringuez. "It seenms that you are right. You have
no am gos here. It is too bad that | have troubled you. Soon you will go to
Tia Juana, for the races. Buenos! Your trip will be a safe one. You shall have
the protection of Sancho Maringuez.

"But should others ride to Tia Juana and nmeet nme on the way, | shall ask

themif they are friends of Senor Creeth. Should they say 'Si,' | shall say:



"Ah, no; Senor Creeth does not have his amigos visit him He does not like to
pay one thousand pesos for other Americanos. Adios."

SPURS cl anki ng, Maringuez strode fromthe hacienda, with Poroq and
Tompi no at his el bows. The rest of the band foll owed. The Shadow heard the
dull clatter of their departure. Through the crack, he saw Creeth nopping his
forehead beside the lunch table, waiting for a new call fromthe watch tower.

The signal canme after ten minutes: It told that Maringuez and his nen
had ridden away. Creeth slid back the panel, notioned The Shadow and Loyden
out fromthe secret room

"Perhaps | should have | et Maringuez neet you," said Creeth
apol ogetically. "After all, it would be worth two thousand pesos not to incur
his enmity. Under the circunstances, however"-Creeth gave a worried gl ance
toward Loyden-"it seenmed best to deny that there were Americans present."

"Quite right," agreed The Shadow, pronptly. "What about the plane for
Mexico City, M. Creeth?"

"It passes here late in the afternoon,"” replied Creeth. "It will land at
my signal. | doubt that Maringuez will see it land. He is too foxy to |eave
out posts near enough to be seen frommy watch tower. If he suspects that the
pl ane has stopped here, he will cone. That produces another problem"

"My departure?”

Creeth nodded, as he heard The Shadow s query.

"You shoul d be gone by the tinme the plane arrives," declared Creeth.
"That is, unless you take ny advice and go to Mexico City with Loyden, instead
of starting for Ensenada."

"I prefer Ensenada.”

"Then you nust start an hour before sunset. Maringuez will not be cl ose;
he will expect you to travel after nightfall. You can reach the nountains to
t he sout hwest before sunset. |If Maringuez closes in afterward, you will be
gone.

"Once you reach the nountains, you will be on the road to Ensenada. It
is very unlikely that Maringuez will expect you there. If he does spread his
men, to cover nore roads than the one to Tia Juana, he will probably close the
routes that |lead north to the Border."

Jerry Loyden was puzzled by the conversation between The Shadow and
Creeth. The Shadow quietly explained matters, telling the pilot of the
di scussion that had been held earlier. At first, Loyden objected to a trip to
Mexico City.

"I't's like running away," expressed the pilot. "I'mwlling to face an
i nvestigation, and tell ny story of the crash. I'll have your testinony, M.
Cranston. "

"You will, Loyden," returned The Shadow, dryly, "if you foll ow ny
instructions. | can testify that | sent you to Mexico City because the crash

took place on Mexican territory. You can report it to the proper officials
there."”

THE SHADOW wr ot e the name of the nman whom Loyden was to see when he
reached the Mexican capital. The pilot remenbered how The Shadow had ai ded
him and agreed to follow instructions. That business finished, The Shadow
gl anced at his watch.

"It is later than | supposed,” he told Creeth. "According to your plan
| should be leaving in an hour. Suppose we choose the horse that | intend to
buy. "

"To buy?" echoed Creeth. "You are welcone to the horse, M. Cranston. |
i ntended to have you leave it in Ensenada, where | could send for it, later.
O course, one can never count on finding a horse again, after it is left in a
Mexi can town-"

"Therefore, | shall sell it," interposed The Shadow. "Later, | shal
nmeet you in Tia Juana and pay you one thousand pesos."

"One t housand pesos for a horse-"



"A better bargain than Sancho Maringuez woul d have given nme, had he met
me. He wanted a thousand pesos without the horse.™

Lati mer Creeth chuckled at The Shadow s jest. He was still |aughing, as
he led the way to the stabl es outside the haci enda. The Shadow, too, wore a
smle, that was barely discernible on his masklike Iips.

"A thousand pesos for a horse,"” chortled Creeth, as they reached the
stabl es. "You can have any broncho in the place for that price, M. Cranston!
And sone day"-Creeth seened gl eeful at the thought-"1 shall tell Sancho
Maringuez how | sold a horse for a thousand pesos."

"Reserve that story," suggested The Shadow, "until after | have paid you
t he noney."

Creeth's snile faded. The Shadow s comment spoke of danger that |ay
ahead; sone nenace that might exist despite Creeth's assurance that the road
to Ensenada was clear. There was a definite chance that The Shadow woul d never
meet Creeth in Tia Juana, to pay himthe thousand pesos.

The Shadow was thinking of more than Sancho Maringuez, the racketeer
bandit whose narauders patrolled this terrain. He was considering the nethods
of a superfoe, whose followers called Quetzal

The power of Quetzal could stretch far-even to this |onely haci enda, or
into the nountain passes where Mringuez was supposed to have sole control

The Shadow had al ready seen inklings of that fact. He was to encounter
full proof of Quetzal's far-reaching methods, before he finished his ride to
Ensenada.

CHAPTER | V

DEATH BY THE ARROYO

DUSK had settled in the lower foothills of the nountains southwest of
Creeth's hacienda. In the gloomat the entrance to a high pass, The Shadow was
seated motionl ess upon the horse that Creeth had | oaned him Turned about, The
Shadow was gazing niles backward, to the haci enda, where white walls were
still brilliant in light of the |ate afternoon sun

From the northwest, high in the air, canme the glint froma toylike
pl ane. The Shadow saw the ship dip downward and circle the haci enda,
preparatory to a landing. Fromthe briefcase strapped to his saddle, The
Shadow drew a snmall, but powerful, pair of binoculars. Focusing the field
gl asses on distant white walls, he watched the plane cone to earth.

Humman figures were plain through the gl asses; The Shadow saw two that he
recogni zed. One was Creeth; the other Loyden. The owner of the haci enda shook
hands with the pilot, as the latter went aboard the plane. A few m nutes
later, the air liner was rising for its night flight south to Mexico City.

Al during his ride to the nountains, The Shadow had been on the | ookout
for Maringuez's men. He had seen no sign of them As Creeth had believed, they
were beyond the nountains. Wth dusk, however, they could easily have
approached the side of the nmountains toward the haci enda. The Shadow
recogni zed the wi sdom of his early departure.

In The Shadow s present situation, all seened well. If bandits had seen
t he through plane's stop, they nmight suppose that both of Creeth's guests had
gone aboard the ship. Maringuez mght go to the hacienda, to argue matters
with Creeth; but the portly Anerican could deny everything, with sone | ogical
excuse regardi ng the plane's | anding.

One fact was certain. Sancho Maringuez existed as a bandit only because
he enpl oyed nodern net hods. He could not risk an arned attack upon a haci enda;
nor could he afford to injure those who had paid himfor his so-called
protection. Such nmeasures would bring himtrouble fromthe Mexican government.
If lone travel ers met Sancho, however, the story could be a different one.

Despite Creeth's belief that the road to Ensenada woul d be clear, The
Shadow rode wi th caution through the nmountain pass. He sensed that the next
hour woul d be the nost dangerous of his trip, for the setting sun played
tricks anmong these high Sierras. The road, though ragged, was easy to find,
even in the gloom The horse seemed to know it; and darkness offered no huge



handi cap.

The trouble Iay when stretches of the road rounded into places where the
pass faced west. There, the sun cane into view Its rays revealed the |one
rider on his course. If watchers were hereabouts, they would see The Shadow.

A halt would be risky. If Maringuez suspected that only one of Creeth's
visitors had boarded the plane, the bandit m ght think of the Ensenada road.
Shoul d pursuers be on The Shadow s trail, they mi ght already have spotted him
froma mle or nore behind. This pass, Creeth had stated, was the nbst rugged
part of the ride.

That furnished The Shadow wi th another urge for progress. He could go
faster while occasional flickers of daylight still persisted.

THE road furni shed sudden evidence to prove The Shadow s choice a w se
one. Rounding a bend, The Shadow came to a straight stretch where the road
divided. To his left was a slope that led down into an arroyo. That shall ow
canyon, in rainy seasons, could become a watercourse.

One road slanted into the arroyo. Wether it ascended on the other side
was a question, for the arroyo curved after a few hundred yards and traces of
the road were invisible in the darkness bel ow. The other fork kept straight
ahead, then turned to a hanging bridge that crossed the narrow arroyo.

The Shadow s side of the arroyo was al nost dark, because of a towering
summit to the right The other side of the curving ravine showed traces of
fadi ng sunlight, particularly at a level spot just beyond the bridge. There,
the road was fringed by a cluster of sagebrush that hung above the arroyo's
edge.

Odinarily, the clunp of vegetation m ght not have | ooked conspicuous.

At this hour, it was definitely plain, for it was one of the few stretches of
ground reached by the sunlight. Halting at the fork, The Shadow studied the
dar kened bridge and the lighter patch beyond. In that cluster of sagebrush, he
saw a perfect anbush.

A lurker crouched there could control not only the bridge, but the
arroyo below. If this road chanced to be guarded by a man who knew it, the
fell ow coul d choose no better spot than that clunp of sagebrush.

Halting at the fork, The Shadow di snounted. He tethered his horse in the
protecting shelter of a big rock by the bend. Fromthe briefcase, he drew his
bl ack cl oak and sl ouch hat. Donning that garb, he crept along the road to the
bridge. Cose to the steep bank on the right, The Shadow was totally obscured.

The bridge itself offered a dark route to the other side. Stooping |ow,
The Shadow approached it. H s creeping pace was cautious. He did not want the
bridge to give any sway that woul d denote his passage. The bridge remained
firm Strong enough to bear the weight of a horse and rider, it did not waver
under the weight of a | one nman.

Reaching the far side of the bridge, The Shadow was on the very fringe
of darkness. Behind the clunp of sagebrush, he saw one bl acki sh patch that the
sunlight did not reach. There was a flickery stretch between. The Shadow
shifted, avoiding the light, to gain a better view.

There was motion behind the sagebrush. Instantly, The Shadow realized
what had caused it. H s own shift nmust have been noticed by eyes that were
keen, even in this gloom A lurker was there; and if the fellow had heard The
Shadow s approach on horseback, he now suspected that the rider had cone ahead
al one.

W TH t hat i nstantaneous thought, The Shadow sprang forward, whipping
forth an automatic. Wth his lunge came an attack fromthe opposite direction
The man behi nd t he sagebrush had gai ned the sane idea.

A bulky figure loonmed in the sunlight. A huge hand swung downward a
glittering knife-blade. As The Shadow drove his automatic upward, he
recogni zed the pock-marked face that was speeding toward his own. The attacker
was Poroq, the bandit |ieutenant who had searched the grounds around the
haci enda.



@in nuzzl e cl ashed knife-blade in nid-air. The Shadow s jab had of f set
Porog's thrust. Arms skiddi ng above shoul ders, the fighters grappled. Neither
had 1 ost ground in the drive; they were locked in the |ighted space between
the bridge and the sagebrush

Porog's plan was crude, but definite. He tried to twi st The Shadow
toward the brink of the arroyo, hoping to hurl himover in case a knife-thrust
failed. Poroq' s strength was form dable. The Shadow knew that a single slip on
his own part would give the bandit the advantage that he wanted.

Quick strategy was the best nethod with Poroq; and The Shadow produced
it. After resisting Poroq's tw st, The Shadow suddenly gave way. Wth an ugly
gl oat, Poroq shoul dered toward the brink. Hal fway, he realized how he had been
tricked. The Shadow had twi sted farther; he was carrying Poroq al ong the edge
instead of toward it.

Porog tried to reverse his position. H s nove gave The Shadow new
advant age. Yanking toward the sagebrush, The Shadow suddenly braced. Poroq's
back went toward the arroyo

Thought of the danger bel ow gave Poroq the fury of a denon. He drove
i nward, hurled The Shadow t hrough the fringe of the brush and flattened himto
t he darkened ground behind the cluster. Wth his left arm Poroq pi nned The
Shadow s gun hand hard against his chest; with the fist of that same arm he
clutched The Shadow s throat.

Even whil e he choked his adversary, Poroq thought of the knife. The
Shadow s left fist was losing the grip that restrained Poroqg' s bl aded right
hand. The bandit yanked his right wist clear; he shifted |l eftward, as he
poi sed his right hand for a downward stab to The Shadow s heart.

POROQ S thrust never canme. In his anxiety to clear the path for the
bl ade, the bandit nmade his one mistake. He noved the armthat had The Shadow s
gun hand pi nned. Poroq did not expect disaster, for The Shadow s fist was
still unable to come free; but it did performa nove that Poroq had not
anti ci pat ed.

Porog's cross-arned pressure was off the gun barrel. The Shadow s pi nned
hand | evered the nmuzzl e upward; his finger pressed the trigger

That shot was dulled beneath the nuffling hul k of Poroq's chest. The
bull et had I ess than two inches to travel to its target. Poroq's poised hand
wavered crazily, as his body towered upward as if jolted from bel ow. Then the
kni fe hand cane downward at a slant, Poroq's body with it.

The bl ade drove past The Shadow s shoul der, drove deep into the turf.
Carried by the weight of his descending arm Poroq rolled over beside The
Shadow.

Craw i ng to hands and knees, The Shadow puffed for breath; then arose
unsteadily. Hi s slouch hat fell fromhis head. His cloak, ripped in the
struggl e, hung fromone shoulder. Poroq lay on the very edge of the shaded
ground beneath the sagebrush. The Shadow was standing in the |ight between his
dead foe and the arroyo.

It was his own position that made The Shadow suddenly realize the
possibility of new danger. Instinctively, he | ooked al ong the edge of the
arroyo; then across, to a rocky | edge where sunlight supplied its last tints.
There, by freaki sh chance, The Shadow caught a glinpse of another nenacing
figure. He saw a nman stretched upon the |l edge, aining at long range with a
rifle.

The di stance was great, far beyond the reach of a pistol shot. Yet the
range was not too long for a rifle expert. The Shadow s best chance agai nst
t he sharpshooter lay in the trickiness of the light, which had becone spl otchy
by the clunp of sagebrush. Quick notion, am d the increasing gl oom m ght
offset the first shot.

The Shadow shifted away fromthe sagebrush; then noved again, in the
direction where Poroq's body lay. The rifle crackled as The Shadow made t he
quick reverse twist. A bullet buried itself in the sandy slope just behind The
Shadow s shoul der, with a plop! as sharp in sound as an expl osi on



The Shadow did not halt his dive. He sprawl ed beneath the sagebrush,
besi de Poroq's body.

THE trick shift had fool ed the marksman; but The Shadow knew t hat the
man was still on watch. Chances were that the fellow had arrived after The
Shadow s struggle wi th Poroqg; otherw se, the shot would have cone sooner
Further strategy was needed, w thout delay.

On the ground, The Shadow drew his torn cloak fromhis shoulders, to
spread it across Porog's form Rolling the bul ky body beneath the shelter of
t he sagebrush, The Shadow shrouded the linp formin the cloak. Wth one arm
he hoi sted the shoul ders upward, then put his whole strength beneath Poroq's
dead wei ght.

Li ke a wounded figure rising fromthe ground, Poroqg' s bl ack-clad corpse
nmoved upward from the sagebrush

For a | ong nonent, the cl oaked body swayed on a bal ance point, as The
Shadow shi fted downward behind it. In the dimming Iight, Poroq' s shape | ooked
like The Shadow s. It offered a perfect target for the watching rifleman. Wth
final effort, The Shadow gave Poroq's figure a forward thrust and dropped
flat, as the bulky corpse tilted toward the arroyo.

At that instant, the rifle spoke again. This tinme, its bullet found a
mark. Poroq's body quivered as if inbued with new life. The corpse wavered
haltingly; the bullet's inmpact had slowed its forward fall

Bef ore The Shadow could stretch forward to deliver an added shove, the
body caved and roll ed headl ong. C earing the sagebrush, Poroq' s bul k went
tunmbling down into the arroyo, carrying the black cl oak wapped around it.

THE SHADOW wai ted. He saw the marksman on the opposite | edge turn and
| ook westward al ong the arroyo. The man gave a shout, that nust have been
answered, for he pointed downward. He came fromhis crag, slid down the slope
and went out of sight into the arroyo.

The Shadow cane from the sagebrush and approached the bridge. He could
hear hoof beats coming eastward in the arroyo, telling the arrival of nen on
horses. That proved that the | ower road rejoined the upper. By his ruse, The
Shadow had diverted a whole troop of nmen who had been coming toward him from
the other side of the pass. Since they had gone into the arroyo, The Shadow s
way was cl ear.

Movi ng across the bridge, The Shadow reached the big rock. He nounted
his horse and rode boldly toward the bridge, to prepare for the final dash.
The Shadow knew that the nen in the arroyo would soon find Poroq' s body.

Bel ow, the first horseman reached the nmarksman fromthe cliff.

Di snounting, he struck a match. The gl ow showed faces that The Shadow woul d
have recogni zed. The nmarksman was Tonpi no. The di smounted man was Sancho

Mari nguez. Tonpino pointed to a bl ack-shrouded body. Maringuez cried angrily,
i n Spani sh:

"Fool! Why did you kill hin? | told you we sought a prisoner, not a dead
man! "

Tompi no grunbled that the victimhad fallen into the arroyo. Maringuez
st ooped, whi pped back a fold of the cloak. A dead face stared up into the
mat chli ght. Tompino saw it, also, and uttered:

"It is Porogq! How did he cone here?"

"He tried his own luck," purred Maringuez. "It was a bad m stake for
Porog. He has net El Onbre!"

Tonpi no recogni zed the Spani sh nane for The Shadow. He had heard of that
dreaded foe, whose power stretched out to find all men of crine.

The match flickered out. A clatter sounded from above. Amd the pound of
a horse's hoofs, there came the burst of an outl andi sh | augh, that quivered
its echoes down into the arroyo. The walls of the pass caught the nockery,
flung it again and again upon the ears of those who stared upward.

SHOUTS rose from Maringuez's nen. They had heard the horseman's dash



across the bridge. They whipped their rifles fromtheir saddl es, expecting an
order from Maringuez. None canme. Shots woul d have been usel ess, had Mari nguez
chosen to give them Once across the bridge, The Shadow was ridi ng westward
above the sheltering brink of the arroyo.

"El Orbre!"™ Maringuez chuckled the name fiercely. "He is riding Iike the
wi nd. Go back to the others, Tonpino. Tell themthat it is useless to pursue
The Shadow. "

Tompi no went toward the horsemen. Sancho Maringuez listened in the
dar kness. He heard the fading of hoofbeats, far along the upper road. He
shrugged his shoulders, as if to prove to hinself that he was correct
regardi ng The Shadow s speed.

Mari nguez struck another match. Pulling away the folds of the black
cl oak, he began a search of Poroq's pockets. Deep in one, he found a rounded
object, larger than a coin. Mringuez brought it to the light.

The di sk | ooked like an ancient medal. Stanped upon it was the device of
an Aztec pyram d. Maringuez turned the nedal over in his hand. Upon the copper
surface he viewed the glaring image of a reptilian face, topped by a pluned
headdress. The nedal was the token of Quetzal

Maringuez thrust the copper piece into a pocket of his velvet jacket.
Stridi ng back through the darkness, he rejoined his nen. Tonpi no had nount ed
an extra horse and was seated beside Maringuez's steed. The bandit nounted;
gave a raspy order for departure.

As they rode fromthe arroyo, Tonpino spoke to his chief.

"I't was as you expected,"” declared the |ieutenant. "Woever cane from
t he haci enda woul d take the road to Ensenada. It was to pl ease you that Poroq
canme here al one, before us."

"Enough, Tonpino," returned Maringuez, in the snpoth tone that was as
enphatic as any conmand. "Let us talk no nmore of Poroq, nor of The Shadow. It
is your duty to obey ny orders; not to question the acts of others.”

The rebuke struck honme to Tonpino. It nade the lieutenant realize that
Mari nguez m ght have ordered Porog to maintain his own one-nan anbush al ong
the I onely road. That thought gave Tonpi no specul ation for the future.

Usual |y, Maringuez's plans were a nystery to the slowthinking Tonpino;
but this time the |lieutenant was sure that he could predict them Sooner or
| ater, Maringuez would nmeet El Onbre. Tonpi no hoped he woul d be on hand as
wi t ness, when the bandit dealt with The Shadow in repaynment for Poroq' s death.

CHAPTER V

I N ENSENADA

IT was nore than a night's ride across the Sierras to the Pacific. The
Shadow, fromthe beginning of his journey, had known that he could not reach
t he coastal town of Ensenada much before noon. Creeth had enphasized that
fact; but had seen no danger in it.

By dawn, Creeth had said, The Shadow woul d be past the danger zone
controll ed by Sancho Mari nguez. He would be in a region near the coast, where
there were occasional villages along the last stretch to Ensenada.

To The Shadow, the final stage of the journey offered the greatest
hazard, even though he had not expressed that opinion to Creeth. The Shadow
had depended upon darkness to carry him past the bandit region. He was
convinced that agents of Quetzal would be found beyond the mountain passes,
particularly in the district close to Ensenada. There, The Shadow woul d have
to elude them by day.

If word reached the master crook that The Shadow had survived the plane
wreck, enemes would be prepared for his arrival at Ensenada. Doubtless, they
woul d have a description of Lanpbnt Cranston. They could even identify The
Shadow s horse as a nount that had conme from Creeth's haci enda.

That was why The Shadow del ayed hi s approach to Ensenada. The day
passed, until noon had gone by; yet no Anericano appeared near the outskirts
of Ensenada.

It was siesta tine when a plodding rider arrived outside the town. He



bore no resenbl ance to The Shadow. This rider appeared to be a Mexican of the
poorer class. He was attired in old, ill-fitting clothes; his darkened face
| ooked | ong and droopy beneath the broad brimof a battered straw sonbrero.

The horse that the Mexican rode was a weary nag that could hardly stand
a half-day's journey. It seened to sag under the weight of its rider and the
frayed saddl e pack that hung beside him Even though the pack was a Iight one,
the horse apparently disliked the added burden.

C ose to Ensenada, the Mexican paused to rest his horse. Before himlay
the narrow streets that marked the center of the town; beyond was the bl ue bay
of Todos Los Santos, where a clumsy steanship was noored anong smaller craft.

To the average travel er, Ensenada woul d appear to be a pitiful town; and
its harbor a poor one. To |ocal inhabitants, however, the place was inportant.
Ensenada, with its population of nmore than three thousand, was by far the
| argest town south of Tia Juana. Moreover, it was the only seaport along two
hundred and fifty mles of coast. That accounted for the presence of sone
handsome yachts anong the smaller craft in the harbor. And the boats al so
i ndi cated anot her fact.

Ensenada had gai ned popul arity since the opening of a highway south from
the International Boundary. It was a spot that attracted tourists from
California, who wanted a real glinpse of AOd Mexico. Mst Americans drove down
by car; but some-as the yachts indicated-preferred the water route.

THE nount ed Mexi can grinned, as though the view of Ensenada pl eased him
Cucking to his horse, he rode toward the town and soon reached a narrow
street where bal conies projected fromthe second fl oors of white-walled
bui | di ngs. He weaved his way through an all eyway; then to another street. The
Mexi can had reached the center of Ensenada.

Few persons were abroad during the siesta hour. Cccasional white-clad
Mexi cans, |oungi ng beneath bal conies, |ooked asleep on their feet. Mst of the
shops were closed, with blinds drawn; yet there were eyes that scanned the
stranger who rode so slowy. Loungers, and watchers from shop w ndows, were
studying all persons who came to Ensenada. The ill-clad Mexican passed their
i nspection. He could not be the nman for whom t hey wat ched.

On a side street, the Mexican stopped his horse beside a small building
that served as a hotel. He eyed it sleepily, as though the place offered a
chance for a siesta. D smounting, he hitched his horse in the shade and
entered. A sleeping clerk woke up and eyed the new guest sourly, until the
| atter plunked some silver pesos on the counter

Money commanded respect. The clerk decided that he had a room even for
so ill-attired a guest. He showed the arrival to a roomand arranged to stable
the sorry horse. As the clerk left the room the new guest spraw ed upon the
bed to take his siesta.

Two hours later, the ill-clad Mexican reappeared downstairs. He sl ouched
out to the street; saw a clothing shop a few doors away. Siesta tine had
passed. The shop had opened for business. The droopy-faced Mexican was
grinning as he jingled a pocketful of silver pesos. Wen he came back to the
hotel, he carried a large bundle to his room There, he changed attire.

In place of a peon, he becane an exanple of the latest in Mexican
fashi ons. The clothes that he had bought were expensive ones. He | ooked like a
visitor fromMexico City, rather than an arrival fromthe hills. His face had
| ost its droopiness.

Looking into a large, cracked mirror beside the bed, the transforned
Mexican indulged in a slight smle. Fromhis |lips came the whisper of a |augh
It was an echo of the taunt that had sounded above the arroyo in the Sierras.

The Mexi can was The Shadow. Qutside of Ensenada, he had found a vill age,
where a silver-hoardi ng peon had gl adl y exchanged horses and given ol d cl ot hes
and pesos in addition

Opening the frayed saddl e bag, The Shadow produced his briefcase. From
it, he brought a flat make-up kit and retouched the dye that adorned his face.
He al so produced a silver-mounted revolver that he had gained in exchange for



an automatic. It was the sort of weapon that went with his new attire.

Strolling to the stairs, The Shadow watched the cl erk counting noney.
When the fellow turned to put the cash in a strong box, The Shadow strolled
out through the door. The clerk | ooked up just in tine to see The Shadow s
departure. He thought that the well-dressed Mexi can was soneone who had
stepped in fromthe street, and then decided to go out again.

THE streets of Ensenada had |ivened. Dusk was approachi ng; autonobiles
were arriving fromthe North. Storekeepers were preparing their shops for the
benefit of Americanos, who were apt to spend nany pesos. All around were
eager-eyed Mexicans, ready to steer visitors to restaurants and casi nos where
the night life flourished.

They paid no attention to The Shadow. They took himfor a Mexican, and
they were | ooking for Americans. But anong those watchers, The Shadow knew,
were some who were | ooking for one specific Americano. They were hoping to see
a hawk-faced stranger who answered the description of Lamont Cranston.

Agents of Quetzal were due for disappointnent. The Shadow had reversed
the tables. He was spotting them one by one. Entering a tobacco shop, he
bought a packet of cigaros. Pocketing a handful of copper change, he placed a
thin cigar between his Iips and politely nudged a staring Mexican away from
the cigar lighter at the w ndow.

The fell ow noved aside; kept up his ceasel ess stare toward the street.
He was | ooking for The Shadow, that |ounger, not know ng that the personage he
sought was at that moment lighting a cigaro at his el bow

Leavi ng the tobacco shop, The Shadow came to a small restaurant that
bore the sign: "Cafe Federal." Inside were Mexicans sipping nmescal and
tequila. A fat-faced proprietor was at the door, as though advertising the
fact that dinners were already being served.

As The Shadow paused for a few last puffs at his cigaro, a solem-faced
I ndi an staggered up to the cafe, weighted by a huge burden of blankets. He
dropped the | oad beside the doorway and began to spread the bl ankets, gazing
askance at the cafe proprietor. The fat-faced Mexi can | aughed.

"Very well, Myo," he said, in Spanish. "You may sell the bl ankets here.
But you nust tell the Americanos that they should try the Cafe Federal."

Moyo nodded sol enmmly, and kept on preparing his display of blankets. Two
Ameri cans arrived; they shook their heads as Myo held up a blanket. The
I ndi an gestured toward the cafe; the Anericans paused, then decided to go in
there. The fat proprietor beamed toward Myo and fol |l owed the custoners, to
show themto a table in the cafe.

Moyo saw The Shadow, held up a bl anket in hope that he mght sell it to
the wel |l -dressed Mexi can. The Shadow took the bl anket; then returned it.

St oopi ng toward the Indian, he spoke in | owtoned Spanish

"l am Senor Renbole."

Moyo's dull eyes sparkled. The Indian nunbl ed the question

"You wi sh a bl anket, senor?"

"Si," returned The Shadow. "One with a red border."

"I have one." Myo reached anong the blankets. "The price is twenty-five
The Shadow shook his head as Mdyo produced the blanket. He took the
corner of the blanket fromthe Indian's hand, and renarked:

"It is worth no nore than twenty."

Moyo' s eyes gl eaned again. The | ndian pressed his hand agai nst The
Shadow s. Beneath the corner of the blanket, The Shadow s fingers received a
tiny wad of paper. Wth a |last glance, The Shadow tossed the bl anket to Myo;
turni ng away, he entered the Cafe Federal

pesos.

AT a table near the wi ndow, The Shadow opened t he message with one hand,
hol ding a printed nenu, he glanced at the paper in his palm He read these
words, in English:

Casino Del Toro. Room E. Nine o'clock



As The Shadow s gl ance was | owered, a coupé rolled along the street
out side. Seated by the Mexican driver was a Spani sh woman of narked beauty.

Her bl acki sh eyes and hair forned a marked contrast to her olive tinted skin.
Hers was a face so striking that it could not well be forgotten

Qddly, the woman coul d remenber faces that she had seen before, as well
as others could recollect her. Like nen who strolled the streets of Ensenada,
she was | ooking for a nasklike countenance that went with Lanont Cranston. She
saw The Shadow seated in the wi ndow of the cafe; but, on this occasion, her
menory went amiss. Despite the keenness of her gaze, the Spani sh woman fail ed
to pierce The Shadow s present disguise.

It was unfortunate that Myyo had never seen the woman before. O herw se
he m ght have had a nessage of his own for The Shadow. As it happened, the
I ndian was busy with his blankets. He did not even notice the coupé as it
rol | ed past.

Nor did The Shadow. As he pocketed the crunpled message, he | ooked out
to the street, just too late to see the car that carried the observant
passenger. A waiter approached; The Shadow ordered dinner. He intended to bide
his time at the Cafe Federal until the hour of nine.

Had The Shadow spied the wonman in the car, his plans would have
under gone i mredi ate change. O all persons who m ght be in Ensenada, that
worman coul d prove to be nost dangerous. Her present destination had nmuch to do
with The Shadow s cause. If he had seen Dol ores Borenza, he would have [|eft
the Cafe Federal and taken up her trail.

More than that, The Shadow woul d have sent a warning through Myo, to
reach the nessenger-sender who had signed hinself "R " The Shadow woul d never
have | et hours drift, had he known that Dol ores Borenza was in Ensenada.

So far, The Shadow had defeated the thrusts of the superplotter called
Quetzal. At this hour, The Shadow s m ssion seened on the verge of success.
That was no | onger a certainty.

G eater menace was to confront The Shadow, thanks to Dol ores Borenza.

CHAPTER VI

SYMBOLS OF THE SERPENT

SOON after the coupé had passed the Cafe Federal, it swng fromthe
narrow streets of Ensenada and followed a road that led to a high-walled
guadr angl e just outside the town. That wall narked the presidi o of Ensenada;
khaki -uni formed sol diers were on guard outside the nmilitary reservation

The driver of the coupé announced that he had business with the
commandant. The car was allowed to pass through the gate. It rolled past a
squatly building that served as the nmilitary prison, where ugly faces |eered
t hrough barred wi ndows. Farther on, the car arrived at the commandant's
headquarters.

The driver alighted | ong enough to speak to a sentry. \When the sol dier
t ook the message indoors, the man stepped back into the coupé. Dol ores Borenza
opened the door on her side of the car, preparing to step out as soon as the
sentry returned.

In the conmandant's office, a tall, lean officer was seated at a desk.
He wore the uniformof a Mexican colonel; and he was busy opening a |ong
envel ope that was addressed to Col onel Pedro Laplata, commandant at Ensenada.

Anti ci pati on showed on the tawny, w thered countenance of Col onel
Laplata. His leatherish lips franed a snmile, as his avaricious fingers drew a
bundl e of American currency fromthe envel ope.

There were one thousand dollars in the bundle. The commandant spread the
bills to count them but stopped abruptly when he heard the sentry's rap at
the door. Thrusting the noney into a desk drawer, the col onel barked a conmand
to enter.

The sentry stepped in with the news that a senorita named Dol ores
Borenza had requested an interview with Col onel Laplata. The commandant



ordered the sentry to usher in the visitor

Col onel Lapl ata was pacing the space in front of his desk when Dol ores
arrived. Hi s dryish forehead furrowed when he nmet the visitor. Dol ores Borenza
was clad in black, a hue that added to her charm Her attire, though, gave her
an insidi ous appearance that troubled the comuandant.

"You wi shed to see ne," remarked the colonel, cautiously. "May | inquire
why, senorita?"

Dol ores smled, as she seated herself near the colonel's desk. Wthout a
word, she opened a silver cigarette case and extracted a silk-tipped
cigarette. She turned the interior of the case so that the inner lid was
toward the commandant. There, the col onel saw an engraved device: the pluned
serpent that represented Quetzal

The conmmandant stood rigid, as Dol ores snapped the cigarette case shut.
The click roused him He faced the inquiring glint of the woman's eyes.
Tur ni ng about, the commandant stepped past his desk, to a small shelf that
formed a niche in the wall. On that shelf was a crude vase, a relic of Aztec
pottery. The colonel turned the vase so that the back half cane in view

Enbl azoned upon the Aztec vase was the plumed head of Quetzal. The
commandant turned toward Dol ores. H's visitor displayed a wise snile

"What do you wi sh?" inquired the commandant, his tone a strained one. "I
have done all that Quetzal has asked, in repaynment for the funds that |
receive. My soldiers have arrested none of those who serve Quetzal."

"They must do nore," declared Dol ores. "Quetzal has a new demand, senor
commandant . "

THE col onel sat down at his desk. He viewed Dol ores steadily. He saw her
as one who was in the close confidence of the nysterious Quetzal

"The ways of Quetzal baffle ne," adnmitted the colonel. "For nonths, he
has been interested in the irrigation project at the nouth of the Col orado
River. But that is | eagues fromhere-across the Sierras, on the Gulf of
Cal i forni a.

"True, there are Anericanos there-engi neers enpl oyed by sone huge
conpany. Perhaps Quetzal does not |ike the gringos; but why should he send
spies to the Col orado delta? Wiy shoul d those spies cone here? What does it
mean to sone foreign government, the one with whom Quetzal has negoti ated?"

Dol ores wore a sphinx-like smle, that offered no prom se of an answer.
When she spoke, however, she produced the explanation that the commandant
want ed. Her words brought anmazenent to Col onel Laplata's tawny face.

"The project at the nouth of the Col orado," declared Dol ores, "is not
one of irrigation. It concerns the establishnent of a huge mlitary base, for
ships and for planes. The corporation that has supplied the funds is the
government of the United States!”

"I nmpossi bl e!" excl ai ned the commandant. "The nouth of the Colorado is in
Mexican territory!"

"Quite true," agreed Dol ores. "The operations are the result of a secret
treaty between Mexico and the United States. That is why they have adopted the
irrigation canouflage. The actual nen in charge are mlitary engineers from
Washi ngt on. "

Col onel Laplata tilted back in his chair. He spread his lips in a snle
He chortl ed, as he brought the noney fromthe desk drawer. He thwacked the
bills between his hands.

"I have worried because of this!" he exclainmed. "I have thought perhaps
| made a mistake to take gringo noney from Quetzal. Bah! My worries were
f ool i sh!

"I detest the gringos"-the commandant was gl aring as he spoke. "I nust
protect the Anericanos who cone to Ensenada, because it is nmy duty; and they
have a consul here. You understand that, senorita-"

"OfF course. That is why Quetzal chose you. He knew you woul d be pl eased
when you | earned that your efforts would nmake trouble for the American
gover nment . "



THE commandant seemed nore pleased than ever. He nestled his chin in his
hand and gazed fromthe w ndow, toward the mountains, as if visualizing the
mout h of the Col orado River, mles beyond.

"It is very plain," declared the commandant. "The gringos fear for their
Pacific coast. They must extend their |ine of defense. Perhaps they would |ike
this whole territory of Baja California to be theirs; but they woul d never
dare to ask for it.

"Never, for they have robbed Mexico nuch in the past. So, instead, they
seek a treaty; and they gain it. They are allowed to spend their mllions of
dollars, establishing a base. They promi se to defend Mexico in return; but it
is their own skins that they wish to protect. Irrigation? O course, they wll
give that, too. They must cover their mlitary operations.

"One man has learned all that." Colonel Laplata' s eyes showed
admration. "Quetzal, he calls himself. He has sent spies to the Col orado
delta. They have cone here, to Ensenada, where all is safe. The infornmation
wi Il be gathered by Quetzal, delivered to the government that expects it. Ah,
it is good, senorita. Al very good!"

The conmmandant's ent husi asm was exceedi ng the hopes of Dol ores Borenza.
The tinme had conme for her to deliver new orders from Quetzal. Dol ores showed
wi sdom i n her nethod.

"All was well,"” she told the comuandant, "until the Anericanos |earned
of Quetzal. They sent their own spies to Ensenada.”

"Ah!" exclainmed the colonel. "That is why the men of Quetzal were so
busy here."

"Yes. It became death for any gringo to visit Ensenada in the service of
his governnent. Only one has stayed here; one whomwe could not find. He
bel ongs to the Anerican secret service. H's nane is Janes R kel and."

Dol ores paused. She saw that the commandant was fuming inwardly, as
t hough he woul d have Iiked the news before.

"We have found Janes Ri kel and," added Dol ores. "Tonight, he will die,
bef ore he can speak the facts that he has |earned."

A snile gleamed fromthe conmandant's face. Col onel Lapl ata approved of
t he prospective murder. Suddenly, his expression changed. Angrily, he snapped:

"You say Rikeland will die before he speaks? If he is here al one, who
can hear hi m speak?"

"The Shadow, " returned Dol ores. "El Orbre is here in Ensenada!"

COLONEL LAPLATA stiffened in his chair. He had heard of The Shadow. His
tawny face showed di smay, as he watched Dol ores draw a fol ded paper from a
pocket of her dress. Calmy, the senorita spoke:

"The Shadow was sunmmoned to Washi ngton. He was sent to contact Ri kel and.
| learned of it. | started for Ensenada before The Shadow | eft WAshi ngton
Wrd reached Quetzal. The Shadow s pl ane was destroyed."

Pl easure showed on Laplata's leathery lips. It faded when Dol ores added:

"The Shadow escaped alive, with the pilot. They reached a haci enda owned
by an Anericano naned Latiner Creeth. The Shadow rode by horse for Ensenada.
The pilot has gone to Mexico City; no harmw |l be done him for he knows
not hi ng.

"Death was pl anned for The Shadow in the nountains. He escaped it. By
this time, he is in Ensenada. Every Americano has been watched. W are sure
that not one can be The Shadow. "

Col onel Lapl ata sat puzzled. Suddenly, an idea struck him He recalled
what he had heard of The Shadow s ability at disguise. He exclai med:

"El Orbre! Un Mexicano!"

Dol ores Borenza nodded.

"I f The Shadow has adopted such di sguise," she declared, "there will be
no conplications, senor conmandant. Once captured, he will becone a prisoner
here at your presidio."

The possibility pleased the commandant i mmensely. He di spl ayed



ent husiasm then curbed it.

"Buenos," he declared. "But | shall be careful, senorita. All will be
done in good nilitary fashion."

"That is the way Quetzal would prefer it."

Dol ores arose. The col onel canme up fromthe desk, turned about to tw st
the vase so that its serpent enblem faced the wall. He acconpani ed Dol ores out
to the car. Dusk had settled over the presidio; the lights of Ensenada were
twi nkling off beyond the high wall.

"One question, senorita," remarked the commandant in a | ow tone, as they
neared the coupé. "You have seen Quetzal ?"

Dol ores paused to shake her head.

"Who has seen Quetzal ?" she returned. "No one. Not, at |least, to know

him | mght be Quetzal; so mght you, senor comandant; but neither of us
are.

"Today, word reached nme from Quetzal. | do not know from where he sent
it. | learned the facts that | have told to you. | learned this also"-the
worman' s tone had | owered to a whisper. "Quetzal will be in Ensenada tonight."

"To deal with Ri kel and?"

"Yes. And perhaps to neet The Shadow, afterward. Your assistance, senor
conmandant, may not be necessary."”

Dol ores entered the car. Col onel Laplata watched the coupé drive from
the presidio. Wen it had gone, the commandant returned to his office. He
counted his new noney; added it to a |larger hoard of currency in a netal box
at the bottom of the | owest desk drawer. He gl oated, as he viewed the funds
that he had received from Quetzal. That sort of noney pl eased the conmmandant.

Cool ly, the colonel began to prepare the orders for the night. Soldiers
woul d be plentiful in Ensenada this evening; soldiers who wore Mexican
uni forms and were loyal to their governnment, but who took instructions from
Col onel Lapl at a.

As such, the full mlitary force at the presidio would becone the
unwitting tools of Quetzal. The naster-spy who used the serpent enbl em had
chosen wel I, when he had added Col onel Pedro Laplata to his pay roll.

The Shadow, should he escape the toils of Quetzal, would find hinself
opposed by overwhel mi ng odds, represented by an entire Mexican reginment.

The capture of The Shadow seemed a certainty to Col onel Laplata; and
such capture woul d produce a definite sequel

Death to The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |

AT THE CASI NO DEL TORO

IT was nearly nine o' clock when The Shadow | eft the Cafe Federal
Beneath the outer bal cony, he saw Myo, still peddling his blankets. The
stout-faced Indian did not even glance at the supposed Mexican to whom he had
gi ven R kel and' s message.

Sauntering amd the street throngs, The Shadow sumed the facts that he
had been told concerning R kel and. The man had lived in Mexico for years; he
had served as special contact between the Mexican governnent and WAshi ngt on
chiefly to aid in the mai ntenance of the arnms enbargo that prevented
revol utions.

Spi es had been reported at the Col orado delta. They had been linked with
Ensenada. Ri kel and had gone to Ensenada i mmedi ately, from Mexico City. That
was why he had passed unsuspected by the agents of Quetzal. Unfortunately,

Ri kel and coul d not | eave Ensenada; and those who had tried to reach him had
fail ed.

The task had become The Shadow s. Here in Ensenada, he had found the one
aid whom Ri kel and trusted: Myo, the Indian bl anket-seller. The message passed
by Moyo was enphatic proof that Rikeland still believed hinself safe.

Was Ri kel and saf e?

The Shadow had asked hinsel f that question often during the past few
hours. The answer was uncertain; but the fact that Ri kel and had survived so



long in Ensenada put the odds in the government agent's favor. Neverthel ess,
The Shadow kept a keen | ookout for any factors that nmight prove otherw se.
Qddly, the evidences that The Shadow saw pointed definitely to Rikeland' s
advant age.

Quet zal ' s agents were as nunerous as before, apparently | ooking for an
Ameri can who answered the description of Lanbnt Cranston. Since they were on
the streets in nunbers, it was obvious that they would be few at the Casino
Del Toro. The other factor that The Shadow noted was the preval ence of
soldiers in uniform

The Shadow had received no information regarding any tie-up between
Quetzal's nmen and the military. News of such a | eague would certainly have
reached Mexico City, to be forwarded to Washi ngton. Furthernore, the Mexican
government woul d have applied quick clanps of its own.

In fact, the presence of the soldiers |ooked |like a handicap for
Quet zal ' s agents. The Shadow noticed | oungers shift whenever uniformed nen
neared them The mi strust was not faked; that was why it actually deceived The
Shadow Quet zal was managi ng a cl ever gane tonight. Neither his own nmen nor the
sol diers knew that they had a comon cause.

Quetzal 's nmen were | ooking for an American. The soldiers had orders to
bring in any Mexican who started trouble. Those separate ains prom sed trouble
for The Shadow. In the neantime, the soldiers were suspiciously watching the
very men who were to becone their allies later

THE SHADOW reached the Casino Del Toro. It was a pretentious place,
conpared with others in Ensenada. The front forned a sidewal k cafe; beyond the
tabl es was a dance floor, with a small orchestra in the background. Tables
lined the side walls; The Shadow saw booths that were scarcely noticeable
beneath the nodul ated |ight.

Passi ng among t he nearer tables, The Shadow reached the innernost
portion of the sidewal k cafe. He ordered a bottle of wine; while the waiter
was bringing it, he watched a dance begin. The coupl es who cane fromthe
tables included a fair proportion of Mexicans; but Anericans were in the
maj ority.

The main roomwas a high one; for its three inner walls were flanked by
a bal cony, with stairways at each rear corner. The Shadow saw doors open al ong
t he bal cony. Diners who had engaged private roons were com ng down to the
dance fl oor.

Counting along the left wall, The Shadow saw one door that did not open
It was the fifth in the row, the door that would I ogically designate Room E.

The waiter brought the bottle of wine. The Shadow filled a glass, lifted
it, and paused to | ook across the dance floor. His dyed face displayed a
sudden smile; apparently, he had recognized a friend in a party at a far
table. Putting down the glass, The Shadow | eft his table and went around the
dance floor. Al the while, his snile increased.

Any one who happened to notice hi msupposed that he was some Mexi can who
had recogni zed old friends. The Shadow seened quite anxi ous to reach his
conrades; but he ran into obstacles. Tables bl ocked his path; so did waiters.
Bef ore he reached the corner table, its occupants had risen and were stepping
toward the dance fl oor.

The Shadow paused; with a shrug of his shoulders, he decided to wait at
the corner table until the dance was finished. He sat down and |ighted one of
his long cigaros. Through hal f-cl osed eyelids, he made sure that he had
attracted no attention

The dance ended, patrons began to crowd back toward the tables. Hi dden
from conspi cuous vi ew, The Shadow arose and strolled toward the near-by
staircase. He foll owed several persons who were going up to one of the private
di ni ng roonmns.

They passed the door on which The Shadow saw the letter "E " plain at
this close range. As the others went into different roons, The Shadow kept on
past themuntil he reached Room A, which, |ike Room E, was unoccupi ed. The



Shadow remai ned there until the nusic began anew.

The music of the next dance was the sort that proved irresistible to the
upstairs diners. The orchestra was playing "La Cucaracha"; the notes of the
ever - popul ar tune brought a round of applause fromthe crowd. Doors opened
al ong the bal cony. Every one was starting down to the dance fl oor

The Shadow followed the throng until he reached the door of Room E.
There, he paused; he eased the door inward and steeped into darkness. A noment
| ater, the door eased shut behind him

I N the darkness, The Shadow spoke two nanes, using a | owtoned Spani sh
accent. They were the only countersign he needed. One, the nane of the man
whom he had conme to neet; the other, the nane which he hinself was using:

"R kel and- Renbol e-"

Wth his right hand on the handle of his silver-nmounted revol ver, The
Shadow pressed the light switch with his left. He had |l ocated the switch
instantly, thanks to his inspection of a sinilar room al ong the bal cony.
Lights glimered froma ceiling chandelier. The Shadow studied the interior of
a seeningly deserted room

H's right fingers tightened; the revolver canme into view. Nine o' clock
had passed; Rikeland' s absence signified that sonething had gone wong. The
Shadow had counted upon Ri kel and bei ng present earlier than the exact hour
naned i n the nessage.

At first glance, the room appeared undisturbed. Like RoomA, it was
simply furnished, with a round dining table and chairs in the center. The wall
at the right had a long mirror; that at the left, a curtai ned doorway t hat
connected with the next dining room In this respect, RoomE was the reverse
of Room A, which had the connecting door at the right.

The Shadow shifted toward the | eft. The nove gave hima view beyond the
table. There, The Shadow saw the projecting el bow of a huddl ed body. He
st epped past the table, |ooked down upon an upturned face. He saw the drawn
features of a blunt-faced man, whose head was partially bald.

The victimanswered The Shadow s description of Janes R kel and.

THE slain man was clad in tuxedo; his white shirt front was gory. A
knife-thrust to the heart had finished R kel and. A hanging corner of the
tabl ecl ot h showed crinmson streaks where a nmurderer had calmy w ped bl ood from
t he kni f e- bl ade.

Ri kel and's fists were clenched, as though ready for battle that he had
never been able to give. Fromone projected a torn slip of paper. Stooping,
The Shadow drew it fromthe dead nan's grasp. Spreading the paper in his left
hand, he arose, noved nearer the table and raised the slip to read it in the
light.

There were penciled words, in Rikeland's handwiting. They matched the
nmessage that The Shadow had received earlier. That nmessage had conforned to
speci mens of Rikeland' s handwiting that The Shadow had been shown in
Washi ngt on.

The strip of paper was a slender one. It had been torn fromthe right
edge of a single sheet. The nurderer had taken the bul k of the nessage. Not
even a conplete word renai ned on the portion that The Shadow had found. The
fragnment showed these parts of words:

zal .
ana
ei gn
gnal

abl e

no.

The letters were carefully witten, as had been the case with Ri kel and's
previ ous nmessage. The inference was obvi ous. Rikeland had prepared a brief
report for The Shadow, in case he found it inpossible to make nore than



passi ng contact.

Much t hough he trusted Moyo, he had been unwilling to send his
i nformati on by the Indian, for Mdyo m ght have made some mi stake. Ri kel and had
i ntended at |east to see The Shadow, before giving himthis inportant word.

It was not probable that Ri kel and's murderer had been in too great.
haste to take the remai ning piece of the torn nmessage. The col d- bl ooded ki l
was proof that the assassin was a man of iron nerve. That, and the inportance
of the nurder, indicated that Quetzal hinself had done the deed.

There were ot her reasons why a murderer |ike Quetzal would have left the
torn paper in Rikeland' s fist. Perhaps because the narrow fragnent seened a
wort hl ess clue; possibly as a grimjest for the benefit of the person who
found the body.

Nei t her of these were sufficient for The Shadow. They did not go deep
enough. There was a greater, nore insidious, reason why The Shadow had
di scovered the remai ns of Rikeland' s nmessage. The purpose was al ready
realized. Quetzal expected The Shadow to come here. He had left the clue to
attract The Shadow s attention; to hold himon the scene of crine.

The Shadow had suspected that, the nmonent he took the paper from
Ri kel and's fist. That was why he raised the paper to the light. At the Cafe
Federal, The Shadow had given full attention to a nessage, because danger had
been absent there.

Here, the case was different. By holding the paper alnost to the |evel
of his eyes, The Shadow was able to | ook beyond it. H s slight sidestep toward
the Iight gave another advantage that he wanted.

Across the room The Shadow could see the wall mirror. It gave hima
reflected view of the curtained doorway that was no nore than five feet behind
his right shoul der. The Shadow was watching for a notion there. He saw the
slight rustle that he expected.

There was an upward creep beneath the curtain. It went too high to be a
| eveling gun. The notion signified a hidden knife, raised in a nmurderer's
hand. Behind that curtain, Quetzal was preparing for a forward drive, its
finish the dowmmward sweep of a knife-thrust, with The Shadow s neck the
target.

Rl KELAND S body had been placed at a perfect spot for the nurderer to
strike. Quetzal had expected The Shadow to remain there while he studied the
slip of paper. The Shadow had bal ked that plan; but he was still within the
murderer's range. He had, however, gained two advantages that the killer did
not suspect.

The Shadow knew t hat Quetzal intended to use a knife instead of a gun
He coul d al so see the reflected notions of the curtain that conceal ed the
nur der er.

Musi c was |l oud fromthe dance fl oor bel ow. The orchestra was repeating
the chorus of "La Cucaracha"; voices were shouting the words of the song.
There was tinme to deal with the rmurderer behind the curtain, before persons
cane up to the bal cony. The Shadow deci ded to speed Quetzal's nove

Wth his left hand, he tucked the torn paper slip into his pocket. He
pl aced his revol ver beneath his coat. H's right foot noved, as though starting
its first step toward the door. Instantly, a knife-blade glimered its
reflection fromthe mrror. Curtains were parting at the top. The nurderer was
starting his drive with a long swing of the arm

The nove that The Shadow performed was a backward drop, that carried him
bel ow the level of the mirror. He lost all sight of the reflected curtain.
Instead of that view, he received the drive of the killer's body.

The stabbing hand sped across The Shadow s shoul der. Speedi ng upward,
The Shadow s fists clanped the assassin's throat. A gurgled snarl sounded from
lips that The Shadow did not see. The bl ade dropped from Quetzal's hand, as
the halted nmurderer tried to grapple in return

Crouched, The Shadow heaved upward. He was ready to rel ease that hold.
When he did, his opponent would hurtle headl ong under the inpetus that The



Shadow s arnms could give. A skull cracking crash against the wall would end a
murderer's attenpt at fight.

Toying with his withing antagoni st, The Shadow swung around to head
Quet zal toward the wall beside the curtain.

The twi st carried The Shadow s gaze toward the outer doorway. Timed to
his swi ng, the door bashed inward. On the threshold stood a gl aring Mexican
The fellow s fist was at his hip, leveling a revolver. Chance had brought one
of Quetzal's men here to witness the conquest of his chief.

VWH LE the door still swung inward, The Shadow | unged. Like a hunman
catapult, he propelled his burden straight for the aimng Mexican. The figure
of Quetzal formed a whirling mass, as it struck the man in the doorway. Both
figures sprawl ed across the bal cony and crashed hard agai nst the wooden rai
above the dance fl oor.

There were shouts fromthe stairs. Ghers of Quetzal's nen had foll owed
the first-comer fromthe floor bel ow.

The Shadow did not wait to view Quetzal's slow rise fromthe bal cony
rail. The killer was on hands and knees, groggy, his face turned toward the
floor; but the Mexican with the revolver was swinging to aimtoward The
Shadow.

Sl amm ng the door, The Shadow cut off the attack. He snapped the |ight
switch; sprang for the curtain where Quetzal had so |ately hidden. Beyond the
curtain, The Shadow found the connecting door. It yielded when he turned the
knob. The Shadow had expected that door to open. He knew that Quetzal had
intended to exit that way.

What The Shadow did not expect was the greeting that he received. He had
seen diners leave this roomthe one marked "D'-to join the dance on the fl oor
bel ow. Room D, therefore, should have been enpty. Instead, it was occupi ed.
Two nmen stood on either side of the closed outer door, each with a |eveled
revol ver. One was a grinning Mxican; the other a hard-faced American

Agents of Quetzal, both. Sentinels whomthe master-plotter had pl aced
here to guard his retreat. The Shadow, his gun but half drawn, was bl ocked by
t hese wat chers who had not noved fromtheir posts.

A clatter fromthe next roomtold that new attackers were arriving
there. The Shadow s chance for retreat was ended. Were a | one nurderer had
failed, a score of killers were ready to sound The Shadow s doom

CHAPTER VI I |

DEATH POSTPONED

INthe crisis that so suddenly confronted him The Shadow sei zed t he
only course that promsed life. Battle, alone, could save himfromthe horde
of Quet zal

The situation called for a drive past the two guards who bl ocked the
door of this tawdry dining room yet blind attack would bring certain death to
The Shadow. That know edge flashed instantly to his brain; and with it, The
Shadow instinctively found an answer to the dil enma.

He had swung the connecting door toward the two nen who bl ocked the
outlet. H s left hand was on the knob; his right was drawi ng the revol ver.
Instead of driving toward the two nmen in the light, The Shadow swung back into
t he darkened roomthat he had just left, pulling the door shut with him

As he performed the sudden retreat, The Shadow saw the two nen spring
toward him Their revolvers blasted toward the closing door. The bullets were
bel ated, by less than a half second; but that was sufficient for The Shadow.

VWheel i ng cl ear about, The Shadow still gripped the knob of the
connecting door with his left hand. To his right was the outer door of the
dar kened room through it were plunging Quetzal's main force of desperadoes.
They were ainming for the curtain of the connecting door. Before the
first-comers could fire, The Shadow s revol ver spoke.

Shafts of flame stabbed fromthe curtain; three quick shots that were
fired with precision. Oncoming attackers floundered; those behind them di ved



for the darkness all about the room O a half dozen, The Shadow had floored a
pair; but the others, scattering, ended The Shadow s advantage. Wen those
spreadi ng mar ksnmen ai med, the curtain would be their target. Wth only three
bullets left, The Shadow s revol ver was usel ess agai nst four foenen.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow had reserved those cartridges for a definite
pur pose.

Al ready, he could feel tugs at the connecting door. The two nmen in the
next roomwere trying to yank the barrier open, that they mght join the fray.
The Shadow had not forgotten them This rem nder was to his |iKking.

Twi sting about, The Shadow drove his full weight against the door,
bashed it inward to the next room As he plunged, he heard a snarled shout
fromthe darkened roomthat he was leaving. It told that Quetzal had | eaped in
fromthe bal cony.

Shots rang; bullets burned the curtains behind The Shadow s back.

Quet zal was using a gun instead of a knife; but again his thrusts were
failures.

THE SHADOW was al ready through the connecting door; and his hard stroke
agai nst the barrier had served himwell. Driving the door inward, The Shadow
had bow ed over the man who had been tuggi ng at the knob

Sprawling on the floor, his revolver gone fromhis hand, was the
hard-faced American. H's hands were going to his forehead, which had received
the hard swi ng of the door.

The I eering Mexican was still on his feet, dropping back to aimfor The
Shadow. He never fired. The Shadow jabbed a straight shot for his chest. The
Mexi can col | apsed. By elimnating one eneny with the door as a bl udgeon, The
Shadow had managed to handl e the other with a gunshot.

Wheel i ng across the room The Shadow fired his last two shots back
toward the curtain. One of Quetzal's men plunged through and spraw ed besi de
t he groaning Anerican. Another face showed at the curtains; with it, the
muzzl e of a revolver. The Shadow flung his enptied weapon straight for the
fellow s eyes. The foeman ducked away. Hi s departure gave The Shadow | eeway
for new action.

Snat ching up the gun that the hal f-stunned American had dropped, The
Shadow sprang out through the doorway to the bal cony. He came head-on agai nst
two attackers, who had heard the shots fromthe |ighted room

The Shadow sl edged the first with a revolver-stroke to the skull. As his
gun stopped at dead level, he fired before the second man could shoot. H s
shot clipped the man's gun arm The aimng revol ver sank, unfired.

At that noment, there seenmed a strange lull amd the fray. The Shadow
was at the balcony rail; the stairs were scarcely a dozen feet away. Yet it
woul d be suicide to use those stairs. Quetzal and half a dozen foll owers woul d
pour fromthe tiny dining roons, to forma firing squad al ong the bal cony.

The nusic had stopped bel ow. Dancers were flocking for the shelter of
t he booths beneath the | ow bal cony. The Mexi can orchestra was scranbling for
shelter. Across the dance floor lay the one path to safety: the open front
al ong the sidewal k. Patrons of the sidewal k cafe had hurried for the street.
No one had remained to bl ock The Shadow s possi bl e escape.

W TH one hand, The Shadow vaulted the bal cony rail. H's body seenmed to
poi se, turn slowy as it straightened downward. The drop that he took did not
| and The Shadow on the floor. Instead, he ended squarely atop a table just
bel ow t he bal cony edge.

H s left hand steadied against the table top, as his body doubled to
absorb the force of the drop. Regaining his balance instantly, The Shadow t ook
a |l ong bound toward the dance fl oor

The frightened custoners were treated to a display of one-man strategy.
The Shadow did not dash for the sidewal k. He sidestepped in that direction
moving rapidly in leftward fashion. H s right hand was ai m ng back for the
bal cony, the revolver shifting fromone door to the other. Every tine a



glaring face poked into view, The Shadow covered.

Shots were unnecessary. Heads bobbed back at sight of the aimng gun
Quet zal must have snarled commands fromthe darkness, for two men suddenly
sprang forth, one from each door

The Shadow fired fromthe edge of the sidewal k cafe. The first of the
two Mexicans bounded in the air, spraw ed across the bal cony rail and hung
there, his gun arm dangling downward while his glassy eyes surveyed the dance
fl oor.

The ot her man dived back for the safety of a dining room The shots that
he fired as he fled were hopel essly w de.

The Shadow stood waiting, in case the fell ow reappeared. No nove
occurred. Quetzal's nen had taken all the | ead dosage that they could stomach.

Ready to turn toward the street, The Shadow tightened. He heard shouts
behind him the clatter of men approaching on the run. He was tense for only a
nmonent, then a snile appeared upon his disguised |lips. The shout of a brisk
comand told himwho these arrivals were

A squad of Mexican soldiers had heard the sounds of battle at the Casino
Del Toro.

Keepi ng his gun ained calnmy toward the bal cony, The Shadow waited. A
pair of soldiers saw him sprang upon himand bore himto the floor between
two tables. They wrenched his revolver fromhis fist. The Shadow | et themtake
it. He knew that Quetzal's nen would not fire while he was in the clutch of
Mexi can troops.

TVENTY sol di ers had arrived; the platoon was under the conmand of a
frail, sharp-eyed lieutenant. Seeing that The Shadow was captured, the officer
| ooked up toward the bal cony and ordered his nen to cover the spot with their
rifles. Briskly, the lieutenant shouted for hidden nen to surrender

SlowWy, Quetzal's followers filed fromthe tiny dining roons, their
hands rai sed above their sullen faces. The Shadow watched them as he stood
pi nned between two soldiers. He studied every face. Mdst of the nen were
rough-1 ooki ng Mexi cans; there were a few Anericans anong them but the latter
wer e obviously renegades-riffraff who woul d serve any master who paid them

Not one of the surrendering crew could be Quetzal

Qddly, The Shadow had not gained a single glinpse of Quetzal's face.
First, the nurderer had been behind the curtains; then he had spraw ed beside
the balcony rail. Last of all, Quetzal had returned to the darkened room

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow knew that Quetzal could be none of these. The
mast er-f oe had chosen departure. H s task had been an easy one. Wile his nen
were filing forth, Quetzal had left by a wi ndow of the darkened upstairs
di ning room dropping to the seclusion of an outside alleyway.

The trick was a smart one; for the steady surrender of Quetzal's nen
made the |ieutenant suppose that none had chosen flight. He ordered soldiers
to line up the prisoners; then sent other menbers of his platoon up to the
bal cony.

Scanni ng the rough-cl ad prisoners, the young lieutenant passed themwth
a contenptuous glance. He turned toward The Shadow, recognized himas a man of
some inportance. Wth a bow, the officer announced:

"l am Li eutenant Coroza. Your nane, senor?"

"Jose Renbole," replied The Shadow, calmy. "From Mexico City."

"\What happened here, senor?"

Free fromthe grasp of the soldiers, The Shadow gave a shrug of his
shoul ders. In perfect Spanish, he told a sinple story.

"The pl ace was crowded," he declared. "I went to the bal cony, hoping to
find an enpty roomto dine. I went into the one marked 'E.' There | found a
dead man. Un Anmericano. He had been stabbed."

A sergeant was shouting news fromthe bal cony, telling of R keland's
body; and of others, who had fallen in the gun fray.

"The murderer was there," expressed The Shadow. "He tried to stab ne
al so. He failed. The others came to his aid. They did not manage to kill ne.



THE ot her prisoners began to snarl protests. They accused The Shadow;
the lieutenant silenced them They were rogues; their testinony could not be
accepted. The Shadow was producing credentials, to prove that he was Jose
Rembol e. Li eutenant Coroza was ready to favor The Shadow s cause

From t he booths around the dance floor, respectabl e | ooking persons had
crowded forward. Sonme were Mexicans; others Anericans, who appeared to be
chance tourists. Cupped hands di spl ayed tokens that bore the feathered serpent
enbl em Tools of Quetzal stepped fromthe throng. One spoke to Lieutenant
Cor oza.

"I saw Senor Renbol e upon the bal cony, al one," announced a Mexi can
wi tness. "No one else was there, lieutenant. Perhaps it was Senor Renbol e who
st abbed the Anericano."”

Nods of approval from other w tnesses nade Coroza consider the
testinmony. At last, the lieutenant shook his head.

"That does not disprove his story," he declared. "No one saw Senor

Rembol e kill any one."
"Ah, no, lieutenant? Look!" The speaker pointed to the bal cony,
i ndi cating the thuggi sh Mexi can who hung across the rail. "There is one that

Senor Renbole killed. W saw himfire the shot!"

O her witnesses babbl ed their agreenent.

"Senor Renbole fired fromthe tables at the sidewal k-"

"Point bl ank! Wthout cause!"

"The victimwas defensel ess-"

"It was nmurder, |ieutenant mo!"

Looki ng up, Coroza saw the open hands over the rail. The dead crook's
gun had dropped fromhis outflung arns; sone agent of Quetzal's had slyly
pl ucked it from anong the tables by the dance floor, to hide it.
Crcunmstantial evidence stood strong agai nst The Shadow.

O her witnesses could have denied that the dead Mexi can had been
unarmed; but few were bold enough to give such testinmony. Two who started to
step forward were drawn back by agents of Quetzal, who snarled threats in
their ears. The rest of the fal se witnesses crowded about Lieutenant Coroza,
asserting their demands.

"Arrest Renbole!" The cry was in unison. "Take himto the presidiol"

The lieutenant had no other choice. His opinion had already wavered. He
snapped a command to the soldiers. Custering about The Shadow, the troops
marched himto the street. Coroza ordered others to bring the witnesses. The
conmand was unnecessary. Quetzal's tools were follow ng the platoon of their
own accord

THRONGS parted on the outside street, to let the soldiers pass. Shouts
of derision were hurled at The Shadow. Mdb cries denmanded the bl ood of Senor
Jose Renbol e. The Shadow remai ned oblivious to the shouts. As he nmarched al ong
am d the flanking soldiers, he scanned the faces in the crowd.

The Shadow was | ooking for the nman who m ght be Quetzal

Al ong the narrow streets of Ensenada, to the road that led to the
presidio; there, the rabble faded, |eaving only the platoon of soldiers and
the fal se witnesses supplied by Quetzal. Nowhere along that march did The
Shadow see a face he recogni zed. Hi s conclusion was that Quetzal had |eft
Ensenada.

The Shadow had not seen all the faces along the line of march. Two had
escaped him One was that of Dol ores Borenza, peering down from a bal cony
above the narrow street. The olive-hued woman had w t hdrawn from view as the
processi on approached.

The other face was that of a man who stood in a little doorway, al nost
out of view H s roundish countenance wore a downturned smile; his eyes
glinted with narrowed gaze from beneath the brimof his fancy sonbrero. Wen
t he procession had gone by, this observer stepped forward with fol ded arns.

He was Sancho Maringuez. The bandit's cl othes were new and gaudy. He had



dressed well for this visit to Ensenada, and was pleased with his appearance;
for he unfolded his arns to snmooth away the few winkles in his velvet jacket.

A scar-faced man approached Maringuez. The newconer was Tonpi no; |ike
his chief, the lieutenant was dressed well. Maringuez spoke in purring tone,
that bore a trace of sarcasm

"Ah, Tonpino! You have arrived too late. | have been watching the

sol diers take their prisoner to the presidio."

"From the Casino Del Toro?"

"Si. You have heard then, what happened?"

Tompi no gri nned and nodded.

"One grand fight," declared Maringuez, as he rolled a cigarette. "Too
bad that you were not there to see it, Tonpino."

"I was | ate, because of riding into Ensenada-"

"Of course. | understand. But what does it matter? The sol diers have
captured the man who made the trouble. He is Senor Renmbole, fromMxico City.
A brave young officer captured him Lieutenant Coroza was the officer's nane.
It was very bad for Senor Renbole.

"Tonmorrow, at dawn, Senor Renbole will neet the firing squad." Maringuez
was smling wisely, as he made the prediction. "He will find out what it is
like, to stand unarnmed, while others aimtheir guns for his heart. Ah,
Tompino, it is too bad that Porog cannot know all this."

The reference neant nothing to Tonpi no. The scar-faced |ieutenant
recogni zed no connection between The Shadow and Senor Renbol e. He was pl eased
when Maringuez suggested that they dine. Tonpino was hungry fromhis ride.

Mari nguez chose the Cafe Federal. He and Tonpi no paused at the doorway,
to |l ook at Myyo's bl ankets. Maringuez picked up a bl anket, examined its
texture and tossed it down again. The Indian's wares did not inpress himwth
their quality.

When Maringuez and Tonpi no had gone into the cafe, Myo renmained as
notionl ess as before. If Myo had heard of Rikeland s death and The Shadow s
capture, his face did not betray it. Watever his thoughts, one fact was
certain.

The Indian still dwelt unnol ested in Ensenada. Myo, at |east, had
escaped the clutch of Quetzal

CHAPTER | X

AT THE PRESI DI O

A TRIBUNAL was in session at the presidio. Colonel Pedro Laplata sat as
sol e judge, eyeing the prisoner before him Col dness showed on the
conmandant's tawny face. Hi s stony gaze was proof that this trial was a farce
its verdict predeternined

The Shadow still retained the pose of Jose Renbol e. He shrugged his
shoul ders when he heard the testinony of some witnesses; |aughed indul gently
at the words of others. Al those who had been brought fromthe Casino Del
Toro placed the blame for battle and death upon Jose Renbol e.

Col onel Lapl ata was naking the whole farce |l egal. He had sumoned t he
Ameri can consul, because of Rikeland' s death. Laplata was enphasizing that the
prisoner-this nmurderer, Renbol e-had been responsible for R kel and' s deat h.

The consul, a frail, dreary-faced man, nodded his acceptance of the
fact. He was on his last lap of diplomatic service; he preferred to have
matters settled by the local authorities.

The Shadow al ready knew that he could count on no aid fromthe consul
The man was nerely a tenporary occupant of the post, who had happened to be on
the job in Ensenada when nmatters went w ong. WAshington had decided not to
recall the acting consul, fearing that the appointment of a new nan woul d
t hr ow suspi ci on upon Ri kel and.

To gain the consul's aid, The Shadow woul d have to cast aside the role
of Jose Renbol e. That could prove suicidal; and the consul -who knew not hi ng of
the real trouble in Ensenada-woul d not believe that the prisoner was an
Aneri can.



Better help seened likely fromthe mayor of Ensenada, who bore the title
of el presidente. He, too, had been sumoned by Col onel Laplata; and there was
a chance that he would object to the mlitary taking over the prisoner. In
fact, the presidente did begin an argunent along that line, until Laplata
silenced him

"Where woul d you keep the prisoner?" demanded the conmmandant. "In your
own jail? Pouf! The people are excited. They woul d denolish that frai
cheese-box. "

"You coul d supply soldiers, senor comandant"

"To protect your prisoner?" Laplata | eaned back and guffawed. "Suppose
the riot came? What would my sol diers do? They would bring the prisoner back
here to the presidio. So why should he be sent fromhere at all?"

The presidente had no answer to that question. Wth a spread of his
hands, he signified that the prisoner belonged to the commandant. Col one
Laplata grinned his approval; then straightened his Iips and glared toward The
Shadow.

"You may regard yourself fortunate, Senor Renbole," declared the
conmmandant, sneeringly. "It is better to be accorded nilitary justice, than
suffer the wath of a nob. | pronounce you guilty of the nurder of the
Ameri cano found stabbed at the Casino Del Toro. My sentence is death by the
firing squad, at dawn!"

W TNESSES grinned at the verdict; both the consul and the presidente
seened satisfied. A squad of soldiers surrounded The Shadow, to march himto
the presidio prison

Just before he faced about, The Shadow saw the satisfied gleamreturn to
the conmandant's |ips. Laplata had played his cards well. He had shifted the
charge fromthe death of a Mexican thug to that of Janes R kel and. That, he
was sure, would square matters in Mexico City.

Drunhead justice was not in good standing; but in this case, the
conmmandant was sure that he could explain it by stating that he had avoi ded
i nternational conplications through his decree.

There was one man present who doubted the conmandant's wi sdom That was
Li eut enant Coroza. The alert young officer remained after the others had gone.
Lapl ata eyed himsquintily; then snapped:

"Well, lieutenant? Wiy have you renai ned here?"

"Because of the testinmony," explained Coroza. "It was different, sir,
than | expected."

"Bah! The witnesses saw Renbol e commit the nurder.”

"They did not see himkill Rikeland."

"Ah, no. But they saw hi m shoot an unarned man upon the bal cony. Wat is
the difference?"

The conmmandant stroked his chin, as he waited for the lieutenant's
reply. He foresaw trouble from Coroza; he was | ooking for a way to offset it.
"The fight had begun," declared the lieutenant. "Men were seeking
Rembole's life. He was fighting in his own defense, when he fired that shot to
t he bal cony. At worst, it was a mistake. | expected a fair trial for Jose

Renmbol e, sir-"

"And you consider that | gave himnone?" The conmandant was on his feet;
poundi ng the table angrily. "You accuse ne, your superior, of injustice?"

"Not for a nonment, sir," insisted Coroza. "I accuse the w tnesses of
changing their testinony. | have never questioned your orders, colonel.
never shall."

The conmmandant's glare |l essened. Hs lips curled cunningly. He wanted no
trouble from Coroza. He saw a way to escape it. O apping a broad hand on the
lieutenant's sl ender shoul ders he spoke in a snpoth tone:

"Ah, lieutenant, you will cone with ne to Ensenada. You may enjoy
yoursel f there. You have done well tonight. True, you have never questioned ny
orders in the past. | have confidence in you, and | shall prove it."



VWHEN t he commandant's big car arrived in Ensenada, Lieutenant Coroza
stepped forth alone. He saluted as the car rolled away; but his mlitary pose
| essened as the autonobile rounded a corner. A tortured quiver showed on his
lips. H's hands were trenbling as he tried to light a cigarette.

Stunbling as he wal ked al ong the street, he saw the lighted front of the
Cafe Federal. He al nost blundered into Moyo, as he tried to find the door
Sagging at the first table, Coroza called for a glass of tequila. He gul ped
the Iiquor the monent it was served him and ordered nore.

From across the cafe, Sancho Maringuez saw the lieutenant. The bandit
grinned, and nudged Tonpi no. Maringuez whi spered the nane of Coroza to his
scar-faced follower.

"The lieutenant is no |longer proud,"” observed Maringuez. "Mybe he does
not |ike what has happened at the presidio, eh, Tonpino? It would not be w se
for himto talk too nuch."

Tompi no gripped the handle of a knife, to denote that he had a nethod of
enforcing silence. Maringuez shook his head in disapproval

"No, Tonpino," he purred. "There is no need to worry about Lieutenant
Coroza. | would say that he has found a duty that he does not want. That is
good. It nmeans that we can | eave soon for Tia Juana.

"But first, let us stroll about the streets and |earn the news. As for
that knife-keep it hidden, like mne. That is always w se, Tonpino."

As he rose, Maringuez lifted the edge of his jacket to show where he
conceal ed his knife. Tonpino shifted his own sheath out of sight. Watching
Coroza finish a second glass of tequila, Mringuez gave a little chuckle and
strolled out to the street.

THE reason for Coroza's strange despondency woul d soon be known to
Sancho Maringuez. Already, the news was spreadi ng t hroughout Ensenada. At that
very nonment, Colonel Laplata was delivering it, with appropriate guffaws, to a
nost interested |istener

The conmmandant was seated with Dol ores Borenza, in an upstairs roomthat
fronted on an outer balcony. He had given the details of The Shadow s tri al
he was coming to the sequel. H's heavy laughter told that the col onel was
pl eased with his own snartness.

"That fool, Coroza!" derided the commandant. "He coul d cause ne great
troubl e, when report of the execution reaches Mexico City. There could be an
i nvestigation. | would be asked why | had sentenced a civilian to death."

"You are the commandant. You can explain-"

"I could explain, until they would question Lieutenant Coroza. That was
the difficulty, tonight. | found the way to settle it. | ordered Coroza to
conmmand the firing squad at dawn. When he has perforned that duty, he will be
t he one responsible for the death of Senor Renbole!"

From his uniformcoat, the commandant produced a partly printed sheet of

paper, which had unfilled spaces, including a final line for the signature.
"An order to stay the execution," |aughed Laplata. "I shall not sign it
until | hear the gunfire that will tell the death of El Orbre. Then | shal
apply nmy signature. Afterward, | can say that the order went to Lieutenant
Coroza, but that he ignored it. There will be a court-martial for our young

i eutenant."”

As the col onel put away the blank order, Dol ores asked: "You are sure
that El Onbre cannot escape?”

"That woul d be inpossible, senorita," returned the conmandant. "The
guard has been doubled. The presidio is alive with nmy soldiers.”

THE conmmandant retained his assurance after he returned to the presidio,
long after mdnight. He inspected the prison; saw the corridor where two
guards paced. He | ooked into The Shadow s cell. The prisoner was asleep on a
wooden bench.

At his own headquarters, Colonel Laplata |earned that Lieutenant Coroza
had returned. Though somewhat under the influence of drink, Coroza had reached



his quarters with a reasonable anbunt of aid. He had left instructions to be
sunmoned a hal f hour before dawn.

Unsuspecting the commandant's pl ot agai nst him Coroza was ready to go
t hrough with The Shadow s execution. As commander of the firing squad, he
woul d have charge of the whole affair. The death of the prisoner would be
pl aced upon his shoul ders.

Wth that conforting thought, Colonel Laplata gave orders that he, too,
be aroused before dawn. The commandant intended to be w de awake, watching
when the bullets of the firing squad marked the finish of The Shadow.

CHAPTER X

THE SHADOW S CHQO CE

COLONEL LAPLATA woul d not have remai ned so exuberant, had he glinpsed
t he present happenings in the corridor outside The Shadow s prison cell

The Shadow was confined in a deserted section of the prison, so that the
speci al guards woul d have only his cell to watch. Pacing in opposite
directions, the sentries kept a perpetual procession, passing each other at
di fferent places along the corridor. Each paused regularly to peer through the
barred door of The Shadow s cell

One guard saw The Shadow | ying on the bench. That guard resuned his
pace. The other cane fromthe opposite direction. He placed his face to the
bars; gave an inarticulate gurgle that his conrade did not hear. Hands had
cone between the bars. They gripped the sentry's throat.

The Shadow s thunbs gave expert pressure. The sol dier was not nerely
choked; he was paral yzed. He sagged to the floor; his body settled outside the
door, as The Shadow rel eased him The Shadow reached through to catch the
sentry's falling rifle.

The second soldier turned at the end of the corridor. He saw his fallen
conrade. As he swung his rifle down fromits shoul der position, he heard a
si bilant command in Spanish. Staring at the cell door, the astonished sentry
saw the glint of a rifle nuzzle. The Shadow was covering the second sentry
with the first man's gun.

Hel pl essly, the guard dropped his rifle. At The Shadow s command, he
approached with uprai sed hands. As the soldier came up to the door, The Shadow
reached quickly through and clutched his throat one-handed, holding the rifle
all the while with his other arm

Choking fingers, sight of a rifle nuzzle that still |ooned, were too
much for the astonished sentry. He felt the same effect that the other guard
had experienced, and he took it w thout protest. Wavering on his feet, the
fell ow pl opped slowy beside his fallen conrade.

THE SHADOW | i stened intently at the cell door. Sounds had not been heard
outside. A glance at the sentries told that they would remain in their present
condition for quite a while. Carrying the first man's rifle, The Shadow
stepped to the rear of the cell and stood upon the bench. He was on a |evel
with the bars of a small, square w ndow.

Those bars were fastened into stone walls; but they had been put there
years ago. Mexican prisons invariably had poor inspection; this one was no
exception. The bars could be | oosened, under proper persuasion. They were
strong enough to resist a bare-handed attack; therefore, the conmandant had
consi dered them secure. He had not known that The Shadow woul d gain a suitable
i mpl enent to spring them

The soldier's rifle was the very sort of tool required for an attack
upon these bars. Its long steel barrel offered form dable | everage. Choosing
t he proper bars, The Shadow t hrust the barrel between them at an angle. He
commenced a steady, relentless pressure.

One bar stirred slightly. Atiny fragment of stone slipped to the bench
The Shadow rested; he knew that another sustained effort would | oosen the bar
sufficiently to remove it. Wth a single bar gone, The Shadow coul d squeeze
t hr ough t he space.



The rifle barrel mght suffer under this new, stronger pressure; but
that would not matter The Shadow would still have a second weapon avail abl e.
He coul d reach through the cell door and fish for the gun that the second
sol di er had dropped. It was less than its own length distant.

After that, freedom The w ndow opened toward the presidio wall, where
trees were di m beyond a darkened space. Even w thout his garb of black, The
Shadow coul d reach that wall. If sentries spotted him he could answer their
rifle fire. Escape seenmed a surety; the balny outside air of the jail yard
invited it.

Still resting, The Shadow | ooked toward the cell door, to nake sure that
the guards were still stiffened. All was well in that direction; but a slight
sound foretold danger from another source. The Shadow heard a distinct scrape,
just outside the window. Quickly, he renmoved the rifle from between the bars,
rested it on the seat at his feet.

The sound indicated that the commandant had stationed a special guard
outside the cell wi ndow, ready in case The Shadow started a jail-break. The
noi se scraped upward; The Shadow crouched just within the wi ndow, ready to
deliver another paralyzing treatment to a guard when the tinme cane.

A hand cl apped softly on the | edge; peering up, The Shadow saw t he
nmuzzl e of a revolver. He knew that a face would follow, that eyes would see
the sprawl ed sentries at the cell door.

Timng his nmove to perfection, The Shadow nade a thrust.

H s |lithe body snapped upward. Hi s hands shot between the bars at the
very instant a head appeared outside. As though drawn by a magnet, The
Shadow s fingers caught the neck of the new arrival; his forearm pull brought
the fellow s face squarely agai nst the bars.

Ready for that paralyzing thumb pressure, The Shadow shifted his head to
one side, so that the light fromthe corridor would reach the victinms face
and show the results that cane. The man's head had tipped forward; The Shadow
nudged it back. Instantly, his thunbs rel axed, withholding their ready energy.

The man at the wi ndow was a friend. The Shadow was staring at the
i mobil e face of Myyo, the Indian

VWH LE The Shadow had been elimnating the prison guards, Myo was
scaling the wall of the presidio. Arriving at the cell w ndow, the I|Indian had
encountered a wel cone that he did nor expect. Yet there was no anger in his
expression, when The Shadow rel eased him The only enotion that Myo di spl ayed
was a trace of admiration.

Resting his hands-one with its gun-upon the | edge, Mo clung to his
position. He was unshaken from The Shadow s grip. Those thunbs had stopped
soon enough. The words that Myo whi spered were few, they were spoken in
Spani sh.

The Shadow nodded. Cutching a bar with one hand, resting his gun on the
| edge, Moyo tugged a slip of paper fromhis old jacket. The Shadow held the
nmessage into the light. A strange kindle cane to his eyes. No | onger was his
gaze the feigned one of Jose Renbole. Hi s were the eyes of The Shadow.

Cal My, The Shadow spoke to Myyo; his instructions were the sort that
Moyo expected, for the Indian had spied the prone guards at the cell door. The
Shadow st epped down fromthe bench, took the rifle and pushed it out beside
the guard to whomit bel onged. Returning to the bench, The Shadow stretched
there.

M nut es passed. The Shadow was wat chi ng the guards. So was Myo, from
the wi ndow. The Indian's eyes were just above the | edge; his revolver was in
readi ness. Moyo was on his toes, upon the higher ground outside the wall.

A sentry stirred. The man came to hands and knees; saw his rifle and
picked it up. Goggily, he raised hinmself by the bars of the door. He squinted
toward The Shadow s bench, raised his rifle as though to aim

Moyo, at that nonent, had his finger on the revol ver trigger; but the
I ndian found no need to fire. The guard thought matters over.

Instead of aimng for The Shadow, who seened placidly asleep, the guard



st ooped and shook the other soldier. The second sentry cane to, found his feet
as stupidly as the first. The two held a whi spered confab outside the cell
Their deci sion was the one that The Shadow expect ed.

Each recall ed his experience hazily. They knew that the prisoner had
tricked them Apparently, however, he had gai ned nothing by his nove. He had
no key to the cell door, for the sentries did not carry them The w ndow was
barred; and had evidently bl ocked him

Why shoul d they discredit thenmselves by carrying this fanciful tale
out si de? They woul d be accused of having drunk too rmuch mescal. They woul d be
di sciplined. Since the prisoner had acconplished nothing, why not resume their
sentry duty; and see to it that he attenpted nothing nore?

Thus did they reason, and so they agreed. They resumed their pacing
al ong the corridor.

HALF rising fromthe bench, The Shadow fli pped the crunpl ed nmessage
t hrough the bars of the w ndow. Myo plucked the wadded paper fromthe ground
out si de.

Soft footsteps; the creak of a tree beside the wall-those sounds told
The Shadow that Myo had | eft by the route that The Shadow hi nsel f had
i ntended to take. Satisfied that the guards would attenpt no harmto the
prisoner; Myo had departed in accordance with The Shadow s orders.

The I ndi an had served Janes Rikeland in the past. H s master was dead,;
Moyo' s present all egi ance bel onged to The Shadow. In coming to the presidio,
Moyo had brought word of hope.

The Shadow had not needed the Indian's aid. H's own escape had been but
a matter of mnutes, at the time when Myo had arrived. However, Myo's
nmessage had of fered somet hing better than nere escape. It had suggested a plan
that mght help greatly in balking the future schemes of Quetzal

Eyes upward, The Shadow saw the spot on the wall from which the chunk of
stone had fallen. It would have been easy to dislodge that bar; yet The Shadow
did not regret the fact that he had foregone escape. H's snile showed
confidence that the future would go well.

The Shadow s eyelids closed. He had chosen sleep for the hours that
remai ned until dawn. That would be the tinme when he would gain full benefit
from Moyo' s nessage.

CHAPTER Xl

BULLETS AT SUNRI SE

DAY was breaki ng above the high Sierras that towered east of Ensenada.
There was stir at the presidio. Soldiers were jesting, as they watched events.
Deat h at dawn was always a nmatter that carried irony, here at Ensenada. It was
an old saying that prisoners at this presidio were fortunate. They had | onger
to live than in other parts of Mexico, because the high nmountains del ayed the
rising of the sun.

Li eut enant Coroza was standing al one at the door of a small building.
Stiffly, the young officer awaited the arrival of an approaching squad. The
sol di ers broke ranks when they arrived. Coroza ordered themthrough the
doorway. There, the nenbers of the firing squad picked up rifles fromthe rack
where Coroza had arranged t hem

Coroza marched the arnmed squad to the prison. Guards produced The
Shadow, turned himover to the executioners. Hs |lips tw tching, Coroza gave
an order for the march. Between two files, The Shadow was conducted to the
execution field at the rear wall of the presidio.

Cl ose behind the firing squad shanbled a trio of squatly Indians,
carryi ng spades and pi ck-axes. They were to have the job of burial. An
antiquated truck cane along, to act as hearse. Col onel Laplata always buried
hi s dead outside the presidio. The conmandant clained that it was poor
busi ness to make a cenetery out of a mlitary encanprment. The col onel was
al ways | ooking forward to sone revolution, so that he could suppress it with
whol esal e executi ons.



The firing squad had reached the wall.

A mounted orderly galloped fromthe conmandant's headquarters, pulled up
besi de Li eutenant Coroza and showed hima paper. The |ieutenant nodded; the
orderly rode slowy back toward headquarters. Hands close to his saddle, he
grinned as he tore the paper and let its pieces flutter in the wi nd.

The order was a nere routine one, that the comrandant had told the
orderly to show to Coroza; then destroy. In a pocket of his uniform the
orderly had a nore inportant docurment. It was the filled and signed bl ank
calling for Lieutenant Coroza to stay the execution

IN his office, Colonel Laplata had visitors. The Presidente of Ensenada
had arrived with nmenbers of the town council. In an all-night session, they
had decided to protest against the interference of the mlitary. The
conmandant was pl eased to see these visitors.

"You are right, senores,"” he told them "Already, | have thought the
matter over. This norning, | have changed it. Look, here is ny orderly
returning."”

The orderly was saluting fromthe door. Coolly, the commandant i nquired:

"You showed the order to Lieutenant Coroza?"

"Yes, sir. He returned it to ne."

The orderly brought out the signed blank and tendered it to the
conmandant . Lapl ata showed the countermand to his visitors, and added lightly:

"This has relieved Lieutenant Coroza froma painful duty. Soon, he wll
mar ch Renbol e back to the prison cell.”

From hi s desk, the commandant could glinpse the distant firing squad-a
sight which the others could not see. Hi s quick glance caught the flash of
rifle barrels, tiny at that distance; the guns were being raised to firing
position. Smiling to himself, Laplata wondered how The Shadow was enjoyi ng
thi s nmonent.

AT the wall of the execution area, The Shadow was standing with hands
behi nd his back. H s chin was raised; his eyes wore a smile. Those glinting
gun nuzzl es that caught the sun fromthe Sierras did not perturb Senor Jose
Rembol e. The Shadow s di sguised lips had curled in a disdainful snile.

The man who showed nervousness was Lieutenant Coroza. The young of ficer
was poising his sword, to swing it dowward as the signal to fire. For an
instant, Coroza hesitated, as though fearfully doubtful of the deed that was
hi s.

Just past the aiming riflemen were the squatting Indians. One of that
grave-digging trio was staring stoically toward The Shadow. The wat chf ul
I ndi an was Myo; his eyes met The Shadow s. Moyo's expression did not change.
Apparently, The Shadow was going to his doom despite Myo's efforts. Whatever
the case, Mdyo had stolidly accepted the result that was to cone.

"Fire!"

Coroza gave the order hoarsely, as his trenbling hand fl ashed the sword
downward. Rifles booned together; puffed their blasts for The Shadow s heart.
The squinting soldiers saw Jose Renbol e stiffen upward, as froma gal vanic
shock. Wth the jolt, lips lost their snile. They took on an expression half
of pain, half of surprise.

The Shadow swayed forward. He twi sted as he struck the ground, shoul der
first. Hs arms went wide; his feet gave a convul sive kick. H's eyes were
cl osed when his face turned upward to the dawni ng sky.

Mechani cal Iy, Coroza put away his sword. His lips twitched as he
approached the prone form Soldiers, lowering their rifles, saw Coroza draw a
revol ver. Turned away fromhis soldiers, the lieutenant fired a final shot.

It was the coup de grace; a bullet through the head, to make sure that
the victimwould not linger on the verge of death.

Veterans in the firing squad grinned contenptuously. Their aimhad been
straight. Coroza's shot was superfluous. They saw the |ieutenant's concern; a
few t hought that he had deliberately fired wi de of Renbole's frozen face.



Coroza ordered the squad to march back to headquarters. He beckoned the
I ndi ans; ordered themto put the body aboard the truck. Coroza stayed; for it
was his task to certify the death and burial of Jose Renbole.

AT headquarters, Colonel Laplata sprang up in feigned surprise, when he
heard the gunshots of the firing squad. He stared across the parade grounds,
saw t he squad marching to headquarters. The commandant turned to his guests.

"It is impossible, senor presidente!" he exclained. "My orderly
delivered the countermand to Lieutenant Coroza. Cone, orderly! Tell us-what
did the lieutenant say?"

"Not hing, sir. He |ooked at the order and returned it."

"He was awake? Alert?"

"Hardly, sir. Lieutenant Coroza was different fromusual. He was
sl eeping heavily when |I summoned himthis nmorning. | would say that he had not
fully aroused.™”

Col onel Lapl ata paced angrily to the door, followed by the presidente.
He saw a sergeant marching at the head of the firing squad. He ordered the
soldiers to halt; he called the sergeant.

"You saw Li eutenant Coroza receive an order?" inquired the conmandant.
"Just before the execution, sergeant?"

"I did, sir."

"It is too bad," spoke Laplata to the presidente. "Ah, well! Nothing may
happen because of this; but should there be criticismfromMexico City, |
shall call upon you to testify as to the truth. Keep this counternmand, senor
presi dente, as evidence of the actual facts."

The presidente received the paper that Coroza had never seen. He held
conference with his conpanions. Al were agreed that the blame rested with
Li eutenant Coroza. In order not to appear too interested, Col onel Laplata
turned away.

The sergeant had let the firing squad fall out. The nen were jesting
anong t hensel ves. The commandant chanced to overhear them Two veterans were
joshing a younger sol dier

"Think no nore of it," said one. "Bah! A drink of tequila is all one
needs after his first turn with the firing squad. Remenber, one rifle always
carried a blank. Yours could have been the one."

The recruit nodded; nanaged a snile of bravado as he wal ked away. The
vet eran who had spoken turned to his conpanion and said, in undertone

"Let himthink that his rifle had the blank. He never thought to fee
for the kick of the gun. But |-caranmbal-this business is old to ne. | could
feel that my rifle had no life. | knew that the blank was here."

He tapped his gun significantly. The second veteran scow ed and shook
his head. He lifted his own rifle.

"The bl ank was here," he snarled. "Wuld you make a fool of ne? Bah! |
am the one who can always tell when a cartridge has a ball!"

Anot her nenber of the squad stepped into the argunent. He began to
deride the others, clainming that the blank cartridge had been his. The face of
Col onel Lapl ata showed sudden hardness. Looking quickly toward the firing
wal I, the commandant saw the old truck |unbering across the parade ground.

"Halt it!" he bellowed, pointing to the truck. "Lieutenant Coroza is
carrying away Renbole alive! Al the cartridges were blank! He has tricked
us!"

Two soldiers raised their rifles, forgetting that the guns were
unl oaded. As their triggers clicked, others began to snatch cartridges from
their belts, hurriedly trying to fill the magazines of enpty rifles.

Li eutenant Coroza did not spy the nenace of the soldiers; he was at the
wheel of the truck, keeping his eyes straight ahead. It was Myo, seated
stolidly in the open rear, who spotted the excitenent. The Indian gave a grunt
that Coroza heard. As the lieutenant stepped on the gas, Myo and the ot her
I ndi ans junped over the side of the truck, down to the ground.

Their action was that of nen who wanted to be free of a disagreeable



situation. It seem ngly showed that they were not |eagued with Coroza, but
nmerely obeying his conmands under stress. That left it safe for Moyo to remain
in Ensenada. At the same tine, the nove served purposes that those at the
presidio did not guess.

Three nen off the truck lightened it and nade it speedier. Al so, those
three were ready for energency. If Coroza ran into trouble before he reached
the gate, Mdyo and the Indians coul d make an unexpected attack. Such woul d
mean their lives; but they were willing to take the risk.

Sacrifice of the Indians proved unnecessary.

Coroza was driving with speed, straight for a gauntlet of soldiers who
cane running at the comandant's renewed shouts. The |ieutenant was past the
bl ockade; the danger was from men who halted to aimafter the fleeing truck
Coroza could not offset them but there was one who could and did.

Up fromthe low rear wall of the truck bobbed the sniling face of Jose
Rembol e. Hands came to view, revolvers gl eaned. Coroza had pl aced those
weapons in the truck. The Shadow, know ng the ruse was ended, had found the
tine to use them

The Shadow fired. An aim ng sol dier staggered, dropped his rifle and
clung wonderingly to a wounded arm A rifle crackled; its bullet whined past
The Shadow s head. Before the soldier who fired the shot could gain new aim
he saw a revolver swing toward him Flinging down his rifle, the soldier threw
up hi s hands.

THAT broke the resistance. The Shadow began shots for other groups of
riflemen. He did not bother with definite targets. These soldiers at the
Ensenada out post were not noted for their bravery. They had seen one man fall;
anot her surrender. The latter course | ooked best.

Scattered nmen in uniformhurled away their guns and hoisted their arns,
as The Shadow s bullets kicked the soil about them

Only the guards at the gate tried to make new trouble. They sprang in
front of the truck, barring the way with crossed rifles. Coroza drove through
at full speed. The guards dived for shelter, to avoid being pl owed under. \Wen
they came to their feet again, the truck was roaring al ong the outside road.
The Shadow, |eaning over the back, was taking aimw th both guns.

The sentries scranbled into the guardhouse. They were there when a roar
sounded within the walls of the presidio. The commandant's car was surging
forth, carrying the colonel and a squad of sharpshooters. O her autonobil es,
snatched fromthe presidente and his friends, followed with their quota of
pur sui ng troops.

The chase was a fierce one. Rifles were speaking steadily, when the
truck reached the narrow streets of the town. The range was too long for The
Shadow to reply with his revolvers. Fortunately, it was also too distant for
Laplata's sharpshooters to get results. The distance, plus the jouncing of the
chasing cars, caused bullets to course wide.

Peopl e scattered fromthe |azy streets of Ensenada, as Coroza tore
t hrough. The |ieutenant knew those tw sty thoroughfares, which were deserted
of traffic at this hour. He threaded a course that kept the autonobiles from
gai ning. He reached a final stretch; drove the truck straight for a rickety
dock that extended out into the bay of Todos Los Santos.

Boards splintered, beans shook, as the truck jounced for the dock end.
The speed made it seemthat Coroza intended to drive off into the water; but
the lieutenant janmed the old truck's brakes full force, in tine to prevent
t he pl unge.

He sprang to the dock. The Shadow joi ned him

Laplata's car was just reaching the inner end of the dock. It was
swi nging to cone out toward the abandoned truck. The Shadow and Coroza were
runni ng forward. The |ieutenant pointed over the end of the dock, to a trim
raki sh speed boat that was waiting there, its notor idling.

The two | eaped aboard. The speed boat roared for the open waters of the
bay. It was picking up speed when the pursuers stopped by the abandoned truck



Laplata's riflemen sprang to the pier and began a futile fire.
Leaning on the stern rail of their swift craft, The Shadow and Coroza
wat ched wasted bullets splash the water far behind.

THE pursuit fromthe presidia was ended. Col onel Laplata | ooked like a
tiny mechani cal doll as he shook his fists at the end of the dock. The speed
boat sped far out through the bay, heading for the open waters of the Pacific.

"My note |last night was brief, Senor Renbole," explained Lieutenant
Coroza. "Wien | left the Cafe Federal, an Indian followed nme. He said his nane
was Moyo. He gave nme an order signed by the president of Mexico. It said that
the bearer's word nust be obeyed.

"Moyo said but little. He gave ne a witten paper that explained the
plan. As officer in charge of the execution, | was able to load the rifles
unseen. It was Muyo's task to visit you last night, that you m ght be able to
deceive the firing squad."

The speed boat was outside the harbor. Far back, the tubby steanship was
puffing black snmoke fromits funnel. Coroza pointed, with the conment.

"That vessel sails for Guatemala. Colonel Laplata will go aboard. He
knows that his gane is finished. There will be a new comandant at the
presidi o of Ensenada."

Coroza's prediction was well founded. The Shadow knew that the power of
Quet zal was broken in Ensenada. Wth Ri kel and dead, secrecy was no | onger
needed. Laplata, by his actions, had paved the way for the Mexican government
to clean up the town. Aids of Quetzal were by this time scurrying away |ike
rats.

What of Quetzal hinsel f?

There lay the unfortunate angle. The Shadow considered it, as the speed
boat turned northward for its coastal trip to San Di ego. Last night, The
Shadow had foregone escape, to aid Lieutenant Coroza's ruse. Though The Shadow
was cl ear, as he had expected to be, the ruse had fail ed.

It woul d have been preferable for Quetzal to believe The Shadow dead. As
matters stood, Quetzal would soon know that his superfoe was still alive. Wth
Ensenada barred as a point of contact, Quetzal would have only one other place
to neet the agent of a foreign governnment. That woul d be Tia Juana, the
ganbl i ng town just south of the International Boundary.

The Shadow had reason to believe that Quetzal had already picked Tia
Juana as a neeting place. Hence the master-spy would not find his plans
di sturbed. In Tia Juana, however, Quetzal would no longer be lulled by fal se
t houghts of security.

Quetzal would be ready for the arrival of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XI |

EYES | N THE DARK

LATE that same afternoon, a young Anerican was seated in the | obby of a
smal | Tia Juana hotel. He appeared to be one of many visitors who had cone to
t he Mexi can town, where the races were to open the next day. The American
however, was present for another purpose.

He was Harry Vincent, agent of The Shadow. Like his chief, Harry had
left the East in connection with the government nission. Until today, Harry
had remai ned above the Border, in San D ego.

There, Harry had received a special government report. It was his job to
get it to The Shadow. Today, here in the Hotel Hi dalgo at Tia Juana, Harry
expected contact with his chief.

A message was due froma Mexican naned Jose Renbole. To Harry, Renbole
nmeant The Shadow. There were others, too, who knew of that connection. The
nane, itself, was explanatory to those in the know. The letters in "Renbole"
formed those of El Onbre.

There was a reason why The Shadow had del ayed contact with his agent.
Because of the adventure in Ensenada, it was unwi se to appear again as Jose
Rembol e, when maki ng contact. The Shadow had | ong since reached Tia Juana; but



he had other plans for nmeeting Harry Vincent.

After a while, Harry went up to his room He stood at the w ndow and
| ooked over the squatly buildings of Tia Juana. Everything was |azy bel ow, for
Tia Juana slept by day. Even the ganbling places | ooked deserted. The only
sound that disturbed the sunny silence was the note of a bugle, that cane in
repeat ed fashion. Some soldier was practicing bugle calls at the barracks, and
was meki ng a bad botch of it.

Half in a reverie, Harry forgot time as he stared. Ot her sounds began to
drown the faulty bugle notes. The hot sky dulled with sunset. Autonobiles were
comng into town; the cool ness of the evening was bringing life to Tia Juana.
The room where Harry stood was gl oony. Fromits haze, a voice spoke.

Harry swung about, as he recogni zed the whi spered tone. C ose beside him
was The Shadow, garbed in cloak of black. H s garnents had been packed in the
speed boat at Ensenada, put there by the faithful Myo. Coming into Tia Juana,
The Shadow had registered at this hotel; but he had waited for dusk before he
met Harry Vincent.

"Report™

At The Shadow s word, Harry produced the required papers. Holding them
toward the wi ndow, The Shadow read the details. He handed sone of the papers
to Harry, with the conment

"You are to use these. Supply your own name. They will identify you as
an American who has an interest in race horses."

The government had supplied the credentials for The Shadow. The
character of a race-horse owner was a logical one to use in Tia Juana. The
Shadow, however, was del egating that part to Harry. He had other plans for
hi nmsel f.

There was one special nerit in the credentials, that The Shadow did not
overl ook. As a horse owner, Harry could take a strategic position in the due
to conme; one that would render himnost useful. Briefly, The Shadow recount ed
his recent adventures; then added:

"Those events began at the haci enda, when Maringuez made his visit.

Lati mer Creeth should be in Tia Juana tonight. Maringuez may be here al so. He
will be watching Creeth. As a man with racing interests, you can introduce
yourself to Creeth. Stay with him™"

Wth that, The Shadow was gone. Harry turned on the lights, studied his
new credential s and supplied his own nanme wherever needed.

IT did not take Harry long to find Latimer Creeth. The portly American
was staying at a club near the race track. Gaining admittance with his
credentials, Harry introduced hinmself to several persons, and was introduced
to others by his new friends. In one circle that he joined, he net Creeth.

Al talk concerned the norrow s races. Harry was well posted on the
subject. H's specialty, as agent of The Shadow, was that of adapting hinself
to circumstances |like these. In San Diego, Harry had nmade a thorough study of
the racing entries. He had known that all race-track information would be
useful in Tia Juana.

Pi cki ng up conversation with Creeth, Harry soon made friends with the
portly man. When the crowd went into the dining room Harry found a seat next
to Creeth and continued his talk of horses. By the tinme soup was served, Harry
had definitely established hinself as a man who knew pl enty about race tracks.

Creeth suddenly paused in his conversation, to stare across the dining
room A tall personage in evening clothes had entered; was |ooking around, as
if expecting to find friends. Creeth's face showed a surprise that broadened
into a pleased snmile. Harry, in his turn, received a jolt of astoni shnent.

The arrival was The Shadow, guised as Lanont Cranston. As he | ooked
across the dining room The Shadow saw Creeth; gave a faint snile and a nod
He wal ked slowy to the table, to shake hands with the haci enda owner

Creeth wanted to talk with The Shadow, but saw obstacles preventing him
He handl ed the situation by introduci ng The Shadow to those about him Harry
was one who shook hands with his chief and expressed his pleasure at neeting



M. Cranston. The others took it for granted that Lanmobnt Cranston was a racing
man; and The Shadow covered that point by remarking, dryly, that he had
recently purchased a horse from Creeth.

A waiter made a place for The Shadow. He declined it, stating that he
had a di nner engagenent el sewhere. Creeth stepped away fromthe table to bid
hi m good-by. Harry caught the | owtoned words that were not intended for his
ears.

"So you reached Ensenada," expressed Creeth, in a tone of relief. "I was
afraid you encountered trouble, even though Maringuez and his men did not
return to the hacienda."”

"I encountered themin the nountains,"” returned The Shadow, quietly. "
tunmbl ed one of theminto an arroyo-that brute called 'Poroqg.""

"Then Maringuez was covering the road to Ensenada!"”

A nod from The Shadow. Creeth became thoughtful

"That explains it," he declared, in an undertone. "W saw no sign of
Mari nguez, when we rode here today. | had nmy nmen with ne, just in case he
forgot his so-called prom ses of protection; but we net neither himnor his
bandits. Probably they have ridden in to Ensenada. They woul d never dare cone
to Tia Juana."”

CREETH spoke the final sentence with assurance; but The Shadow di d not
agree with it. He saw good reasons why Sancho Maringuez would like to be in
Tia Juana at the present time. He made no conment, however. He nerely shook
hands and left, pronmising to see Creeth |ater

Sonet hi ng dawned on Harry Vincent at that nonent. He realized why The
Shadow coul d have cone here.

The Shadow, hinself, had said that Creeth might be watched. Therefore,
any one neeting Creeth-as Harry had-woul d be under suspicion, unless sonething
was done to offset it. The Shadow had supplied that factor by com ng here as
Cranst on.

I f agents of Quetzal were on the job, they would recogni ze The Shadow.
They woul d believe that he was working entirely al one; that he had | ooked up
Creeth to learn of any recent happenings at the haci enda. El ated by sight of
The Shadow, those agents of Quetzal would think that they had | earned all

Harry would remain totally unsuspected. The Shadow had nmet himas a
stranger. Even Creeth could not have guessed that Harry was close in the
confidence of Lanmont Cranston. Wat went for Creeth would go for Quetzal, when
t he superspy received reports fromhis observers

In doing this, The Shadow had pl aced hinsel f open to huge risk. Wrd, of
course, had reached Quetzal that The Shadow had escaped death in Ensenada. As
far as Harry could see, word of everything eventually came to Quetzal
Theref ore, crooks would be watching for The Shadow in Tia Juana.

But that did not seemto justify The Shadow s policy of openly thrusting
hinmself into their view

It seenmed inconsistent to Harry, particularly because The Shadow had
avoi ded the character of Renbole. Wiy should he have dropped the Mexican guise
i n which he was known; then deliberately assuned the American character of
Cranston?

The answer dawned as Harry, with a last gl ance, saw The Shadow reach the
| obby of the racing club. Before, as at present, The Shadow had been thi nki ng
of Harry's safety; not of his own. He had avoided neeting Harry as Renbole, in
order to keep his agent covered. He had cone here as Cranston to snooth the
way for Harry's future actions in Tia Juana.

By leaving Harry with Creeth, The Shadow not only had pl aced his agent
with a man who might in some way be drawn into the intrigues of Quetzal. The
Shadow had al so put Harry where he woul d be safe.

The Shadow s bol dness gave Harry confidence. Harry sniled, as he resuned
his meal. He felt that The Shadow had made the first score that his pronpt
visit to Creeth had been acconplished too soon for Quetzal's aids to take
advant age of it.



IN that assunption, Harry was far fromthe truth. The Shadow had
actual ly accomplished his primary aim he had drawn all suspicion fromHarry.
In that nove, though, The Shadow had seriously jeopardized his own safety. H's
ri sk had increased one hundred fold through his visit to the racing club, in
t he gui se of Cranston

The proof was where Harry could not see it-behind a pair of heavy
draperies that separated the dining roomfroma small, dimy |lighted I ounge,
that was deserted except for one person. That occupant was a wonman in bl ack
whose vengeful eyes peered through a narrow slit between the draperies.

The wonman behind the curtain was Dol ores Borenza. The schening senorita
had been wat ching the dining roomfromthe nmonent of Creeth's entry. Up from
Ensenada, follow ng new orders direct from Quetzal, Dolores had conme here to
spy on Latinmer Creeth. Quetzal had not passed up the chance that The Shadow
m ght decide to | ook up the man who had put himon the route to Ensenada.

Dol ores drew back fromthe curtains, stepped snakily to the closed door
of the | ounge room Opening the door, she snapped her fingers. An attendant
near the doorway heard the sound and | ooked about. He was a rough, smiling
Mexican, that fellow, his lips tightened when he saw the sl ender hand of
Dol ores, extended with open cigarette case.

The engraved enbl em of Quetzal made the man raise his knuckles. On his
finger was a dull gold ring, that |ooked |ike a replica of crude Aztec
jewelry. The signet of that ring bore the |ikeness of the feathered serpent
god.

Dol ores hissed her information. The attendant turned around, sighted the
figure of Cranston |eaving the door of the club. Wth long, anbling stride, he
crossed the | obby and signaled froma front w ndow.

The attendant's gesture was a trifling one, but it was spied by |oungers
outside a tawdry cafe across the way.

Dol ores went to the darkened wi ndow of the | ounge. She saw Mexi cans
leaving their tamales, to sidle fromthe cafe. Down the street she saw the
strolling figure of The Shadow, nmoving in no great haste. The others were
taking up his trail. They would pass the word as they went al ong.

Eyes in the dark were upon The Shadow. The danger that he had eluded in
Ensenada had returned in Tia Juana.

CHAPTER XI I |

MARI NGUEZ REMEMBERS

DELI BERATE t hough his stroll appeared, The Shadow was alert as he
continued his progress fromthe racing club. He had seen neither Dol ores nor
t he wat chful attendant; but he was confident that spies of Quetzal had been
cl ose by. He had not | ooked for them because he knew that their noves woul d
be prelinminary. They woul d make no di sturbance in the club

This was the time to be watchful. Nothing escaped The Shadow. A chance
turn of his head gave hima backward gl ance. He saw t he sneaki ng desperadoes
who were on his trail. He knew that their nunmber was still too few They were
t he sane troubl e-nakers who had been in Ensenada. Mass attack was the only
nmet hod that they woul d use.

The Shadow turned a corner, continued his way through Tia Juana. There
were people on the streets; but any turn nmight nmean a secluded stretch.
Quetzal 's workers knew it. Their number was increasing, as they stal ked The
Shadow. Here and there, they flashed synbols of the feathered serpent to
| oungers whom they passed. New recruits took up The Shadow s trail.

Where |ights were many, where sol diers appeared, the trailers dropped
their sneaky tactics and sl ouched al ong separately, keeping pace with The
Shadow s slow gait. They joined when they cane to | ess frequented spots. Each
time, the evil band was | arger

The Shadow, neanwhile, was profiting by what he had seen of Tia Juana
while on his way to the club. The town had not gained the gayety that it would
have tonorrow night, after there were winners at the race track. Visitors were



hol ding their cash for bets. Nevertheless, there was |ife tonight; and
enthusiasmin Tia Juana could nmean trouble.

On that account, soldiers were nore plentiful than usual. Reports from
Ensenada had al so caused an increase in the mlitary. There would be no
treacherous conmandant here in Tia Juana. Quetzal had been | ucky enough
findi ng one at Ensenada.

The Shadow neared a small, darkened building by a corner. He started to
make the turn; paused to light a cigarette. Coins fell froma match pack that
he drew from a vest pocket. The Shadow st ooped toward the rough stone
si dewal k.

Assassins saw their chance. They, too, had reached the darkness. Quick
snarl s passed as signals; a dozen attackers sprang forward with one objective.
The weapons that they drew were knives; the blades flashed darkly in the
gloom Silent death was the fate they intended for The Shadow.

THE SHADOW canme up with a long, |oping swing. The first of the stabbing
attackers jolted; his arms went high. A knife clattered as the man t hwacked
t he sidewal k. A second charging killer took a jounce; then a third.

The Shadow was neeting the sortie with fists instead of guns. His | ong
arns reached far; his hands gave their punches with speedy precision. His
qui ck tactics bounced the skulkers in every direction

Thugs who relied on dirks were always suckers for punches. The Shadow
had seen that denonstrated; often stabs in the dark required snakish thrusts.
One straight-fist jab could stop the best of them Wth a dozen foenen,
punches were better than gunshots. Every drive sprawl ed an attacker, where
bul l ets ni ght have wounded nen w thout stopping them

Sonme of The Shadow s punches scored knockouts; others did not. As The
Shadow net the last of the assassins, some of the first ones were rising from
the street, reclaimng their knives. Gven a half mnute |onger, they could
have struck The Shadow from different angles. The Shadow, however, did not
al | ow that opportunity.

He changed tactics with a last trio of foenmen. Jabbing the chin of one
man, he caught the thug and hurl ed hi magai nst a conpani on. Nabbing the third
man's wist, The Shadow delivered a jujutsu hold, that did nore than di sarm
the fellow A twist of his body; The Shadow had the thug in air. Wth a | ong
sweep, he sent himsprawl i ng past the corner

Spi nni ng upon the pair that he had nonmentarily staggered, The Shadow
| urched one, then the other, in the same direction. Pitching upon two groggy
fell ows who were rising, he gripped one with each arny swung them agai nst the
wal | . Heads cracked; the nen were sagging in The Shadow s gri p.

Snarling killers saw what they thought was a struggle, as The Shadow
| urched past the corner with his burdens. Scattered nmen piled into action; as
t hey came, The Shadow | et one man drop and swung the other as a shield. Over a
sl unped shoul der, he shot another punch for an attacker's jaw.

The Shadow was past the corner, his back against the wall. How long his
tactics could have continued, was a question; but The Shadow had no need for a
sustained battle. He had carried the fight from darkness into |ight beyond the
corner. He had chosen the new battleground with special purpose.

Down the lighted street, a squad of soldiers were on duty outside a
cafe. The Shadow had seen them at that post; he had planned to bring battle to
the spot where the soldiers could witness it.

There were shouts, as the troops heard the scuffle and saw nmassed nen
tangl ed, shifting at the corner

The sol diers came on the run. The Shadow tw sted back around the corner
Hs fists flayed furiously. Thugs staggered, bunped each other. They hurl ed
t heir comnpanions aside, trying to find a path to their departing victim
Kni ves were cl angi ng the sidewal k.

The soldiers, too late to see The Shadow pass the corner, thought that
they had come upon a street braw.

Li ke hawks, the military pounced upon their prey. Not only did they grab



t hose who were close at hand; they sprang after the few who had started around
the corner. Those thugs had stopped short, |ooking for The Shadow. He was
gone; before they could find himin the darkness, the soldiers arrived. The

| ast of Quetzal's crew was under arrest.

SOLDI ERS marched their prisoners away. A corporal and two privates
remai ned to | ook for stragglers. They saw t he doorway where The Shadow had
first paused; one soldier poked in there but found no one. When the soldiers
had gone, The Shadow stepped forth. H s [ augh was whispered in this area of
dar kness.

By his ruse, The Shadow had drawn all of Quetzal's nen upon him Every
trailer had taken the bait. Shifting back to the doorway, The Shadow had
escaped the notice of the inspecting soldiers, even though he was not wearing
his bl ack cl oak. The dark evening clothes of Cranston were sufficient for
t emporary conceal nent.

Reversing direction, The Shadow resumed his wal k through Tia Juana; but
his pace becane swifter. He wanted to reach the Hotel Hi dal go before other
enem es spotted him Odds favored The Shadow in that plan. He had cut off the
trail; and in ten minutes he could be at his destination

Chance was to of fset The Shadow s hope.

A limousine was rolling through the streets of Tia Juana. It happened to
pass the grunbling, dejected thugs as the soldiers took those prisoners to
pol i ce headquarters. A passenger in the rear seat saw the procession. Her dark
eyes were evil in their glisten

Dol ores Borenza had cone fromthe racing dub in time to learn that The
Shadow had bested Quetzal's assassins. The woman hi ssed an order through the
speaki ng tube. The chauffeur sped the car along the street. Passing a corner
Dol ores | ooked along a side street in tine to see The Shadow making a turn at
t he next corner.

The |inousi ne stopped when Dol ores gave another order. Leaning fromthe
wi ndow, the senorita beckoned to a blind beggar. The man gave no indication
that he saw her, until Dolores flashed her cigarette case. Wth that, eyes
that stared through darkened gl asses becane alert.

The man | ost his blindness; gave a wary gl ance along the street and
approached the car. He raised his frayed jacket to show the synbol of Quetza
sewn to the |ining.

A few nonents later, the beggar had pocketed his dark gl asses. A blind
man no | onger, he was slouching hastily along the street to take up The
Shadow s trail. H's hand was ready to twi st the | apel of his jacket and show
t he Quetzal enbl em whenever he passed others of the naster-spy's nen.

DOLORES had gi ven the beggar definite instructions. The senorita was
nore than a nmere agent of Quetzal. She was a recognized |ieutenant of the
superplotter. Knowing that mass attack had fail ed once, Dol ores saw the
futility of a second attenpt. The beggar and other trailers were to use
stealth as they proceeded.

Thus, when The Shadow neared the Hotel Hi dalgo, lurkers were well behind
him They saw himenter the snmall | obby. Wien he had gone upstairs, they
sneaked about the building. One-a snooth-1ooking Mexican-entered the | obby to
see what he could learn

Around the corner fromthe Hotel Hidalgo was a sidewal k cafe, where two
men sat at a table beneath the shelter of palmtrees. Both had their glasses
of tequila; but one man was not drinking. He was Sancho Maringuez. Hi s
conpani on, who |iked the juice of the century plant, was Tonpi no.

The Shadow had not passed along this street; therefore, Maringuez had
not seen him The bandit, however, had observed a | ounger across the street;
had wat ched anot her Mexi can approach him The two exchanged qui ck signs. The
first man went his way, while the other took over his post.

Maringuez started to rise; paused, to | ook at Tompino. Stroking his
rounded chin, the bandit |eader dipped fingers into pocket and brought out a



rounded disk. It was the token of Quetzal, that he had taken from Poroq's
body.

"Take this, Tonpino," purred Maringuez, softly. "Show it to the man
across the street. Tell himthat you want word to give to Quetzal."

Tompi no blinked, bew |l dered. He knew the synbol of the serpent god, for
he was one who retained belief in Aztec superstitions. But he was doubtful
t hat Sancho Maringuez could be on speaking terns with the deity whose nane was
legend in A d Mexico.

Tompi no grinned, thinking that the request was a joke. Maringuez
stiffened his gaze; growl ed the conmand:

"Co! Do as | have said!"

Tompi no went across the street. Maringuez watched himhold pal aver.
Tompi no returned, show ng the eagerness of a child. He wanted to tell his
master the surprising news that he had | earned.

"They have found El Orbre," exclained Tompino, in an elated whisper. "He
is at the Hotel Hidalgo, in a front roomso they think; but which one, they do
not know. "

"Buenos!" purred Maringuez. "G ve ne the Quetzal token, Tonpino. Later
perhaps, you may carry it again. It is not wise for any one, too close to ne,
to hold this token. It was a m stake for Porog to carry one."

"Poroqg had the Quetzal coin?" Tompino's eyes gleanmed avidly. "You
trusted himwith it?"

"I trusted Poroq too much." Maringuez had given his lips their downturn
"He failed ne. He carried this token when he died. It would have been bad if
The Shadow had found it. Fortunately, | clained it instead."

W TH a gesture to Tonpi no, Maringuez arose. He paid for his unfinished
drink, along with those that Tonpi no had consunmed. Leadi ng Tonpi no through
al | eyways, Maringuez reached a doorway. He pried it open and stepped into a
deserted shop.

Wth a |lighted match, Maringuez found a stairway and told Tonpino to
follow himto the second fl oor

There, at a rear wi ndow, Tonpino gained a surprise. They were | ooking
across a street to the Hotel Hidalgo. They could see a bal cony that ran al ong
the third floor of the hotel. There, Maringuez spied a notion

There was bl ackness agai nst the white surface of the bal cony. A shrouded
figure was coming froma wi ndow, shifting to reach the next room No one could
have seen that shape fromthe street. Maringuez and Tonpi no had, |uckily,
gai ned a higher view froma | ookout spot that The Shadow t hought to be
desert ed.

"El Orbre!"

Tonpi no whi spered the name fiercely. Fromhis hip, he drew a gun
leveled it toward the bal cony. Drinks of tequila never injured Tonpino's
mar ksmanshi p. One squeeze of the trigger, and Tonpi no coul d drop The Shadow
like a puppet.

Mari nguez clutched Tonpino's hand with quick, hard fingers. The gun
nmoved downward with Maringuez's pressure. Smoothly, the bandit | eader
whi sper ed:

"There are soldiers on the street bel ow, Tonpi no. Wuld you have us
trapped like rats, when they hear the pistol shot? |, Sancho Maringuez, and
you, Tonpi no, whom nany have call ed bandits. What would our lives be worth, if
they could prove that we had nmurdered? Bah! W would face the firing squad
tomorrow, and we woul d not have the luck of Senor Renbole, who escaped today
at Ensenada."

The Shadow had reached the next room while Maringuez was speaki ng.
Tompi no growl ed as he put away his gun, then pointed suddenly to a space
besi de the hotel. Lurkers were visible there. Three of them sneaked in through
a side door of the hotel

"They go to find EI Orbre," purred Maringuez. "They do not know that he
has changed his room W al one know that, Tonpino. I, too, shall go to find



The Shadow. "

Drawi ng a revolver, Maringuez placed it in Tonmpino's care, with the
strict order that the scar-faced |ieutenant was not to fire a shot. Tonpino
gul ped:

"What! You will go there unarned?"
"I have my machete,"” rem nded Maringuez, snoothly. "The knife makes no
noi se, Tonpi no. Sonetimes, | have failed with it; but | have | earned nuch from

ny nistakes."

DELAY was encountered by Maringuez, after he started for the hotel. H's
course was roundabout; he was forced to wait while a patrol of soldiers
passed. When he reached the alleyway, he was ready with his token, but found
no need to showit. Prowers had returned fromw thin the hotel; they were
buzzing news to their comnpanions.

"El Orbre was not there," Maringuez heard one whisper. "I went through
the roomnext to his, and al ong the bal cony, to peer into his wi ndow He was
gone! "

"Send the news to Quetzal," came a suggestion. "Tell himthat we are
ready to return. Once we have his order, we can wait in the roomuntil E
Orbre returns.”

The group went through the alleyway. Lingering there was poor policy,
whil e soldiers were about. Maringuez entered the side door; he found an
obscure stairway and ascended to the third floor. He had his own theory
regardi ng The Shadow s absence.

An assassi n-so Maringuez believed-had gone through the adjoining room
wi t hout inspecting it. That was how the man had found The Shadow nissing. The
Shadow had | et himconme and go. Maringuez, though, would find The Shadow.
Either in that first room or in his own.

The bandit reached the door he wanted. The hallway was darkened; it was
easy for Maringuez to nove through the unl ocked door of the roomthat adjoined
The Shadow s. Once inside, Mringuez saw the outline of the wi ndow, beyond it,
t he roof edge of the building fromwhich Tonmpi no wat ched.

Mari nguez was sorry that he had not arranged for Tonpino to have a
signal, in case The Shadow had returned al ong the bal cony. That was a point
that Maringuez had missed in his hurry.

Li stening as he edged through the room Maringuez stopped to note a
massed outline on the floor. He stooped struck a match bel ow the wi ndow | evel .
In one instant, Maringuez had renenbered sonething. He had recalled the fate
of Poroq, at the nountain arroyo.

The match gl ow showed the sall ow face of an unconsci ous Mexi can. This
was the man who had cone to assassinhate The Shadow. Passing through the
adj oi ning room he had net The Shadow too soon. Not only had The Shadow
slugged the thug into tenporary oblivion; he had profited by the man's visit.

Leavi ng, The Shadow had spoken in Spanish to the nen who | urked on the
dar kened stairs. They had ni staken himfor the assassin, com ng back to
report. The Shadow had continued the ruse when he reached the all eyway. As one
of the di sbandi ng Mexi cans, he had staged a conpl ete di sappearance.

Unquesti onably, The Shadow had dropped the role of Cranston, to adopt
the attire of a Mexican. The Shadow was at large in Tia Juana, prepared to
bal k the noves of Quetzal. He would not be Senor Jose Renbole. That part, too,
was ended.

THE match went out. Maringuez |ighted another. Ready for departure, he
searched the pockets of the stunned assassin on the floor. They were enpty.
This man-1i ke Porog-had | ost his token of Quetzal. The Shadow had taken the
synmbol of the snake god.

Sancho Maringuez had failed to neet The Shadow, but the bandit had
profited by this trip. Not only had Maringuez renenbered sonething of The
Shadow s net hods. He had | earned The Shadow s future intentions.

Carrying a Quetzal token, The Shadow would remain in Tia Juana, seeking



to conplete the mssion that had brought himto Mexico. His success or failure
woul d hi nge upon future devel opnents.

Sancho Maringuez, bandit of the Sierras, intended to take a hand in
t hose com ng epi sodes.

CHAPTER XI'V

AFTER THE RACES

NI GHT and day had passed in Tia Juana. New eveni ng had produced a spirit
of carnival in the Mexican town. Flocks of Anericanos had staked their bank
rolls on the horses. Those who had won were squandering their w nnings. Mney
was everywhere in Tia Juana; and the population liked it.

A weary-| ooki ng Mexican was seated in his roomat a squalid boarding
house. Upon a table lay sheets of paper that bore words in English. They were
new reports, useful to The Shadow. He was the unknown Mexi can

One batch of information had cone through fromVic Marquette, a United
St ates government man who was stationed in the American settlenment just across
the Border. Its information was meager. Nothing had been | earned concerning
Quet zal

Word from Washi ngt on announced that foreign agents had been reported in
Mexi co; but who they were, what governnent they served, was a question. Not a
clue to their identity was avail able. Once they met Quetzal, all his
i nformati on would be theirs. Everything depended upon The Shadow, unl ess he
could locate Quetzal and |learn the superspy's plans, the cause would be |ost.

There was a report fromHarry Vincent. He had remained with Lati mer
Creeth; had spent the day at the races with the portly American. Not once had
Harry detected any suspi ci ous observers.

That did not surprise The Shadow. He knew t hat agents of Quetzal would
no | onger have instructions to cover Creeth at close range. They knew t hat The
Shadow coul d not risk another nmeeting with Creeth. The gui se of Lanont
Cranston had served its usefulness in Tia Juana

The Shadow s own report was a checkered one. As an obscure Mexican, he
had noticed Creeth and Harry at the race track. He had al so seen Sancho
Mari nguez, acconpani ed by Tompi no. He had spotted others-agents of
Quet zal -engaged i n new search. Ampong them The Shadow had at |ast glinpsed
Dol ores Borenza.

Knowl edge that the senorita was in Tia Juana gave The Shadow sone
answers that he had wanted. He knew at | ast why Quetzal's nen had been so
efficient in both Ensenada and Tia Juana. He could trace back to his
m sadvent ure aboard the airplane over the desert.

Seei ng Dol ores had al nrost nmade The Shadow change his plans conpletely.
By trailing the senorita, he believed that he could reach Quetzal. Dol ores was
undoubt edly a contact between Quetzal and the nanel ess foreign agents.
Unfortunately, The Shadow had spied Dol ores only from di stance. She had driven
away in a linousine, leaving the traffic at the race track before The Shadow
could follow her.

Si nce then, The Shadow had had no trace of Dolores. He knew that she
must still be in Tia Juana; for she would be recogni zed by governnment men i f
she tried to cross the border. Dol ores, however, had dropped from sight; and
only a whol esal e search could | ocate her. Such a measure mght ruin The
Shadow s chances for a success.

THE SHADOW had deci ded to adhere to his original plan. It involved the
one clue that he had acquired in Ensenada; that slender strip of paper plucked
fromthe dead fist of Janes Ri kel and.

The paper lay here, on The Shadow s table, proclaimng its flinsy
portion of a nessage:

zal .
ana
ei gn
gnal



abl e
no.

Wth whispered | augh, The Shadow exti ngui shed the Iight. Mtion occurred
am d the darkness. Wen it was ended, the slight click of the door announced
The Shadow s departure. There was an exit fromthe rear of this dingy house;
The Shadow reached it through a darkened hal |l way.

When he appeared upon a lonely rear street, he was no |onger an
apol ogeti c-1 ooki ng Mexi can. He was an Anerican, with a fuller, but |ess
di stingui shed, face than that of Cranston. H's features bore but a slight
trace of their hawklike characteristics.

The Shadow had becone a nythical personage. He had assumed the rol e of
Henry Arnaud, a man who did not exist. As Henry Arnaud, The Shadow had been
many pl aces and had encountered strange adventures, but always; he had been
untraceable. This was an identity that he kept for emergency occasions.

The Shadow headed for the place that had beconme the center of gay life
in Tia Juana. That was the big ganbling casino-a barnlike structure, viewed
fromoutside; but a pretentious place within. The hubbub of a gay throng
reached The Shadow t he nmoment he entered the grand casino.

Roul ette wheel s were spinning nerrily, while nmoney chinked the green
bai ze | ayouts. Chuck-a-luck cages were turning, bouncing the dice inside them
Si de rooms showed ot her species of ganbling, where patrons played poker and
ot her card games that brought a percentage to the house.

Enough persons had won at the races to fill the casino plentifully. The
gal a night had attracted ot hers whom The Shadow expected; the racing nen
t hensel ves. He saw Creeth and others fromthe club, Harry Vincent anong them

Near a roulette table, The Shadow cane face to face with Sancho
Maringuez. The bandit was in his best attire; he | ooked |like a sporty visitor
fromMxico City, rather than an outlaw fromthe nountains. The Shadow s face
awoke no recognition from Mari nguez. The bandit was conpl etely deceived by the
di sgui se. An incident occurred, however, after The Shadow had wal ked away from
the roulette table.

Tompi no entered the casino and found Maringuez. Into his chief's hand,
Tompi no pressed the token of Quetzal. Mringuez had sent himout with the
token, to bring in a report. Tonpi no had news.

"Un Americano," muttered Tonpi no. "He was seen in a quarter where only
Mexicans live. No one saw his face closely; but he came this way. Here, to the
casi no."

Mari nguez grunted, as he | ooked about. There were hundreds of Americans
in the casino. The news did not help nuch, even if the Anerican happened to be
The Shadow.

NOT | ong afterward, The Shadow garnered the sane information that had
cone to Maringuez. Near a corner of the casino, he saw a Mexican that he
recogni zed as one of Quetzal's nmen. The Shadow fl ashed the token that he had
acquired the night before. The Mexican showed a finger ring with the feathered
serpent enbl em

"Any word of El QOrbre?"

The Shadow asked the question in Spanish, but purposely kept his accent
poor. The Mexican was not surprised to find an Anericano anong Quetzal's aids.
He had nmet others before. He gave The Shadow a report simlar to Tonpino's. It
was possible, the Mexican said, that The Shadow m ght be here at the casino.

One side roomwas popul ar. Some of the racing men had entered it; the
others were clustered at the door. The Shadow came up beside Creeth and Harry.
Looking into the room he saw a faro table in full blast. A bland-faced deal er
was handl i ng the gane.

The Shadow watched for a few mnutes then turned, to see Harry standing
al one. Creeth was tenporarily occupied with other friends.

Close to Harry, The Shadow spoke in a barely audible whisper. Harry
recogni zed the whi sper of his chief. He understood. The Shadow wanted himto



remain al one. New duty awaited Harry.

Creeth canme back. The Shadow had gone into the faro room unnoticed.
Creeth had a question

"Want to go back to the club, Vincent?" he asked. "O would you rather
stay here? | won't be gone long; it's just a case of finding out if any nore
of the boys have shown up. Sonme always arrive too late for the first day."

"I"ll stay here a while," decided Harry. "If we don't see each ot her
"Il 1ook you up at the club."

The faro room was doing a heavy turnover. It had attracted a
cosnopol i tan throng. Among the patrons, Harry saw nen who | ooked |ike Cubans
or South Americans. There were Europeans present, and a few Orientals. True,
many nationalities were represented el sewhere; for Tia Juana drew foreigners
who happened to be visiting Los Angel es or San D ego.

It occurred to Harry, however, that anong these persons mght be certain
ones with whom Quetzal wanted contact.

A wad of paper reached Harry's hand, pressed there by The Shadow.

G ancing at it, Harry sawthat it was a ten-dollar bill. He spread the nobney;
held it as though he intended to make a bet. He saw a message penciled on the
bill:

Watch dealer's |left hand.

Harry gave a sidelong glance. The first thing that he noted was a ring
the dealer wore. It looked like a plain gold band; but it w dened slightly
between his fingers. That ring was a signet; the man had not quite turned it
around enough on his finger to cover the fact. Instantly, Harry guessed what
was inscribed upon its hidden surface.

The ring was a conceal ed token of Quetzal

At first, Harry thought that was all The Shadow s nessage signified.
Then, as he was pocketing the ten-spot and bringing out other noney, Harry
spotted somet hing el se. The dealer's hand was drumring lightly.

Deftly, the man stretched his fingers and doubl ed them again. Hi s action
appeared to be a nervous gesture until Harry observed that the notions were
irregular. Wth that, the answer cane to Harry.

The bl and-faced deal er was delivering a nessage. Hi s quick finger-noves
were dots; the slow ones, dashes. Though scarcely noticeable, the notions
woul d be plain to any one who was | ooking for them That could apply to any
person present. It applied to The Shadow.

Sonehow, Harry's chief had guessed this phase of Quetzal's gane. The
Shadow had found the man whom Quetzal was using as an instrunent to signal
information to the foreign agents who were here in Tia Juana.

By watching the faro deal er, The Shadow was about to | earn the nost
i mportant feature of Quetzal's entire gane. He was to di scover the place and
hour at which Quetzal would deliver the details of the secret naval base.

That |earned, the fruits of Quetzal's toil would be ready for The
Shadow s pl ucki ng. The Shadow would find a way to prevent Quetzal's
i nformation fromreaching foreign hands.

CHAPTER XV

QUETZAL LEARNS

HARRY ni ssed the message that the deal er tapped, for he caught the idea
only at the finish. He gawked at the man's hand, and mi ght have gi ven hinself
away, had he not seen an action by The Shadow. Harry's chief was beginning to
pl ace money on the faro board. Harry did the sane.

A deal followed; later, the ganbler's fingers resunmed their cramy tap
This time, Harry glinpsed the nessage easily. It came in detached words:

Quetzal ... Carioca Club... Green Room.. Ten-thirty... Quetzal
Harry knew of the Carioca Club. It was a night spot recently established
in Tia Juana. So far, the Carioca Cub had not done well. Its owners had

counted upon a regul ar nenmbership and had failed to sell the idea. The | ower
floor of the club sold drinks and dinners; but the roonms upstairs were never



used.

One of those roons nust be the Green Room Quetzal had chosen that
unfrequented place for a neeting with the foreign purchasers of stolen
i nformati on.

Who el se was reading the ganbler's nmessage, besides Harry and The
Shadow? Harry coul d not guess. There were too many likely prospects in the
crowmd about the faro table. Even the dealer did not know if the right nmen were
present, for he began to tap the nessage again, word for word.

It seened to Harry that he and The Shadow were becom ng conspi cuous; not
because of any action, but owing to the fewness of Americans in the faro room
The bl and deal er had a way of studying his customers that marked hi mas one of
the shrewdest workers in Quetzal's service. The only thing to do, as Harry saw
it, was to keep on pl acing bets.

Harry did that, noderately. The Shadow followed a sinilar policy, but
pl ayed the board sonewhat heavi er

Chi ps were being used in the play; a busy attendant gave themin return
for cash. The Shadow s heap began to increase. He doubled a bet; the right
card cane his way. The deal er | ooked inquiringly toward The Shadow and asked,
snoot hl y:

" Doubl e?"

In Arnaud's fashion, The Shadow nmade anot her double of the bet. He won.
The deal er | ooked annoyed. He began to concentrate on this |ucky player,
meanwhi |l e strumm ng his repeated nmessage when he found the tine. Mre cards
turned up to The Shadow s advant age.

Harry t hought The Shadow | ucky. Particularly |ucky, because increased
wi nni ngs woul d naturally keep himin the gane for a while. There was stil
considerable tine until half past ten. O course, The Shadow woul d have to
make a break before then; but there was no | aw agai nst players cashing in
their chips. There was an angle, though, to The Shadow s luck that Harry did
not see.

The Shadow saw it. The ganbler was snooth with his deals. He knew how to
handl e the faro deck; and he was doing it in an odd fashion. Deliberately, the
deal er was running the cards to nmake The Shadow wi n.

H s drummed signals had ceased. In The Shadow, the dealer saw a
connection with the unknown Anmerican who had been reported en route to the
casi no.

JUST what the deal er expected to acconplish by throw ng chips The
Shadow s way was a question. The Shadow wanted the answer; the sooner he
gained it, the better. Therefore, he played in with the dealer's policy. The
Shadow s chi ps began to overspread the table.

The deal er feigned worry. He hesitated; grimaced sourly. At |ast, he
del i vered anot her deal. The Shadow recei ved another win. The deal er beckoned
to the attendant who had taken the cash. They conferred in rmunbl ed fashion

"Sorry, senor." The dealer held up the gane, as he spoke to The Shadow.
"W have a limt here. You have passed it. W nust ask you to cash in your
Wi nni ngs. "

The Shadow snil ed indul gently. He began to stack his chips. The deal er
added:

"The attendant will show you to the nmanager's office. You will be paid
in full, senor. Perhaps, later, you may rejoin the gane. But that nust be
deci ded by the manager."

Leaving Harry with the other players, The Shadow foll owed the attendant
t hrough a rear door of the faro room They crossed a paved space and cane to a
lighted building away fromthe casino. The attendant expl ained that cranped
space had caused the manager to nove his office to this adjacent buil ding.

The excuse was a thin one. Waring a disarnmng smle, The Shadow
prepared for coming trouble.

He knew that agents of Quetzal were working on sheer guesswork; that if
he bl uffed them properly, they would think that they had made a nistake. Paid



of f, The Shadow could depart a few thousand dollars richer; as far as Quetza
was concerned, The Shadow woul d be absol utely secure.

Quet zal ' s nen thought of The Shadow as ever-alert, itching for every
chance of battle. They were counting on that at present, thinking that The
Shadow woul d gi ve hinself away, if they provided the bait. Instead, The Shadow
mai nt ai ned a perfect bluff.

He was carel essly counting his chips as he entered the building beside
t he casino. A creaking door in a darkened hall did not even attract his
attention; nor did whispers frombeneath a stairway. The darkened hall at the
top apparently neant nothing to The Shadow.

The attendant | ooked doubtful, very nuch so, when he ushered The Shadow
into alittle office where a heavy, bal d-headed Mexican sat gloonily at a big
desk.

The attendant explained matters; and with it, gave a slight shake of his
head to signify that his own opinion was a negative one. The deal er-so the
attendant tried to indicate-had nade a mistake. This was not The Shadow.

THE bal d- headed man i ntroduced hinself as Senor Domi ni o; he began an
apol ogeti c speech while the attendant stood by.
"So sorry, senor. It is a rule that we nust enforce. W have set the

l[imt, purely so that people will not flock fromone roomto another. You
under stand; when there is a heavy wi nner-pouf! Every one deserts where he is
pl ayi ng."

The Shadow expressed his agreenent with the policy. H's voice was
even-toned, but less cal mthan Cranston's. As Arnaud, The Shadow appeared to
be the type of Anerican who would play the faro table at Tia Juana.

"W nust keep record, senor," spoke Dominio. "That is all. Wen the faro
table | oses heavily, the owners al ways ask who was the w nner-"

"My name is Arnaud," interposed The Shadow. "I believe that | have a
card. Yes, here is one; A few travel ers checks, this bank book-they shoul d
identify ne."

Domi nio was practically satisfied. He disnissed the attendant. He drew a
handkerchi ef fromhis pocket; started it toward his forehead, then put it away
to count The Shadow s chi ps. He opened small safe by the wall, produced
bundl es of currency, and paid The Shadow in full.

Al the while, The Shadow sensed | urkers at the door behind him They
were waiting, dependent entirely upon Dom nio's decision. That pleased The
Shadow. He knew that he had bluffed Dominio to perfection. The manager wote a
brief note.

"This will straighten matters, Senor Arnaud," he said, politely. "If you
care to resune your play at faro, the dealer will oblige you. Show himthis
nmessage. "

He handed the paper to The Shadow, and stepped fromthe desk. On the way
to the door he proffered his hand; The Shadow paused to receive the shake.
Tiny drops of sweat had started on Dominio's brow The fake nanager had been
t hrough an ordeal, neeting a visitor who night have been The Shadow. Al npst
mechani cal |l y, Doninio drew his handkerchief and started to nop his forehead.

| NSTANTLY, The Shadow spun about. Fromthe sl ow nmoving Arnaud, he was
transformed into a creature of galvanic fury. H s hand whi pped a gun from
beneath his coat; he was springing toward the door as he drew t he weapon.

The Shadow had been intent, listening for any outside nove. He had heard
one, a split-second before he whirled into action. A pair of Mxicans, with
knives were plunging into the little office the nonent that The Shadow turned.

A halting cry cane fromDominio's throat. It changed to an inarticul ate
sound. Amazed, the manager saw what foll owed.

The Shadow net the two assassins as one. These were no nere thugs who
relied on stabs in the dark. They were experts, taking advantage of the
lighted room They were sweeping their arnms upward for straight throws when
The Shadow net them



Slugging rightward with his gun, The Shadow cl ashed the knife on that
side; the bl ade bounded fromthe thrower's hand. Simultaneously, The Shadow s
| eft hand sped for the other attacker's wist. A quick clutch halted the
throw, | oosening fingers let the dirk bobble to the floor

The pair tried to grapple. The Shadow delivered a cross-slug with his
gun and felled the man at the left. Gipping the other, he pinned the man's
writhing arns and swng the fellow as a shield, between hinmself and Doni ni o

During a nmonentary stagger, The Shadow ki cked the door shut. The barrier
slamed, to forma tenporary bl ockade agai nst ot her invaders.

Dom ni o0 had not conme to action, as The Shadow expected. The bal d- headed
man was rooted. His gaping face told what had happened. Dom ni o had given an
uni ntentional signal. The nopping nove with his handkerchi ef was the cue that
assassi ns expect ed.

Once, Dominio had halted that nove. The second tinme, he had forgotten
H's cry had been a shout of alarm for fear that Arnaud woul d be injured by
the wongly cued attackers. His gargle; his present pose, were signs that
Domi nio was totally astounded by Arnaud's transformation. Only one person
could be a fighter of this caliber

The Shadow

STARK fear sent Donini o ducking beneath the desk. He pulled a puny
revol ver from his pocket; popped a pitiful shot that hit the wall five feet
from The Shadow. Wth that action, Dom nio gai ned good cause for worry. The
Shadow had ignored himtenporarily. Since Dom nio wanted trouble, he could
have it.

Wth a side tw st, The Shadow sprawl ed the man w th whom he struggl ed;
made a |long stride past the desk, toward an inner corner of the room The |eap
was carrying himto a spot fromwhich he could cover Dom nio. The bal d- headed
man spi ed the nmove and made a | udi crous scranble. Turning back fromthe desk,
he poked his head and shoul ders on the far side of the little safe.

He | ooked like an ostrich, as he squeezed for cover. But Dom nio's nove
was |less funny than it seemed. Hi s fat hand grabbed a | ever on the wall and
gave it a tug, just as The Shadow wheeled in fromthe corner beyond the desk.

Frayed carpet parted. Two sections of the floor flopped downward Iike a
stage trap. The Shadow glinpsed an unfinished, cell-like roombelow, its walls
l[ined with cross-beans. The bottom of the space was floorl ess. Far bel ow was
total darkness that neant the depths of a stone-bottomed pit.

The Shadow gained his brief glinpse at close range, for it was the
wei ght of his foot that had caused the trap to drop. Dominio's yank of the
| ever had nerely released the bolts that held the trap in place.

The Shadow perforned a one-|legged drop, keeping his other foot on the
solid floor. Ordinarily, he could have saved hinself; but |uck was all agai nst
him The Shadow was noving toward the opening as it fell.

H s hands made a | ong swoop across the space, as his second foot
followed the first. His gun sped to the solid floor, striking beside the desk.
H s fingers clutched the floor edge; their hold was too trivial. The Shadow s
angl ed dive kept on, carrying him against the wall bel ow the fl oor

The trap, released of weight, returned upward. Shakily, Doninio pulled
the I ever to clanp the hidden bolts. He picked up The Shadow s gun and st owed
it in the desk. He canme around to the front, to aid the two assassins whom The
Shadow had fl att ened.

Foot st eps pounded up the stairs while the rogues were finding their
feet. Viciously, the nmen grabbed for their knives. Domi nio stopped them He
opened the door to adnmit a corporal, who had cone with two sol diers.

"We heard the gunshot," announced the corporal. "What was the trouble
her e?"

"A m sunderstandi ng," excused Domi nio. "It was between these two. They
were here on business; they drew their knives agai nst one another. | was
excited. | fired ny revolver."

Dom ni o0 nudged one of the assassins. The fellow took the cue. He



grunbl ed that he had I ost his head, but that the fault was equally the other
man's. The soldiers decided to take both into custody; to hold themuntil the
nmorning, in case Donminio wanted to nake a charge agai nst them

When all were gone except Domi nio, the bal d-headed nmen heard shifting
footsteps on the stairs. He stepped out to contact one of Quetzal's |urkers.
Domi ni 0 gave a breathl ess order

"Cet word to Quetzal. The Shadow was here! Perhaps he has | earned too
much. Pl ans shoul d be changed. There may be trouble.™

Dom ni o paused; held back the nessenger before the fellow could start.
Wth a broad smile, he added:

"The trouble cannot conme from The Shadow hi nsel f. Tell Quetzal that
have settled that. The Shadow is dead!"

There was a positiveness in Dom nio's tone that nmade the nessage- bearer
grin. When the nman departed, Domi nio went back into the office, sat down and
nmopped his forehead in earnest. Real relief was registered on the fake
manager's face.

Per haps Domi ni o woul d not have appeared so pl eased, had he known the
truth about The Shadow s pl unge.

CHAPTER XVI

FROM THE DEPTHS

I N surroundi ngs of conplete darkness, The Shadow was stretched in a npst
precarious position. Hs body was twisted full about. H s |l eft hand was
clutching a beam of splintery wood with a hold that could scarcely support his
body. His right foot was wedged in a narrow crevice that gave himno nore than
a toe-hold.

That position, neverthel ess, had saved himfroma death plunge. He was
hi gh above the stone-floored pit, clear of the doomthat Doni nio had regarded
as certain.

The very factor that had produced The Shadow s fall was responsible for
his temporary safety. The Shadow had pitched through the opened trap only
because he was striding too swiftly to halt his toppling weight. Once past the
brink, he had continued his sweeping plunge, instead of falling straight
downwar d.

Thuddi ng the beamed wall bel ow the floor |evel, The Shadow had cl ut ched
instinctively to gain a hold. H s hands had picked up splinters as they
slipped frombeamto beam His left had caught at |ast, thanks partly to the
chance stoppage that his right foot had provided.

Because of the darkness, the flinmsy condition of the rough woodwork, The
Shadow could do no nore than cling for the tinme being. It was mnutes before
he found a chance to change position

H's right fingers, creeping warily, so that an armshift woul d not
over bal ance, found a crevice in the wall. There was a finger-hold between two
cracked boards. The Shadow took it and pulled his body slightly upward.

Anot her shift, his right hand sped up to join his left. It caught the beam
before his fingers slipped. His foot lost its toe-hold. The Shadow dangl ed
over a space that seened limtless in the dark

That did not worry him Hi s double grip enabled himto pull upward.
Above, The Shadow found anot her hold. Foot by foot, he ascended until his
knees were on the beam A long stretch enabled himto find a beam above.

The Shadow rested, eased down to the | ower beam and fished a flashlight
from his pocket. He plucked sone troubl esonme splinters fromhis palm doused
the Iight and resuned his clinb.

It would be poor policy to use the flashlight unguardedly. The Shadow
knew t hat Domini o m ght decide to inspect the trap. A glow from bel ow woul d be
di sastrous to The Shadow s clinmb. The Shadow had carried only one gun to the
casino; therefore, he was weaponl ess, at present. He woul d need every el ement
of surprise to deal with Doninio.

G opi ng, The Shadow reached the upper beam As he drew his chin above it
and groped further, he found a nortised space with a flat surface a few inches



hi gher. He was at the level of the trapdoor. A clutch at the nortise; a pul
that strained his fingers; The Shadow swung up to the beam and fl attened
there.

THE trap was sonething of a problem It opened downward; hence The
Shadow had to wedge hinmsel f al ong the beam and reach for the dividing crack in
the mddle of the trap. He found it, by stretching to a dangerous linit.

Fol  owi ng the crack, The Shadow canme to a wire; then a bolt. The rel ease was
of the sinplest sort.

Dominio's lever had pulled the wre.

The trap had dropped. Coming upward on heavy springs, it had | ocked
again, like a latching door, due to an angle at the end of the bolt.
Fortunately, the bold itself was accessible from beneath. Sl owy, noiselessly;
The Shadow drew the wire.

The trapdoor did not budge. It needed weight to bring it downward. The
Shadow s fingers dug, to force thensel ves between the hal ves of the trapdoor
They succeeded. The far half of the trap wavered slightly downward. The Shadow
had reached the crucial part of his gane.

I f Dom nio saw those fingers that were creeping through the floor, there
woul d be trouble for The Shadow. Dominio had survived one conflict with The
Shadow. He woul d have nore nerve for the next. That was an inportant point
t hat The Shadow considered with his com ng strategy.

Wedgi ng his hand al ong the space, The Shadow neared the solid floor at
the side. He was ready for his daring uprise fromthe pit. H s right hand was
the one that held the half of the trapdoor. He sped his left tojoinit. At
that instant, The Shadow s body was al nost totally in space. Both hands
gripped. Hs full-weight was on the section of the trapdoor

The hinged slab creaked downward, with The Shadow clinging to it. A
one-foot drop, the angle would be too great. In half a second, he was due to
drop squarely down into the pit that he had previously escaped. It seened |ike
an inpossible attenpt; but The Shadow had cal cul ated the chances. He was not a
drowni ng man, clutching for a wisp; he was |like a skater, taking a hasty spin
across ice that could hold until he passed.

As the trap started downward, The Shadow snapped his right hand to the
solid floor beside it. His left held his body nonmentarily, before the trap
he'd angled too far. His right had its clanp before his weight slipped
downwar d. Hangi ng by one hand, The Shadow pi voted; clapped his second hand to
join the first.

The result was twofold. Not only did The Shadow have a hol d upon the
solid floor; his shift of weight had stopped the trapdoor's fall. It was
bucki ng upward, under the pressure of its springs.

Leani ng hi s shoul der agai nst the pressing slab, The Shadow used it as a
partial brace. That added hel p assured himof a quick hoist up fromthe hole.

THE clatter of the trap foretold The Shadow s arrival. It brought a
response from Doninio, at the desk. The nonent that The Shadow s head energed,
his eyes saw the man who had dropped himthrough the fl oor. Dom nio was hal f
up fromhis chair. H's eyes were bul gy.

I ncredi bly, Dominio gawked at the face fromthe floor. To him the
features of Henry Arnaud were those of a ghost. Had The Shadow been attired in
his usual garb of black, which gave hima spectral touch, Dom nio would have
slunped back in fright. As it was the man renai ned capabl e of action. He made
hi nsel f believe that this was no unearthly reappearance.

What The Shadow s present features |acked; his voice supplied. Fromhis
lips cane a shuddering peal of whispered mrth that needed no additiona
ef fect. That ghostly thrust was a stab that shook Domi nio. It raised the whole
belief that he had tried to reject. The Shadow was a visitor fromthe tonb!

Domi ni o gul ped for nercy fromthe supposed ghost of Arnaud. Quivering,
he wat ched The Shadow reach the fl oor edge. The Shadow was al nost fromthe
trap when the spell broke. Atrifling slip; The Shadow caught hinself from



sliding back into the hole.

It was enough for Dom nio. The accident was hunman, not ghostly.

Pouncing fromhis chair, spurred to belated action, Doninio pulled his
gun. He junped toward The Shadow, to take aim at close range. Though The
Shadow was stretched out fromthe trap he had not risen far enough to stop
Dom ni 0's shot. He chanced a quick trick of suggestion in the energency.

Rol i ng sidewi se, The Shadow delivered a quick, triunphant |laugh. H's
hand pointed to the door; gave a beckoning notion. Dom ni o wheel ed
instinctively; saw no one at the door. He swung back toward The Shadow, an
instant too |ate.

Domi ni o's foot had stepped six inches toward the trap. Wth a spraw ing
stretch, The Shadow cl anped the man's ankle wi th one stabbing clutch

The Shadow gave a hard jerk as Dom nio ained. The crook went backward,
l osing his gun as his neck cracked the desk edge. Bunping the floor, Domnio
grabbed for the toyish revolver. The Shadow s swift hand plucked it fromhis
very fingers. The nmuzzle of the gun pressed cold agai nst Dom nio's sweated
f or ehead.

THREE m nutes later, Dom nio was trussed with his own suspenders and a
sui tcase strap that The Shadow found in the desk. The victi mwas gagged wth
the I arge sil k handkerchi ef that he had used in giving his accidental signal
The Shadow regai ned his gun fromthe desk drawer; went from Dom nio's office.

No sign of Quetzal's men below Matters, apparently, were settled at
Dom ni 0's, hence they were absent. Also, ten o' clock had passed. Soon, Quetza
woul d hol d his neeting.

The Shadow doubted that a heavy cordon woul d be about the Carioca C ub.
Too many of Quetzal's nen, at one spot, mght excite suspicion frompatrolling
soldiers, after last night's braw. The brawl, itself, had thinned the nunber
of Quetzal's available nen. Some of his stoutest fighters were in the |oca
cal aboose.

Dominio's office was visited, however, soon after The Shadow had gone.
Into the Iighted room stepped a dark-visaged, hard-lipped man: Sancho
Maringuez. The bandit was rolling a cigarette in his careful fashion. He
stared about the office. H's eyes fixed on a pair of feet that projected from
beside the little safe.

A minute | ater, Mringuez had rel eased Doni ni o. Shoving the bal d- headed
man into the chair, Maringuez denanded harshly:

"What happened here? Wrd reached ne that The Shadow was dead. | cone
fromthe casino, to find you a prisoner!™

Domi ni o pointed to the trapdoor

"He came out!" he panted. "The Shadowfromthere, where | had dropped
him He was a living ghost, | thought-"

Mari nguez was hol ding his Quetzal token; Dom nio, funbling in his
pocket, had brought a duplicate to view. The countersign seemed unneeded on
this occasi on. Though he had never met Maringuez before, Dom nio recognized
the bandit's authoritative manner.

"The Shadow knows of the meeting," gul ped Dom nio. "He came fromthe
faro room The deal er had already given the signal. The neeting should be
changed fromthe Carioca O ub."

"Who are you to make suggestions,” sneered Maringuez. "Perhaps you are
not so inportant to Quetzal as you suppose. He has a way of dispensing with
those who fail and send in false reports.”

The bandit |ighted his hand-nmade cigarette. Dom ni o shuddered; began to
whi ne. That veiled threat carried weight, conming fromthe |ips of Sancho
Mari nguez. Domi ni o needed no nore evidence to accept the bandit as Quetzal

"Your pardon, Quetzal," pleaded Dominio. "I thought only that if the
neeting place could be changed-"

"That is something to which I can attend. Meanwhile, remain here. Turn
out the lights. Bar the door. Admit no one! Drop yourself through your own
trap, if you have nothing else to do. Bah! It proved as worthless as you!"



MARI NGUEZ strode fromthe office, joined Tonpino at the foot of the
stairs. He | ooked up to see Domnio's light turn out. Tonpi no questioned his
chief:

"Where next? Back to the casino?"

"No," returned Maringuez. "Summon our men, Tonpino."

"What! Qur bandits? Here in Tia Juana-"

"Sumon them Oher fighters have been puny. It is time that we showed
what nmen fromthe Sierras can acconplish. Bring themsilently, Tonpino, as
stealthily as we have done in the mountain passes. You have seen the Carioca
Club. Bring themthere."

Tompi no, about to start away, ventured one nore question that he hoped
his chief would answer.

"We shall find sonmeone there?" asked Tonpino. "At the Carioca O ub?"

"Yes," replied Maringuez. H's purr was confident. "W shall find El
Orbre! "

Tompi no was | eering as he sneaked away. The tine that he had | ong
awai t ed was due: Another meeting between Maringuez and The Shadow, not |ike
t he one wherein Poroq had figured. This time, Mringuez would be in ful
control. He would settle scores with The Shadow.

A squad of bandits, to Tonpino's way of thinking, could acconplish nore
than a regi ment of soldiers. Wth his own nmen behind him Sancho Maringuez
woul d prove invincible.

Tompi no could foresee the finish of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI

THE BANDI T SNARE

SOON after Maringuez had sent Tompino to summon the banditti, an
i mportant event occurred in the faro roomat the casino. There, Harry Vi ncent
had been playing along with |luck, wondering if The Shadow woul d return.

It was after ten o'clock. Unless The Shadow cane soon, he would not cone
at all. Harry knew where he would go instead; to the Green Room at the Carioca
Club. It never occurred to Harry that The Shadow coul d have encountered
trouble. Harry had seen The Shadow experience |luck on his own at gam ng
tables. The faro dealer's deliberate effort to give The Shadow nbney was
somet hing that Harry had not guessed.

Once again, The Shadow had left Harry in security. Every event in Tia
Juana had pointed to a | one-wol f game by The Shadow. Since |last night, Harry's
position had been becom ng constantly stronger. The faro room was a safe spot
for Harry; noreover, there was a chance that he could still be useful there.

Harry, hinself, suddenly saw the opportunity.

W thout his know edge, much had happened. The report of The Shadow s
death had reached Quetzal. An order to change the neeting place was novi ng
about, even before Maringuez's visit to Doninio' s office. Harry saw the
resul t.

An attendant said something to the faro dealer. Apparently, it concerned
the matter of bets; but the sequel was a new druming fromthe deal er's ninble
fingers. As Harry funbled with his chips, he heard the coded nessage, in its
sl ow Mor se:

Quetzal ... Change neeting place... Boundary House. Tine the sane...

Quet zal

An interval. The nmessage was repeated. The deal er was ganbling with nore
than the faro | ayout. He was counting on foreign agents being here. There was
little reason why they should have left. It was not ten-thirty.

Sone of the players left the faro table. None | ooked Iike nen that Harry
woul d expect as persons engaged in espionage. Mrre followed; the faro gane was
goi ng dead. Chances were large that in the general exodus, the wanted nmen were
starting on their way. Harry could not tell by appearances.

He had a duty; and an inportant one. The Shadow had gone to the Carioca
Club, in the heart of Tia Juana. Instead, his destination should be the



Boundary House, a hotel actually but a few feet fromthe border |ine between
Mexico and the United States. It was Harry's job to get to the Carioca C ub,
find the Geen Roomand tip off The Shadow to the change.

DEPARTURE was easy. More players were cashing in their chips. Harry's
supply was not a large one. He proffered them received his nobney and went out
t hr ough t he casi no.

The crowd was as large as ever. Near the roulette table, Harry saw
Creeth, back fromthe racing club. The portly horse fancier was shaki ng hands
with some old friends. Harry dodged out of sight.

A chat with Creeth; introductions to nore people, would certainly del ay
Harry's task. Avoiding that conplication, Harry reached the front of the
casino and started a hasty wal k toward the Carioca C ub

Though Harry did not know it, he had begun a race to the Carioca O ub
itself. H's way would be barred if he did not arrive there before Maringuez's
bandits. Luckily, the distance was short.

Harry arrived at the Carioca; found a good throng on the | ower floor
The upstairs was conpletely darkened, presumably unoccupied. Harry found an
out si de stairway and reached the second fl oor

There was a dimlight in an inner hall. By its glow, Harry found the
Green Room He listened at the door; then cautiously turned the knob and
entered. To his surprise, he found the G een Roomill um nated.

Its wi ndows were heavily curtained; they shut off this inside |ight.
There were curtains, too, that denoted connecting doors; others, for servant
entries. This room had been conmpletely fitted and furni shed, but never used.

Al the curtains were green; so was the plush uphol stery. The room
| ooked deserted; its nmild color gave it an inviting appearance. Quetzal had
certainly chosen a good place to conduct his insidious business. It was one
spot that no one would ordinarily suspect.

The t hought struck Harry again that, after all, this G een Room woul d
not be the meeting place. Harry knew that he nust find The Shadow as soon as
his chief entered.

A curtain stirred as Harry turned toward the outer door. From a draped
wi ndow | edge, The Shadow stepped into view He was cl oaked in black; he had
chosen a sure hiding place to await the conming of Quetzal and the unofficial
representatives of certain foreign governments.

Seeing Harry, The Shadow approached; so noiseless was his stride that
Harry was startled when he heard t he whi spered conmand:

"Report!"

Turning to find The Shadow right beside him Harry gave the news of the
faro deal er's new nmessage. The Shadow breat hed a | augh of understanding. He
had foreseen that prospect, but had doubted that Quetzal would change plans at
so late an hour.

Whet her or not Quetzal had found Dom ni o was uni nportant. The Shadow had
counted upon Harry to spot a new signal. He had known that Harry would cone
here if such were given. There was plenty of time to reach the Boundary House.
Quetzal, the foreign agents as well, would probably be del ayed by the shift of
arrangenents.

THE SHADOW turned toward the door, and Harry followed. The noise that
made The Shadow pause was one that Harry did not hear. Follow ng The Shadow s
gaze, Harry saw a rustle of a curtain at the side of the room The Shadow
watched it; his quick eyes caught the glint of a gun nuzzle.

The weapon projected too far to be a revolver. It was a rifle-an unusual
weapon to be used in Tia Juana. At that nonment, The Shadow coul d have opened
quick battle with the unwary rifleman. H s gl oved hand went toward his
automatic; then paused.

Harry chewed his Iips as he saw the halted gesture. Al one, garbed in
bl ack, The Shadow coul d have faded fromthat threat. Wth Harry present, The
Shadow was handi capped. Harry had a gun of his own; he reached for it. He was



ready for battle, even if he should becone the opening target. At |east,
Harry's few shots woul d hel p The Shadow.

That was not to be. The Shadow whi spered restraining words to his agent.
The rifle had partly withdrawn; only its very nuzzle showed. The threat,
however, had doubl ed. There was a second rifle beside the first.

Harry | ooked quickly across the room Two guns were thrusting through
fromthe curtains oppositel

More rifles showed at the curtains to the serving exits. Miffled sounds
arrived fromw ndows hi dden beyond green drapes. The Shadow turned with Harry
to see a gun at each window. Men with the agility of nmonkeys had scramnbled up
the outer wall to take their posts there!

The Shadow | aughed.

Hs tone was a | ow one; nore of understanding than of sinister mrth.
Harry saw his chief |ook toward the outer door. It, alone, could afford
departure; but chances of reaching it would be small. Guns could blaze from
every other quarter. The Shadow and Harry Vi ncent were conpl etely covered.

The I ast slimchance faded, as Harry stared. The nain door, alone
uncurtai ned, swng inward. Rifles bristled fromthe hallway, aimed by
rough-cl ad men who wore sonbreros. They | ooked like the bandits that they
were. Four in all, they spread, as they heard a purred conmand.

Bet ween the ranks stepped Sancho Maringuez, in his fancy attire. H's
lips held their downturned smile. He bore no weapon; he needed none. His | oyal
banditti held full control. Maringuez saw The Shadow, wal ked toward the
wai ting figure in black.

Behi nd Maringuez cane Tonpino, wearing a grin that spread across his
scar-lined face. Maringuez had found The Shadow, and Tonpi no was gl ad. At
last, El Onbre would neet his match. Perhaps Maringuez woul d duel him al one,
since EIl Orbre was so fixed that he could try no tricks.

That woul d be good, thought Tonpino. Very good, since The Shadow had a
lieutenant, with whom Tonpi no coul d duel. Tonpino surveyed Harry; decided that
the Americano would be a worthy foe. Then, with a scow, Tonpino disnm ssed his
idea as a dream It would be better, easier for Maringuez to turn his bandits
into a firing squad, to now down The Shadow and the man with him

Tompi no had cone to the very thought that was gripping Harry Vincent.
This was to be the finish, Harry decided. At best, there could be short
battle, an effort to di spose of a few foermen while murderous rifles punped.
Harry saw ridicule in the smle that Maringuez wore. He was inpressed by The
Shadow s pose. Hi s chief was standing with folded arnms, awaiting the bandit's
approach. Perhaps The Shadow had some counterstroke in mnd. Yet Harry could
not see just how it would serve.

From The Shadow s own story of past events, Harry had |inked Maringuez
with Quetzal. He had recognized that the bandit | eader and the superspy could
be one. Here was the proof of it. Quetzal-otherw se Maringuez-had changed the
nmeeting place so that be could trap The Shadow while the foreign agents were
assenbl i ng el sewhere.

THE SHADOW spoke, in sibilant Spanish. His words were addressed to
Maringuez. Harry understood their inport.

"W neet at |ast," declared The Shadow. "I have awaited you | ong,
Mari nguez. "

"Ah, si, El Orbre," returned Maringuez, with a bow "This neeting is
i ndeed a tinely one."

To Harry, The Shadow s words were nerely an effort to stay the
sl aughter. He took Maringuez's reply for a meek courtesy. The next occurrence
cane as a total surprise to Harry. Hi s bew | dernent, though, was outmatched by
t hat of Tonpi no.

The Shadow peel ed the glove fromhis right hand. He stretched his hand
toward Maringuez. The bandit received it with a hearty shake. The Shadow s
| augh was a pl eased one; Maringuez's snile showed real enthusiasm

Fi ve seconds |l ater, The Shadow was introducing Harry to Maringuez, who,



in turn, was ordering the astoni shed Tonpino to have his men | ower their
rifles. Froma spot where doomthreatened, the G een Room had becone a pl ace
of nutual accord

"I thought that Quetzal might be here," apol ogized Maringuez. "That is
why | posted ny nen. W nust make ready, in case he arrives."

"There is no need," returned The Shadow. "I saw your nen fromthe
wi ndow. | was com ng out to nmeet you when Vincent arrived with news."

"Concer ni ng Quet zal ?"

"Yes. He has changed the nmeeting place to the Boundary House."

Maringuez registered a troubled | ook. He remarked: "Qur time is short-"

"Not too short," interposed The Shadow. "W cannot reach the Boundary
House before Quetzal arrives there. But we can enter |ong before he | eaves."

"Only one could enter there, El Orbre. You, alone.”

"You need not be distant, Maringuez. Cover fromthe south. | shal
provide for the north. W can turn the boundary neeting to our advantage."

The Shadow and Sancho Maringuez had united in a common cause; together
t hey were soundi ng the doom of Quetzal. Again, they shook hands. Maringuez
brought in his men for new instructions; The Shadow notioned Harry to foll ow
hi m

Qut side the Carioca dub, The Shadow gave Harry a nessage to take across
the Border and place with Vic Marquette.

As Harry nodded his response to the instructions, The Shadow faded with
the night. H s whispered | augh was a sibilant echo, stranger than Harry had
ever heard it in the past.

Amazi ng had been Harry's past adventures wi th The Shadow, but never had
any been as astounding as tonight's. The Shadow s neeting with Sancho
Maringuez still held its dunfounding spell upon Harry Vincent.

CHAPTER XVI |

AT THE BOUNDARY

"NONE pass but Quetzal! Hs token is the jewel ed serpent!”

The words were whi spered by skul kers, as they met on gl oony streets
cl ose by the Boundary House. The order had conme from Quetzal, pronptly at half
past ten. The master-spy had bided his time well.

Quetzal had waited for the foreign agents to reach their destination
They were in the Boundary House, protected by the cordon of desperadoes that
Quet zal had suppli ed.

Bui | di ngs were thick where the road | ed across the Border. The Tia Juana
of Mexico blended into the California town of the same nanme, except for the
short space where all traffic stopped. There, the custons officials of both
countries surveyed all passers.

Away fromthat lighted street, buildings thinned. |Instead of watchful
of ficers, a high, barbed-wire fence stretched in all directions. That barrier
was not imnpassable; but getting through was not an easy task. American
infantry were near, in case they were needed al ong the boundary. On the
Mexi can side, patrolling caval rynen were constantly on duty.

Fugitives were not infrequent from California into Mexico. They stood
little chance of making a run for it, with a horseman in pursuit.

The Boundary House was not on the main street. It was just off the line
of main traffic; and it was entirely on the Mexican side of the Border. The
north wall of the old hotel stopped short of the barbed-wire fence, allow ng
about a dozen feet of space. Patrolling cavalry rode through there whenever
t hey were on duty.

The Shadow knew t hat Quetzal's men woul d be covering the Boundary House,
but he doubted that they would be numerous near the northern wall; Quetzal had
not conspired with the mlitary in Tia Juana, as he had in Ensenada.
Suspi ci ous prow ers woul d be apprehended if they |urked along the north wall
of the old frame hotel

That situation did not handicap Quetzal. In a sense, it nmade matters
somewhat easier for his depleted squads of nmen. They could | eave the boundary



line to the regular patrol. Quetzal had sinply ordered that a watch be kept
near the fence. That fitted with The Shadow s expectation

The Shadow had preserved a forner advantage. Quetzal had not found
Dom nio. It was Maringuez who had di scovered The Shadow s prisoner; and
Mari nguez had seen to it that Dom nio would pass no further word. Shrewdly,
the bandit | eader had posed as Quetzal for Dominio' s benefit.

Quet zal ' s change of the neeting place was sinply a matter of policy. He
wanted his nen away fromthe Carioca Cub; so that any runor, started by The
Shadow whil e alive, would be regarded as a false report if the law visited the
Carioca. As for the new neeting place, Quetzal was positive that it remai ned
unknown. Word of it had not gone out until after the supposed death of The
Shadow.

SI LENT, obscured in his garb of black, The Shadow neared a northern
corner of the Boundary House. So far, he had easily circled Quetzal's nen.
Creepi ng cl oser, The Shadow sensed that his luck m ght soon end. He resorted
to other tactics, when he heard a harsh grow in the darkness near him

One of Quetzal's hidden pickets had heard a slight sound that The Shadow
purposely made. That noise was bait, to draw the lurker from cover.

Wai ting, The Shadow counted on the chance that the picket would retire.
Instead, the man crept closer; gave a sharp hiss to call a conrade. Peeling
his gloves from his hands, The Shadow answered in whi spered Spani sh. He
gleaned a tiny flashlight, close to the ground. The two nmen saw a coi n of
Quet zal beneath the glow The token glittered from The Shadow s pal m

Questions in the darkness. The Shadow replied that he was a new guard,
sent to cover the space between the hotel and the boundary line. Quetzal's nen
guided himto his objective, rem nding that he woul d have to be careful
whenever the military guard went past.

At the corner, one picket returned to his post. The other remained with
The Shadow, never guessing the identity of his conpanion in the darkness.

Agai nst the white wall above his shoul der, The Shadow saw a wi ndow. He
whi spered that he would take this post. The picket started along the wall. As
soon as the man was gone, The Shadow scaled to the sill above.

Tappi ng the wi ndow pane, The Shadow waited, confident that a response
woul d cone. The wi ndow slid slowy upward; a gun nuzzle nudged The Shadow s
ribs. One fal se nove woul d have neant death fromthe inside guard. The Shadow
hel d of f doom by whi spering the nane that called for further countersign

"Quet zal !’

The guard struck a match bel ow the wi ndow |l evel. Into the flanme |ight
cane The Shadow s hand, flashing its disk. The gun muzzl e noved away. The
Shadow cane over the sill to join the guard. He heard the man whi sper:

"What is the nessage?"

"No nessage," returned The Shadow. "I come at Quetzal's sunmons. | amto

pass."
The guard's answer was a fierce, half-suppressed snarl. He teethed the
words: "None pass but Quetzal!"

THE utterance told The Shadow his mistake. He twisted; felt the novenent
of the guard's elbow as the nman tried to cover himwith the revolver. Sliding
his hand swiftly through the dark, The Shadow | ocated his adversary's gun
Wi st.

The bend that The Shadow gave that wist not only turned away the gun
it brought the guard hal fway to the floor. The revolver struck The Shadow s
ankl e, and scarcely thudded as it deflected to the floor. The Shadow sped
fingers to the thug's throat, stopped the gargly cry that the man tried to
gi ve.

O hers were questioning hoarsely in the darkness. The Shadow | ost no
time. Catching the doubled body of his gul ping eneny, he hoisted the man off
the floor and pitched hi mheadl ong through the wi ndow. There was a thunp from
the ground near the wire fence.



"What was the trouble?"
The Shadow answered the hoarse question with a snarl of his own. He was
faking the voice of the overpowered guard.

"An inpostor,"” he told the newcomers. "He tried to pass. | told himthat
none pass but Quetzal."

"Si," was the approving answer. "None pass but Quetzal ."

"Hi s token," added another voice, "is the jeweled serpent."”

The Shadow struck a match; showed his token. It satisfied the other
i nside men. Fromthe wi ndow, however, The Shadow could hear a stir on the
ground. The stunned guard was recovering, |In darkness, The Shadow prepared for
energency battle. He drew an automatic hal fway, then let it slide back

There were hoofbeats fromthe turf. A Mexican caval ryman gal | oped up
flashed a |ight upon the hal f-groggy guard and grabbed the fellow s collar
The Shadow heard the sol dier haul the fell ow away. There would be no trouble
fromthat captured watcher

O her sounds followed from bel ow t he wi ndow. Pickets had net; were
di scussing the capture. They decided that the prisoner was the newconmer who
had joined themin duty. One | ess picket did not matter

FROM t hen on, The Shadow s course was one of double caution. The other
guards retired. He heard the creak of the door through which they passed.

C osing the wi ndow, The Shadow fol |l owed. From the darkened room he
reached a dimsilent passage, that showed several doors ajar. Quetzal's nen
were |istening fromother darkened roons. The Shadow gli ded noi sel essly, chose
a door that was shut tight. Easing it open, he stepped through to a new spot
of danger.

He was in a tiny passage that opened directly into the dingy roomthat
served as hotel |obby. There, he saw Mexicans chatting; fraternizing with a
few Americans who | ooked like riffraff. A tiny nmechanical piano was poundi ng
fromthe corner, adding to the hubbub

Sone of those men, perhaps, were actual guests at the decrepit hotel
Most of them however, were agents of Quetzal. The place was a hot-bed of
foenmen. One glinpse of The Shadow, and guns and dirks would have flashed in
pl enty.

It chanced that no one saw The Shadow. The rear of the hotel belonged to
ot her guards, so no glances went in that direction. Mreover, The Shadow stood
in a spot that was reasonably dark. H's shrouded form could not have been
glinpsed at first sight.

One thuggi sh rogue did stare in The Shadow s direction. He saw what he
t hought was an outlined shape; fancied that it stirred. Shiftily, the fell ow
approached; then he grunbl ed and went back to his chair. There was no one in
the tiny passage.

The Shadow had gone. All that the watcher detected was his last notion
of departure. Picking an opening to the right, The Shadow was creepi ng past
the corner of a short hallway that was totally dark

The direction of the hallway told that it led to the far side of the
hotel. This was the route by which visitors had entered; the way by which
Quet zal was due to cone

Lurkers guarded the darkness. Pressing close to the wall to avoid a
passer, The Shadow felt the edge of a stair above his head. He reached for the
next step; found it |ower down. Inching his way forward, he sought to gain the
bottom of the stairway. A stir, up ahead, caused himto pause just short of
hi s goal .

A door had opened; then closed. There was a new arrival in the
pi tch-bl ack hallway. A flashlight gleamed | ow, advancing toward the bottom of
the stairs. Quards were close beside the man who held the Iight in one hand,
while he flickered its rays upon his other palm

There, alnpst within The Shadow s reach, was a shinmrering cluster of
tiny, resplendent gens. They sparkled froma large nedallion that |lay heavy in
the outstretched hand. Those tiny stones were val uabl e because of their



mat chi ng, rather than their individual worth; They formed m ni ature nosaic,
grotesque in its design

The figure typified upon the jewel ed nedallion was the feathered,
dart-eyed i mage of Quetzal. This was the master token of all those that
depi cted the pluned serpent god.

THE light's glimrer ended. Footsteps sounded upon the stairway. The
jewel ed token was no longer visible; it was being carried by the master-spy
who had taken the nanme of Quetzal for his own.

The Shadow had gai ned opportunity to deal with Quetzal. Shots in the
dar kness coul d have dropped him The Shadow | et the opportunity pass. Death
woul d have been his own lot, also. Quetzal's followers were too many, here in
this lower hall that offered The Shadow nothing in the way of a barricade.

Stealth still remained The Shadow s policy. He used it with uncanny
skill, as the followers of Quetzal whispered at his el bow. Their nmaster had
gone to a room above. They would let no one follow As they took that oath,
their very words were belied.

Upon the stairs that Quetzal had ascended, The Shadow progressed upward.
Silent, he remained invisible in the darkness that Quetzal had provided for
his own secret entry.

Quetzal's neeting was to have a visitor as uncanny as one returned from
the dead. Alone, in the mdst of surrounding foes, The Shadow was bringing his
chal l enge to Quet zal

CHAPTER XI X

DEBTS REPAI D

MEN wer e grouped about a squatly, plain-topped table, their figures
scarcely discernible. The only light in the roomcane froma hanging lanp with
battered cardboard shade, poised just above the table.

Only the trickles of light that filtered through the broken cardboard,
showed traces of the grouped nmen. Their hands and arns were visible, however,
around the table; and their | owtoned voices were plain.

The nmen were speaking English; but with varied accents. Each in turn
they were addressing the nan at the table head. He had arrived but a few
m nut es before.

"W have decided," canme a foreign tone. "At first, we planned to bid for
the information that you possess. Then we deci ded that such woul d be usel ess.
The facts will be good for all. W shall share the cost."

The speaker paused, while nmen beside himgave their affirmation. There
was a short halt in the transaction; then canme a rasped statement fromthe man
at the head:

"Quet zal never bargains. You have been told the price."

"OfF course," agreed one of the foreign agents. "W have the noney for
you. Two million dollars that you ask. But before we deliver it, we nmust see
the plans."

The hands of Quetzal produced a |ong envelope. Fromit, they renoved a
batch of thin papers. Drawn with a fine pen were diagrams in black ink. Sone
were maps; others, details of nmilitary fortifications. Charts of roads forned
a clustered network on one paper

Pi ece by piece, Quetzal had wormed information fromdifferent spies. No
one man had gained itenms of conplete value. Only by putting the bits together
had Quetzal succeeded in gaining the whole. His harsh |laugh told that story.

"The information is conplete," announced Quetzal. "Wen old spies failed
me, | enployed new ones. Watever was | acking in any particular, | |earned
t hrough special search. Each itemis placed where it belongs, to forma work
of art. Like this-"

From his hand he flashed his jewel ed nmedallion. Quetzal's visitors
uttered their adniration when they saw the tiny npsaic, with its intricate
wor kmanshi p. Quetzal could have chosen no better exanple with which to conpare
hi s docunents. The foreign agents recognized that the prepared plans were as



conpl ete as Quetzal clained.

There was one | one objector. He began

"These di agranms are not explanatory. They nean nothing as they stand.
The synbol s upon them do not tell what each itemrepresents.”

"Here is the code." Quetzal plucked one paper from beneath the others.
"It bears the synmbols. Space did not permt themon the diagrans.
Furt hernore"-his tone was convincing-"1 kept them separate until tonight.
Si nce one was usel ess without the other, the loss of either would not have
mattered. "

THERE were exchanged mutters of admiration fromthe foreign agents.

Paper crinkled. Into the Iight, hands began to thrust their quota of noney.
Quet zal was being paid his mllions in bundl es of American currency.

Pushi ng the plans aside, Quetzal spread the cash in the light, noted the
preval ence of thousand-dollar bills. Wth a chuckle, he reached to the side,
rai sed the bundle of plans to pass themto his visitors.

"Whi ch of you requires these?" queried Quetzal. "I suppose that you have
deci ded that anong you. Copies can be easily nade-"

A hand stretched in fromthe table side. Upon its third finger shone a
gemthat captured Quetzal's eye. He would have paid high for that jewel; it
was as unique as his gemred nosaic.

Quet zal recognized the stone as a girasol, a jewel prevalent in Mexico;
but this fire opal was matchl ess. He wondered which of the lucky foreign
agents had found so rare a buy in Tia Juana, where good jewels were sel dom
seen.

The gem spl ashed living fire fromits ever-changi ng depths. Quetzal saw
azure change to crinson; then to deep maroon, as the hand noved back into
dar kness. The plans were gone with it.

Quet zal began to bundle his noney. He halted, as he heard sharp words
anong the foreign agents.

"I was to hold the plans! That was our agreenent!"”

"I't was you who took them"

"That was not my hand-"

"Nor mi ne! Perhaps he-"

The voices shifted to a babble of foreign expression. One man's hand
cl anped upon Quetzal's fist. The man ripped an accusation that Quetza
under st ood. They were accusi ng himof using an acconplice.

"You tricked us! The plans were fal sel™

"Wait!" Quetzal bawl ed the interruption in English. "Soneone el se has
tricked us! Soneone still within this room Stay here, while | find the
lights."

He started fromthe table. The foreign agents bl ocked him Furiously,
Quet zal shouted that they were fools; that the thief was escapi ng, would be
gone within a few brief nonents. Quetzal shouted that the room nust have
light.

A switch clicked fromthe wall, close by the door. Quetzal's request was
granted. A d wall fixtures provided light that showed the entire room
Quet zal , head down, was westing hinmself fromthe clutch of three fighting
men, who stopped their brawl when the lights cane.

Near the door was the person who had pressed the switch; one whom
Quet zal trusted. For a nonent, the foreign agents thought that she could have
snatched the plans, for they remenbered that a dark-ski nned wonan had recei ved
t hem here.

The woman at the door was Dol ores Borenza. She had come to the room when
she heard the excitenent. Beside her was the opened door. In her right hand,
Dol ores held a revolver; avidly, she was searching for a living target. Her
eyes gl eaned as she saw the one she wanted.

Just outside the doorway was The Shadow. Hi s hands were gl oved agai n; he
was a figure of jet-blackness. Like his girasol, the fortification plans were
gone fromview They were tucked deep in a fold of his black cloak



W TH one hand on the doorknob, The Shadow gri pped an automatic with the
other. He had expected to be clear; to have the door closed before Quetzal and
the foreign agents began their pursuit. Dolores, sliding in before The Shadow
reached the door, had managed to stay the cloaked visitor's departure.

Dol ores was the inmedi ate nenace. The Shadow saw her from the corner of
his eye. As the woman swung the gun and jabbed it toward The Shadow, she made
the thrust too far; The Shadow s free hand whi pped fromthe knob. It caught
Dol ores by the wrist.

The nmurderous senorita fired wildly, as The Shadow ended her aim The
Shadow s forearmtugged with piston-like power. H's fingers relaxed. Dol ores
took a headl ong lurch across the room She hit the wall; her gun bounded from
her hand. The Shadow swung to aimfor Quetzal

Away fromthe foreign agents, Quetzal was facing The Shadow, he was
tugging to produce a gun, while his face glared its rage. The man's broad
count enance was di storted; but even when he played the role of Quetzal, he
could not lose the features that belonged to him The vicious face of Quetza
was that of Latiner Creeth!

ONLY luck saved Creeth at that noment. He was slow on the draw;, and The
Shadow did not intend to wait for the nurderer to gain a weapon. Had the duel
been unnol ested, The Shadow coul d have dropped Creeth while the sel f-styled
Quetzal was still funbling for his gun. The forei gn agents provided the
intervention that saved Creeth.

They wanted their plans. They wanted escape. They saw The Shadow as a
bl urred shape; took himfor an ordinary intruder. They surged forward,
shouting, straight into his path of fire.

The Shadow shifted fromthe doorway. These men were not nurderers.
Scumy though their enterprise mght be, they were follow ng orders that they
had to take.

In the hallway, The Shadow flung the grapplers w de. He chucked one for
the stairway; hoisted another into the room where Dol ores had been hidden
flung the third to the end of the darkened upstairs hall. Weeling to handle
Creeth, The Shadow saw t he arch-spy coming for the door. Again, The Shadow had
no chance to handl e Creeth.

The shot that Dol ores had fired was a damagi ng one. It had echoed
far-down to the floor below, out through the partly opened wi ndow. Quetzal's
men were piling up the stairs. Reserves were pouring to the lower hall from
ever ywher e.

The Shadow ri pped shots down the stairs. Men fired upward; but they were
stunbling as they cane. The Shadow gripped the only one that arrived; poured
nore | ead upon the others. He enptied his automatic in a hurry, then flung the
weapon downward to crack the skull of a rising foe.

That attack had faltered. The Shadow thought of Creeth. Struggling with
the man who had reached him The Shadow spun the fell ow about and used him as
a shield while getting another gun. Propelling his victimahead of him The
Shadow bowl ed toward the door of the nmeeting room He found Creeth at the
t hreshol d.

Creeth fired viciously; clipped his owmn man with the bullets. He hoped
that slugs woul d penetrate through to The Shadow, but they did not. The Shadow
chucked his human shield toward Creeth, just as the nurderer started nore
gunfire. Wth the slunping thug sprawl i ng between, The Shadow | eaped for
Creeth, to knock away his gun

Creeth dived back into the room losing his aimw thout waiting for The
Shadow. There, he turned suddenly, sprang for the door again as The Shadow
canme through. There was tine for neither to aim They grappled; went
staggering across the room They hit the table; it clattered. Creeth's noney
fluttered all about them The portly nmurderer saw the sight, as he began to
weaken under The Shadow s pressure.

Creeth saw nore. Dol ores had risen. She was standing by the lowgilled



wi ndow, aimng with her revolver. She wanted one chance to clip The Shadow.
Creeth tried to help nmake it, but could not.

The Shadow, too, saw Dol ores. He was holding Creeth's bulk in her
direction.

DESPI TE his predi canent, Creeth grinned. His leer was ugly; it expressed
his thoughts. Tunmult had begun bel ow; shots were barking everywhere. Fromthat
bedl am canme the pound of footsteps on the stairs. Rescuers were at hand. They
woul d clip The Shadow fromtheir angle, if Dolores failed to get himfrom
hers.

That thought inspired Creeth to trenmendous fury. He became what he had
prided hinself as being: Quetzal, the serpent master, whose ways were nore
power ful than those of man. He had fared badly in a scuffle with The Shadow at
Ensenada; but Tia Juana would tell a different story.

Creeth withed with amazing strength. He could not pluck hinmself from
The Shadow s grasp, but he did acconplish a result that brought a cry of
mur der ous encour agenent from Dol ores.

As stanping feet reached the top of the stairs, Creeth forced The
Shadow s gun hand downward. Wth it, Creeth shoved the nuzzle of his own
revol ver hard agai nst The Shadow s neck; Dol ores saw Creeth's finger on the
trigger; heard the nuffled report of a gun. She shouted shrill triunph that
faded on her Iips.

Creeth, not The Shadow, was the one who sl unped. White snmoke that curled
upward was from an automatic pressed against Creeth's ribs. The revol ver was
dropping unfired from Creeth's fingers. The Shadow had dealt a nortal wound to
Quet zal

CREETH S fini sh brought sudden elation to Dol ores. Her service with the
superspy had reached its end tonight. The reign of Quetzal was ended; that did
not matter to Dol ores. She had gai ned the opportunity that her murder-crazed
m nd had | ong craved: her chance to settle with The Shadow

This time, it would be a certainty. The Shadow was turning to nmeet her
aim and with it, he was settling his own doom Even if The Shadow fired
first, he would die. The surge of men fromthe stairs had reached the door. By
turning toward Dol ores, The Shadow had rendered hinsel f hel pl ess before that
outsi de attack

Dol ores, as she ainmed, was willing to take her chance of death, because
it nullified The Shadow s hope of life. There would be no time for himto dea
with others. At |ast, The Shadow had reached a final trap

The Shadow s ai m overtook the nove of the senorita' s gun. So far as
Dol ores was concerned, The Shadow was wi nning by a split-second, although the
worman did not recognize the fact. For a long instant, The Shadow s gun muzzle
| oomed straight for the eyes of the nmurderess. The gloved finger paused on the
trigger of the .45, and nmade no further nove.

Arifle shot had boonmed fromoutside the hotel. Wth it, Dolores jolted.
The senorita swayed; staggered back to the low sill. She |ost her bal ance at
t he wi ndow; plunged out into the darkness below. No cry came from her lips.

Dol ores Borenza was dead before she pitched to the ground outside.

A revol ver spoke fromthe doorway of the room Its aimwas not toward
The Shadow. The bullet was for Creeth, who had nade a frenzied effort to rise,
despite his nortal wound. The slug stopped the vanqui shed Quetzal; rolled him
upon the heaps of bl ood nbney that were strewn on the fl oor

The shot was not necessary. Creeth never could have strengthened to take
aimat The Shadow. The man who had fired did not know that. The Shadow turned
to greet Sancho Mari nguez.

The bandit | eader and his nmen were the ones who had arrived fromthe
stairs. Only Dol ores had mi staken them for Quetzal's reinforcenents. The
Shadow had known that Sancho would arrive.

"ONE takes |l essons fromE Onbre," Maringuez purred, smoothly, as he



| ooked toward the wi ndow. "You al ready had the senorita hel pl ess when Tonpi no
fired fromoutside. Yet Tompino did well, fromthe distance where | placed
hi m

"As for Quetzal"-Maringuez |ooked toward Creeth's body-"I can see that
you held himalso, El Orbre. He was as good as dead when | gave hi m anot her
bullet."”

Wth downturned snmile, Maringuez ordered his bandits to gather up the
bl oodst ai ned noney that surrounded Creeth. In his snooth tone, Maringuez spoke
to the unhearing dead man:

"Ah, Senor Creeth, you paid ne one thousand pesos. for your protection
Per haps you were sorrowed when | fired-if you were not already too unhappy
because of El Onbre. But remenber: |, Sancho Maringuez, have kept ny word. |
gave protection to Latiner Creeth; but | made no bargain with Quetzal ."

Battl e had ended outside the hotel. The last of Quetzal's followers were
captured. Sone had been bagged by Maringuez's outside men. Qthers, trying to
squeeze through the boundary wire, were grabbed by patrolling Mexican cavalry.

Those who did get through were captured al so. Men net them on the other
side. Those sane nen cane through the fence, piled into the hotel and hurried
upstairs. They were United States governnent nen, headed by Vic Marquette.
Harry Vincent had brought themto the scene of battle.

Sancho Maringuez, turning, |ooked for The Shadow. The bandit's eyes
bl i nked. El Onbre was gone. As Maringuez still stared, puzzled, Harry arrived
with Marquette. The Shadow s agent introduced Vic to Maringuez.

Smilingly, the bandit |eader ordered his men to turn over Quetzal's
weal th. They did so, giving the cash to Vic and the government men. Bandits
lifted Creeth's body, carted it fromthe room Marquette spoke anxiously to
Mar i nguez:

"The stol en plans-where are they? W captured the foreign agents, but
t hey had no papers on them™

"The plans are safe,” purred Maringuez. "You will receive them soon
senor, fromone who will never |ose them They are in the keeping of El
Orbre! "

From somewhere in the stilled outer darkness cane a weird, untraceable
token that justified the statenent of Sancho Maringuez. A startling burst of
sinister mirth, it rose to eerie crescendo; then faded, shuddering into the
qui et of the night.

That laugh told the triunph of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XX

THE SHADOW TALKS

THERE were three who net, the next night, on the veranda of the hotel at
Agua Caliente, near Tia Juana. There, Vic Marquette introduced Sancho
Maringuez to Lanmont Cranston.

"M. Cranston served as contact with The Shadow, " expl ai ned Marquette.
"The Shadow has delivered the papers that he took from Creeth. The spy's pl ans
have gone to Washington, with the two mllion dollars.™

Mari nguez seenmed pl eased at nmeeting a friend of The Shadow. Vic
suggested that Sancho tell the details of the part he played.

"I work with the Mexican governnent," spoke Maringuez, with a smle
"They ask nme, senor, to search for Quetzal. So | become a bandit on the road
bet ween the Col orado River and Tia Juana. Wth two |ieutenants, Porog and

Tompi no, | watch the haci enda owned by Latinmer Creeth.
"l suspect that spies are using that hacienda; but I amnot sure.
learn that two Anericanos cone there, so | search. | have gone back to the

nmount ai ns, when- pouf!-Poroq di sappears. There is only one place he could go:
to the Ensenada road.

"I send Tonpino there to look for him and | follow with nmy nen. Tonpino
t hi nks that he has shot El Onbre; instead, we find Porog. | was very gl ad.
did not know that El Orbre was in Mexico, or | would not |et himnake so bad a
m st ake. "



Pausi ng, Maringuez produced the token that he had taken from Poroq's
body. He showed the disk, with its device of Quetzal

"l suspect Poroq," explained Maringuez, "because he has tried to kill El
Onbre. | find this token with Porog. | had sought long to gain a token used by
Quetzal . Tonmpino and I, we go to Ensenada. There, | learn that El Orbre has

been captured; that he is to die at dawn.

"I had been told of Myyo, the Indian. To him | give a nessage, with the
order signed by the president of Mexico. It reaches Lieutenant Coroza. E
Onbre is safe. Ensenada becones-as you would say it-'too hot' for Quetzal. So
we go to Tia Juana.

"Still, I do not suspect Creeth. El Orbre canme fromthe haci enda.
Perhaps he is one friend to Creeth. Perhaps not; it may be that Creeth bribed
Porog. So | wait in Tia Juana. | neet El Orbre. Then all is well."

FROM hi s pocket, Maringuez brought a crunpled piece of paper. Upon it
were witten sentences that were broken by a torn edge. The paper read:
Latinmer Creeth is Quet
He will visit Tia Ju
to give plans to for
agents. Watch for s
fromdealer at faro t
in main ganbling cas
"I found this in Creeth's pocket," remarked Maringuez. "It is the big
part of a note that he nust have torn away from Janes R kel and. Perhaps The
Shadow found the rest.”

In Cranston's leisurely style, The Shadow produced the renmai nder of the
note, as though he had just remenbered it. He added it to the large portion
to produce the conpl ete message:

Latinmer Creeth is Quetzal.
He will visit Tia Juana
to give plans to foreign
agents. Watch for signa
fromdealer at faro table
i n mai n ganbl i ng casi no.

Maringuez eyed the small section at the right of the nmessage. H s
expressi on showed both wonder and admiration, as he tried to figure that
trifling clue. He heard the quiet voice of Cranston explain:

"The Shadow knew that the first sentence named Latinmer Creeth as
Quetzal . The syllable 'zal,' explained that; because it finished the word
'"Quetzal' and was followed by a period. The second line ending in 'ana
obviously referred to Tia Juana. The words 'foreign' and 'signal' were also
plain by their endings. They gave the key to the nmessage.

"Quet zal - Tia Juana-foreign agents-signal. A signal that would be given
where? That might lie in the last word. Many words end in 'able'; one such
word is 'table.’ To The Shadow, that signified the probability that the signal
woul d be given at a ganing table; and the finish of the message proved it. The
nmessage would not end with the word
mean only the word 'casino.

About to ask a question, Maringuez heard Cranston add:

"The Shadow pi cked the faro table, because it was the only one of its
kind in the casino. There were several roulette tables. To specify one such
table, with the longer word 'roulette,' the fifth Iine of the message woul d
have carried too far."

"Very good, senor," comented Maringuez. "Yet how did El Onbre judge the
| ength of those lIines? He had but one bit of paper.”

"Fromthe sane pad that R kel and had used previously, when he gave a
conpl ete nessage to Moyo. The paper was the same. The Shadow conpared it; and
therefore knew the size of the sheet.”

no'; therefore, those two letters could



Mari nguez was thoughtful, as he rolled his cigarette. He purred the one
qguestion that still puzzled him

"Way did El Orbre think that Latimer Creeth was Quetzal ? Wiy coul d not
t he nessage have said Sancho Mari nguez?"

"Creeth suggested that The Shadow go to Ensenada," was the cal mreply of
Cranston. "He al so joined Poroqg, outside the haci enda, when Poroq was
searching for the two Anericans. Poroq' s anmbush was a one-man job. Wen you
and your nen arrived, you did not shout for Porog. You did not expect to find
hi m t here.

"The Shadow understood all that. He | earned nore, the night in Ensenada,
when Moyo came to the prison at the presidio. Myo described the man who gave
hi mthe order for Lieutenant Coroza. H's description fitted you, Maringuez."

ALL was expl ained to Sancho Maringuez. He recogni zed that The Shadow had
di vined every detail. Maringuez knew that he did not have to explain how he
had kept Tompino in ignorance of the fact that he-Mringuez-was working with
The Shadow.

Keepi ng Tonpi no uni nformed was Maringuez's only policy, after Poroqg had
denonstrated treachery. Maringuez knew that the hand of Quetzal could reach
far.

Silence fell upon the veranda. It was noonlight at Agua Caliente; the
soft Mexi can ni ght was | anguorous. The crinmes of Quetzal; the battle of the
ni ght before, seenmed very far in the past. Yet, as the three tal kers parted,
Sancho Maringuez gained chilling recollection of a sound that he had heard
before. He thought that his ears caught the echoes of a sibilant |augh-a
haunting tone that cane from spaces of the past.

The I augh could not be Cranston's, thought Maringuez; for Cranston's
maskl i ke |lips were i mobile, when Mringuez gl anced quickly toward the spot
that he had just left. Nor did Vic Marquette suspect the source, when he, too,
caught the tone. Like Maringuez, Marquette classed the whispered mrth as a
recol |l ecti on of the past.

Yet it was from Cranston's notionless |lips that the weird taunt had
cone. The triunph | augh of The Shadow

Echoes of The Shadow s |augh would hardly be stilled before the Master
Crime-fighter would become aware of a "Death Token" that brought destruction
to all who canme within its sphere of influence!

"Death Token"-a silver franc piece-yet many woul d di e before The Shadow
pierced its secret!

THE END
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