THE MASKED HEADSMAN
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazine," April 15, 1937.

Mllions in jewels and golden plate were the stake - the treasure of Add
Spai n! And The Shadow s bl azi ng guns had to deci de the issue!

CHAPTER |
THE PROTEST PARADE

"HERE t hey cone!"

The word noved through the crowds that |ined the main street of
VWhitefield. Along that avenue came a bobbing array of banners and pl acards,
rai sed on high poles that dwarfed the nen bel ow t hem

Though slow, irregular, alnost ragged, that nmarch cane onward with the
crushi ng power of a juggernaut. There was sonething ominous in its approach

Fl ares burst suddenly fromthe raised fists of marchers. Those fl anmes
wer e
red. They transforned the parade into a torchlight procession; faces were dyed
with crinson, beneath the wavering gl are.

A murmur went through the watching crowd. People on the sidewal ks shifted
back into doorways. Fearfully, they eyed the gloating faces of the marchers;
heard the hoarse shouts from beneath the ruddy flares. Incredulously, the
onl ookers read the signs that the paraders carried.

Vi ol ence and threat were the nottoes of those nmarchers. They were a nob
fromthe days of the French Revol ution, brought to newlife on the main street
of an Anerican city. Here, in this nodern setting, they were shouting for the
bl ood of aristocrats.

In a press car, parked by the curb, a young man wat ched the parade's
approach. He was O yde Burke, reporter for the New York Cl assic. Cyde had
cone
to Whitefield to cover the parade. He had expected some commtion; a mld
riot,
per haps. But Cyde had not foreseen so fierce a march as this.

The parade was approachi ng the county courthouse, directly across the
street from Clyde's car. Already, the reflection of the first torches threw a
ruddy tinge upon the long white wall of the courthouse. That glare was
creepi ng
forward, giving its challenge to the | aw

In the interval of the parade's approach, Cyde reviewed the events that
had produced this mad denonstrati on.

VWHI TEFI ELD was a city of close to thirty thousand people, scarcely nore
than twenty niles outside of New York Gity. Many residents were comuters, who
went to business in Manhattan. That, coupled to the fact that Witefield was
the county seat, nade the city an inmportant one.

VWitefield boasted a | arge courthouse; a prosperous business district.
Amid its older, smaller buildings stood | arge apartnent houses and a fine
nodern hotel. On the outskirts were many | arge suburban residences; beyond
t hem
| ay huge estates with pal atial mansions.

Recently, wealthy strangers had cone to Wiitefield. They were Spani ards,
aristocrats of the old reginme. Though they lived in separate hones and
apartments, they forned a definite colony of their own, wth headquarters at
t he mansi on of Count Jerni no Darraga.



The presence of the Spanish aristocrats had caused a stir in radica
circles. Aradical group that called itself the Spanish People's Party had set
up headquarters in Witefield. The People's Party was backing this parade.

They had nanaged to gain a permt through the county authorities. That,
despite the contrary argunents of Police Chief C aude Wnther, who threatened
to break up the parade upon the slightest provocation. The result was a march
far greater than any that either the county authorities or the police chief
had
expect ed.

Mal contents gal ore had come from New York. The march | ooked |ike a May
Day
celebration. Adding to the bold touch, were the crinmson lights. Red flags were
taboo in Wiitefield, so the police chief had declared. Wnther, however had
made no proviso barring red |ights.

The head of the parade reached Clyde's car. The reporter read the
pl acards
that termed aristocrats the bl eeders of the Spanish nation. He saw the faces,
lurid in the glow. All were not Spanish; synpathizers of many nationalities
had
joined in this protest.

Sone of the marchers were fanatics; others |ooked | ess rabid; they seened
sincere believers in their cause. As a representative of the press, Cyde felt
a neutral attitude toward the whole scene. If the men were troubl e-makers, it
was best to let them parade. Then they woul d be where they coul d be watched
and
controll ed.

Nunmer ous enough to maintain their ranks, these marchers would let off
st eam by shouting and wavi ng banners. They woul d di sperse, contented. That was
Cl yde' s opinion; he had seen the thing work out on other occasions.

To-night, a different result was due. Something so unexpected that Cyde
Bur ke was astoni shed when it cane.

THE parade was passing the silent courthouse, where wi ndows fornmed bl ack
bl ocks anmid the white stone front. Cyde, glancing toward the center of the
parade, nerely chanced to see a rounded object skim suddenly from one of those
dark wi ndows. He did not recognize the thing until an instant before it
struck,
squarely in the center of the march.

That horrified instant was the longest in Clyde's life. Tine seenmed to
hold its march, like a stilled photograph in a trick notion picture.

The bonb exploded with a roar that drowned all tumult. A vol cano of
out-flying flame made red flares and street lights feeble. Onlookers flattened
to their doorways. Echoes of the blast were acconpanied by the crash of
clattering w ndowpanes in the courthouse and the buil di ngs opposite. Fragnents
of steel hailed the safety plate glass wi ndow of Cyde's car. He had wi sely
cl osed that wi ndow as the parade approached.

Marchers were sprawl ed upon the street. Their placards had fallen; the
red
flares were sizzling fromthe ground. The massed procession | ooked like a |ong
caterpillar, halted in its progress. There was one grimdetail that all eyes
saw.

The stretch of humanity was broken in the center. There, a black gap
mar ked the spot where the bonmb had bl asted a ten-foot space of paving. O the
dozen marchers who had been passing there, no sign of one remained.

Li ves had been wi ped out through one insidious deed; and there was human
testinmony to the power of the bomb. Along the fringes of the broken paving
craw ed figures of wounded and nmai ned who had escaped death; but, perhaps,
wer e
| ess fortunate than their conrades who had gone to oblivion



The terrible travesty struck C yde Burke. People expected radicals to
t hrow bonbs at the opposition. A "pineapple" tossed into a radical parade was
a
grimreversal of the usual. The horror nade partisan opinions fade. Only the
stark facts remnained.

Human |ives had been brutally shattered. Synpathy bel onged with the
victinms. Justice stood against the terrorist who had caused that stroke of
deat h.

The outraged roars that arose along the street were not fromthe spraw ed
mar chers. The shouts canme fromthe sidewal k crowds. Ot hers, beside Cyde, had
seen the bonb scale fromthe window WIdly, they pointed to the source from
whi ch the destruction had cone.

The nurderer was still there. One armraised to hide his face, he stood
agai nst the glow of the street lights. Undeterred by the vengeful shouts that
greeted him he swung his free armin another throw Again, time waited, while
an audi bl e gasp sighed fromthe lips of terrified spectators.

A second bonb was | eaving the nurderer's hand, destined for another spot
along the line of march, where spraw ed men had not regained their feet for
chance of flight. Cyde Burke sagged hopel essly behind the wheel of his coupe,
his eyes riveted by the newterror that was to cone.

As the bonmb | aunched fromthe nurderer's hand, a stab of flame jabbed
from
the curb beside Cyde's car. Cyde was conscious of a pistol shot; but the
report was drowned by the result that it produced.

The bonb fromthe wi ndow was coning on an arc in the direction of Cyde's
car. The marksman winged it |like a trapshooter picking off a clay pigeon

The bonb exploded in air. Its shattering force was |ost as fragnents
scattered just below the nurderer's wi ndow C yde sensed new stabs fromthe
pi stol close beside his car. He could not hear the shots, for his ears were
deaf ened by the bonb's roar

The marksman was shooting for the nmurderer. The man at the w ndow had
dropped away. The nenace was averted; those tinely, inspiring shots began a
count erwave. Uniformed policenen | eaped out fromthe sidewal k crowmds. They
peppered the death wi ndow with revol ver bullets.

O hers were dashing toward the courthouse, hoping to reach the upper
fl oor
before the killer nade his getaway. There was a good chance that bullets had
reached him if so, he would be easily captured. Wile Cyde Burke gawked, the
door on the right of the coupe opened and cl osed.

Clyde turned. Beside himwas a figure in black - the supernmarksnman who
had
so coolly wi nged the bonmb. dyde understood. Only one being could have been so
qui ck of aimand certain of fire to stop that second infernal missile. The
mar ksman wore a | ong cl oak; a slouch hat topped his head. He was The Shadow,
superfoe of crine.

Cl yde Burke was an agent of The Shadow. He knew that his chief had
orders.

They came. The Shadow told Clyde to follow the rush into the courthouse and
learn the details there. As Clyde clinbed fromthe coupe, he saw the reason
why

The Shadow had remai ned.

Sone of the paraders had rallied fromtheir shock. The rear of the
processi on was behaving in orderly fashion; but the group up ahead had ot her
pl ans. They were the banner carriers; the strongest fanatics were anong t hem
Past the spot where the bonmb had expl oded, those ringleaders had escaped the
brunt of the blast.

No police were present to halt themas they broke into a maddened surge.
Howl i ng, their red torches raised anew, they were dashing along the main
street, turning their march into a charge. They were heading for the outskirts
of Whitefield. Their cries were nurderous.



As Cyde reached the courthouse, he | ooked back. He saw The Shadow
wheel i ng the coupe about, trying to work it through the throngs that were
everywhere. Al one, The Shadow intended to foll ow that surge of naddened
fanati cs.

An officer pressed Clyde back at the courthouse door. Clyde flashed a
reporter's card. The cop let himthrough. Upstairs, Cyde came to the room
where the murderer had been. Police and other arrivals were there ahead of
hi m
grouped about a body on the floor

Clyde heard them say that the nurderer had been downed by tinely bullets
fromthe street. They turned the face of the corpse upward. C yde heard a gasp
of awe; he pressed through to see the dead man's face.

Clyde had seen that man's photograph in the afternoon newspapers. The man
was the very one who had prom sed, through unstated nmeans, to break up the
protest parade. As incredible as the tossed bonbs thensel ves, was the identity
of the dead man in the roomwhere the attack had ori gi nat ed.

The dead nman was C aude Wnther, Wiitefield s police chief.

VWil e Cyde Burke stood astounded at this strange discovery, The Shadow
was on his way to prevent new slaughter that m ght prove as hideous as the
expl osion that had wecked the parade in Witefield.

CHAPTER |
BROKEN BATTLE

FI FTY madnmen were at their goal. They had reached a good-sized estate
j ust
out side of Whitefield. A massive gate bl ocked progress; on either side of it
stretched a high picket fence. The nob wasted no tinme in entry.

They chose the fence because it was easier. The encl osure went down.
Two-thirds of the horde piled across it, while the rest remained to denolish
the gate. Ahead, across a spacious |lawn, the attackers saw the |ighted w ndows
of a mansion. They howl ed in great glee.

Red torches broke the bl ackness of the night; showed the full size and
nature of the advancing nob. Unl ess stern resistance canme, that crowd was due
to enter the mansion, bringing terror to hapless persons within its walls.

Through a side gate cane a speeding car; another foll owed soon after it.
The aut onobil es reached the mansion, across a stretch of driveway where the
nob
had not arrived. Sight of these few reinforcenents nerely brought new cries
from
the nob. They considered the arrivals as added victins.

Behi nd the nmob cane a few autonobil es, commandeered on the way. WIld nen
wer e hanging to the running boards, ordering the unlucky drivers to follow As
the cars neared the mansion, they halted. The nen dropped off to join the
attack.

One car, a coupe, pulled off fromthe driveway and halted on the | awn.
Its
driver, deep behind the wheel, delivered a | owtoned | augh. That driver was
The
Shadow. He had chosen the easiest way to follow. Stepping into the darkness
that the torchlight carriers had |eft, The Shadow unlinbered his brace of
automati cs.

The Shadow knew this mansion. It was the home of Count Jerni no Darraga,
el dest of the Spanish aristocrats. The nob that represented the People's Party
had come here knowi ng that the entire col ony of wealthy Spaniards woul d be
present. Originally, the marchers had pl anned a denonstration outside the
gates. Because of the bonmb episode, the paraders had changed their purpose.
They want ed car nage.



The Shadow s own act had nade this possible. By stopping the second bonb,
he had given the nmaddened paraders their chance to rally. The Shadow had
prevented death before; it was his duty to do the same again. Partisanship was
not known to The Shadow. Hi s protection always went to those who were about to
suffer injustice.

In that mansi on were peopl e who knew not hing of the bonbs in Witefield.
It was not right that they should suffer for the evil that another had
per f or ned.

There were weapons anong the nob; but guns were comparatively few Most
of
the attackers had picked up bricks and pieces of lead pipe to use in the first
sally. They were hol ding revolvers and knives in reserve. At present, they
depended upon sheer power of nunbers.

THE nob's wath was pronptly displayed. As torchbearers spread around the
mansi on, a young man sprang from a side door and entered an autonobile. He
started to drive for the unguarded side gate. Shouts told that the nob had
recogni zed him

"Ranos Ferrero! He goes to get others! Stop him"

Men with cudgel s sprang upon the car, forced it to the house wall. Ranops
Ferrero came tunbling fromthe driver's seat, his face pale but determ ned
Two
mur derous nen went after him swi nging |l engths of |ead pipe. From darkness,
The
Shadow ai med an automatic. Hi s shots were not needed.

Three servants piled fromthe house door; snatched Rambs fromthe arns of
the nmob. Fighting, still anxious to drive away in his car, the young Spani ard
was hauled into the safety of the house. The door slammed shut.

The nob jeered; threatened to batter in the door. The pleasure of
smashi ng
Ranmps' s car proved greater. Wile that was going on, bricks began to snash
wi ndows. Lights went out on the ground floor. The nob wi t hdrew, suspiciously.
Goaded by the shouts of ringleaders, the torchbearers assenbled at the front
of
t he mansi on.

A tall, stoop-shouldered man with white hair showed hinself at a bal cony
on the second floor. Bricks began to fly. WIld voices shrieked:

"Jernino Darraga! Miurderer! Death to Darraga!"

As bricks struck the bal cony, persons pulled the old count in to safety.
The Shadow saw nmen in eveni ng cl othes; wonen dressed in beautiful evening
gowns. The aristocrats had been holding a social affair while the radicals
paraded. They had not expected the nmob to arrive, unrestrained by the police.

Torchlights waved forward. The nob was ready for attack. The Shadow saw
t he gl eam of guns; knew that the invaders intended to bash the ground fl oor
wi ndows and drive upstairs. Crouched, The Shadow was ready with both
automati cs, when another halt cane.

Instead of the hated Count Darraga, another man was stepping to the
bal cony. Upraised torches threw Iight upon his face. H's olive-tinted features
were rugged; his lips were straightened beneath his hooked nose. His black
eyes
caught the ruddy glow, showed a fierce flash toward the nob beneat h.

The man on the bal cony thrust a square jaw forward; stretched out a | ong
armto quell the nmob. Hoots sounded bel ow, ended as snarly voices called for
silence. This unknown aristocrat was one who should be heard. Let him speak
make poor excuses. The pleasure of attack and murder would be greater after he
had nade his usel ess statenents

"I AM Don Luis Robera," announced the rugged-faced man, in boom ng



Spani sh. "Whet her you have heard of ne does not matter. You will listen while
I
speak. There is something of which | should remnd you

"You are in America; not in Spain. Here, murder brings punishnent. | say
that you are fools to come here. Go, before you suffer! If you choose to
battl e
aristocrats, return to Spain. There will be plenty of caballeros ready to
recei ve you!"

The nob nmuttered. Some one shout ed:

"Who tal ks of rmurder? Murder is what brought us here!"

The statenent brought approving yells beneath the torchlight. Again the
Ccry rose:

"Death to the aristocrats! Death to the nurderers!”

Don Lui s | eaned over the bal cony, ignoring bricks that sailed past his
head to crash one small unbroken wi ndow. H's fierce tones caused another |ull

"I came here bringing news," he told the nmob. "The murderer who threw the
bonb has been captured, dead. He is not one of us. W made no threats agai nst
your parade. The man who did so acted on his own. He was the police chief of
Wiitefield, C aude Wnther!"

Don Luis gave his statement the enphasis of fact. It produced a rea
ef fect upon the nmob. Gun hands | owered; mutters passed among the crowd.
Thoughts of attack wavered. Don Luis lighted a cigarette, surveyed the faces
bel ow. Hi s straight lips curved upward to forma triunphant smle

Perhaps if Don Luis had withdrawn at that noment, the mob woul d have
di spersed. Behind him the Count of Darraga showed his approving face. Don
Lui s
had stemmed the attack; all seemed safe. But the square-jawed aristocrat was
not
content.

The Shadow saw Don Luis | ook beyond the torchlight. The man on the
bal cony
saw | ights on the road beyond the ruined gate. Confident that he was secure,
Don
Luis decided to bait the crowmd. He did it too rapidly.

"Rabbl e!" he scoffed. "Attack us if you dare! Prove yourselves as w ong
as
ever! Wy should you believe the truth that | have told you? You have never
believed the truth before!"

Don Luis overshot the mark. The stunned nob woul d have taken his
ridicule,
had he not raised the doubts hinmself. H's statement regarding the police chief
was suddenly rejected as an inpossibility by listening ringleaders.”

"Don Luis lies!"

"He has tricked us!"

"Down with Don Luis!"

The shouts rose. Count Darraga, Ranmps Ferrero and ot hers sprang out upon
the balcony to drag Don Luis in to safety. Their appearance conpletely ended
any chance that Don Luis could take to nake the nmob believe him Two servants
bobbed to the bal cony, displaying revolvers. That flinsy attenpt at protection
further infuriated the nob.

A dozen guns swung up toward the bal cony. Massacre was due. Only a sharp
diverting attack could stay it. That attack came, from The Shadow.

Poi nt - bl ank,
he ained for rising gun arns. H s automatics tongued fromthe night.

CHACS broke as gun hands dropped. Cipped nmarksnen how ed; their fellows
turned toward the spot where The Shadow crouched al one. Torches waved in The
Shadow s direction. Rioters fired into the bl ackness that |ay beyond the red
gl ow.



The Shadow was shifting across the | awn, jabbing occasional shots to bait
his foenmen. A score of men cane after him spreadi ng everywhere, shooting
wildly. Ghers renewed the attack upon the nmansion; but people were gone from
t he bal cony. The Shadow s sudden flank attack had diverted matters | ong enough
for the threatened nen to retire.

Count Darraga and Ranpbs Ferrero had pulled Don Luis away from harm but
the folly of Don Luis threatened disaster for The Shadow. The cl oaked rescuer
was retreating under the pressure of huge numbers. Only his amazing zigzag
tactics saved himfromthe barrage that sizzled across the | awn.

VWenever The Shadow fired, his guns tongued from an unexpected pl ace.
Enenmies who tried to guess his new position invariably were mn staken. That
served for the present; but soon the pursuers would be too close.

The Shadow, however, had known the risk that he was taking. He depended
upon sonet hing that he had noticed - that far-away stare that Don Luis had
gi ven fromthe bal cony, just before he nocked the npob. Don Luis had seen
approachi ng ai d. The Shadow was counting upon that sane assi stance.

Sirens whined fromthe battered gate. A squad of notor-cycle police
pour ed
t hrough. They were from Whitefield, where the action of the nob had been
reported. They were conming to end the riot at the nansi on of Count Darraga.

Ri oters surrendered. Battle was broken; as it ended, Count Darraga
appear ed agai n upon the bal cony. Sadly, the white-haired noble | ooked bel ow,
as
if the strife had sorrowed him

Besi de the count was Don Luis. His lips had resuned their straighteness.
H s bl acki sh eyes darted quick | ooks toward the darkness. He was trying to
| ocate the mysterious rescuer who had drawn of f the attack

In the gloom The Shadow regai ned the coupe. Torches were gone; police
had
rounded up the last of the scattered rioters. The Shadow saw the men upon the
bal cony as he drove away. Passing the shattered gate, The Shadow gave a
whi spered | augh that carried forebodings of the future.

To-ni ght was not the end of strife. It marked the begi nning. Beneath the
surface lay seething forces. The protest parade, the strange case of a
bonb-t hrowi ng police chief, the riot at the mansion of Count Darraga - al
spoke of a master-plotter who had pulled the strings.

The Shadow had an inkling of the hidden purpose beneath. A quest |lay here
in Witefield. The Shadow did not intend to |l eave the city until he had dealt
wi th the superplotter whose hand had caused those grimevents.

CHAPTER 1 |
THE MASKED HEADSMAN

THERE was a smal |l Spanish restaurant in Wiitefield, |ocated in one of the
poorer districts. On the floor above the restaurant was a cheap but overl arge
apartment that formed the headquarters of the Spanish People's Party.

The man in charge there was a hard-faced fell ow named Projillo. He used
the front roomas his office; the rest of the apartment was a living quarters
for Projillo and those whom he trusted.

Sone persons found it easy to visit Projillo. Police Chief Wnther had
called upon him to deliver an ultimatum a few days before the parade.
Projillo' s office was al ways open to those who represented the law, for it was

Projillo' s policy to keep the People's Party in good standi ng.

O hers, chance visitors or inquisitive persons, were never adnitted. They
were stopped on the ground fl oor. The Spani ards who owned the restaurant were
in synpathy with Projillo; the place was a nest for the radical group

Al during the day after the parade, people tried to call on Projillo,
only to learn that he was not there. Myst of these visitors were reporters,



Cl yde Burke among them All that they received for their trouble was a canned

statement witten by Projillo, in which the | eader of the People's Party
bl aned
everyt hing upon the police and the aristocrats.

VWen evening canme, Projillo was seated in his office, behind drawn
bl i nds.

Ugly faced, with lips that constantly leered, Projillo thrust fingers through
hi s moppi sh hair and spoke to a stolid-faced nan who served as his secretary.

"We hold the gane like this, Alvara!" Projillo clutched the fingers of a
cl awi sh hand. "Bah! \Wat can the police do or say? Their own chief threw the
bonb. They were responsi ble for what foll owed. They have di smi ssed charges
agai nst the nen they arrested at Darraga's."

Projill o' s chuckle ended. Hi s face becane serious, as he added:

"We are sorry for those synpathizers who died fromthe bonmb expl osion
Their deat hs, though, have united us conpletely. That will help the cause."

Projillo | ooked at Alvara as though he expected an opinion. The
stolid-faced secretary hesitated; then remarked:

"You did well, Projillo, to order the parade. Yet | wondered, at the
tine,
why you did so. You told ne that afterward you woul d explain why."

"So | did, Alvara. | shall give you the answer. The order was not nine

It
cane fromthe People's Em ssary."
Al vara gaped. Projillo delivered a hard |augh
"You did not know that the People's Enissary had come here, Alvara? | am
not surprised. That was sonething that no one guessed. It explains nmuch, eh
Al var a?"

| T expl ained much nore than Alvara cared to state. The cl ose-nout hed
secretary had been deeply puzzled by Projillo's recent action. To Al vara,
Projillo was a crude sort of |eader, whose policy had al ways been noi se and
little action. Until the night of the parade, Projillo had done nothing in
VWhitefield beyond condemming the aristocrats with soap-box orations to which
no
one had |i st ened.

This mention of the People's Em ssary told that Projillo had becone a
nere
tool in the hands of a master-plotter. Projillo was stupidly admtting that he
was a figurehead, and, apparently, he was too crude of mental process to
realize it. In fact, Projillo gloated in the fact that he was taking orders

fromthe Enissary.

"I have | earned much, Alvara," declared Projillo. "Oten we have heard of
the Peopl e's Em ssary, who has gone everywhere, creating synpathy for our
cause. Until he cane to Wiitefield, | had never guessed who he m ght be. |
have
| earned at last, Alvara."”

Leani ng across the desk, Projillo waited for the words to sink in; then

spoke in a triunphant whisper

"The People's Emissary is Verdugo!"

Alvara's stolid face registered a horror that Projillo took for surprise.
The secretary realized that he had alnost | et his expression betray him He
stamered quickly, to cover up his enotion

"Verdugo - whose nane means the executioner's sword! The nost dreaded
nmurderer in all Spain! Verdugo - the Masked Headsman! Verdugo - serving the
Peopl e's Party; he - the People's Emissary."

"Al'l that is true, Alvara," gloated Projillo. "It is good, as well as
true. Death, terror, nust rule to bring power to the People's Party. Such nen
as Verdugo will produce it. | was pleased when he cane here with his

credentials. It means that anarchy is rising in our honel and.



"Until Verdugo came, ny orders were to be cautious. Bah! What el se could
I
be, here in America? Where had caution carried us? Were aristocrats in fear?
No!
They were jesting at our expense. That is changed at |ast, thanks to Verdugo."
Projillo was carried away by his own enthusiasm He arose fromhis chair,
paced the fl oor beside the desk. He stopped suddenly to gl are suspiciously at
Alvara. This time, he saw a pl eased | ook witten on the secretary's face.
"CGood!" approved Projillo. "You like what | have told you, Alvara. So

will
the others whom | trust. | shall tell you sonething nore. Soon, Verdugo will
visit here again. This very night, comng by the secret entrance.

"Therefore, | amat home to no one. Stay outside this door, Alvara. Tel
the others to be on watch. Nothing nmust disturb the visit of Verdugo, when
meet himin nmy private quarters.”

PRQJI LLO nudged his thumb to indicate an inner door. He waited for Alvara

to retire to the outside hall. The secretary left. Snheaking to the outer door
Projillo listened. He heard Alvara go downstairs and give the word to others.
Satisfied with his secretary's action, Projillo began special precautions

of his owmn. Fromthe floor, he lifted a thin netallic ribbon that ran al ong

t he

wal . He stretched it across each wi ndow and fixed it carefully to insul ated
hooks. He went to the door; raised another Iength of ribbon and arranged it

there. He connected the wirelike strip to a floor socket.

Projillo did not prepare the inner door in the same fashion as the outer
one. That was unnecessary. Wth his precaution, he thought that no one could
possi bly enter the office. One touch against that ribbon, the alarmwould
sound

i nstantly.

Projillo turned out the office lights; he noved to the inner door. A
click
of its latch told that he had gone to his private roomto await the comi ng of
Ver dugo

Though the blinds of Projillo's office seemed tight-fitting, they
actual ly

reveal ed slight cracks along the edges. Those were enough for the shrouded

wat cher who stood in a spot of blackness across the street fromthe Spanish
restaurant. The Shadow, obscured in darkness, was covering the headquarters of
the People's Party.

For an hour, The Shadow had seen a faint trickle of light fromthe edge
of
a wi ndow blind. The di sappearance of that pin point glow told himthat
Projillo
had left the office. Choosing a blackened sector of the street, The Shadow
crossed.

Next to the restaurant was a building that set farther back. The neeting
corners, both of brick, were the sort of walls that suited. d oved fingers dug
into cracks where nortar had shrivel ed. The Shadow gained a toehold with his
soft-tipped shoes. Stealthy, lost in the blackness of the depressed corner, he
gai ned the | evel of the second fl oor

There, he swung an armto the front and gripped the frane of the nearest
of fice wi ndow. Soon, The Shadow was wedged upon the sill. He pried the w ndow
fastening with a thin strip of steel that eased between the portions of the
sash. He raised the window Softly, he rolled up the shade.

Scarcely moving fromhis position, The Shadow blinked a tiny flashlight
into the interior of Projillo' s office. The gl ow cane from beneath the fold of
The Shadow s bl ack cloak. The |ight gave The Shadow a prelimnary view of the
floor just beyond the wi ndow. As he turned the flashlight slightly upward,



somet hi ng gli st ened.

Instantly, the light blinked off. The Shadow knew that the office |ay
unguarded. He had seen the netal ribbon that Projillo had placed as a
precaution. It lay mdway across the | ower half of the w ndow, where any
bl undering entrant would certainly encounter it.

HOLDI NG his position, The Shadow | owered both portions of the W ndow
sash.
He swung across the upper space that he had provided. He cleared the ribbon
wi thout difficulty. Carefully, The Shadow cl osed the wi ndow and | owered the
blind, avoiding contact with the alarmwre.

Bl i nking his flashlight, The Shadow began an inspection of the office. He

searched rapidly through Projillo' s desk; found nothing except batches of
"throwout" literature that had been distributed in Witefield. Wen the
sear ch
proved a bl ank, The Shadow went toward the outer door; used his flashlight to
di scover the alarmwire that Projillo had placed there.

The inner door proved clear. That was sufficient for The Shadow. It neant
that Projillo nust be somewhere in the interior of the apartnent; that the

supposed head of the People's Party thought hinmself secure from al
di st ur bance.

The Shadow opened the inner door; encountered thick darkness. The tiny
flashlight blinked, making a splotch of silver dollar size. The Shadow was in
a
little hallway that terminated in a second door. The inner door showed a faint
bit of light froma partly blacked keyhol e.

The Shadow tried the knob. The door was unl ocked. As he eased the door
i nward, The Shadow heard | owtoned voi ces, speaking Spanish. One - a growl -

was probably Projillo's. The other was a pur that sometimes deepened to a
sharp
rasp.

Eye to the crack beside the door, The Shadow saw the speakers. Projillo
was the closer, seated at a table that had a small, shaded | anp. The other man

was beyond, al nost obscured from The Shadow s view. Only once did his head
approach the light, close enough for a glinpse of his face.

Lips were the only features that The Shadow saw. The man's head was
tilted
forward, his chin buried in the crook of his el bow Above his lips, he wore a
bl ack mask; the eyeholes were no nore than slits. Forehead and hair were
covered by a rounded skull cap

The man | ooked Iike a nedieval executioner. H's lips, contorting to
phrase
their words, were venonous in every notion. Those |lips were sufficient to mark
Projillo' s visitor as a killer. They, like the mask above them told the man's
identity.

The Shadow had heard of Verdugo, the npbst dangerous crimnal in Spain.
The
former Spani sh governnment had wanted the evil killer. Verdugo had been absent.

Political upheaval had produced this strange result. Verdugo, the man who
knew no | aw, had chosen a cause. He was the People's Emi ssary, who gave orders
to Projillo. In Verdugo, The Shadow had found the answer that he knew mnust
exi st.

Death and riot in Witefield were the work of the Masked Headsnan!

CHAPTER | V

THE CHANCE TRAP



VERDUGO S words were a sunmary of last night's acconplishnent. Projillo
nodded as he heard the statenments. There was sonethi ng doubtful, though, about
Projillo' s attitude. It was explained when the | ocal |eader spoke.

"What you say is true, Verdugo," expressed Projillo. "W have shown the
aristocrats that our cause has teeth. Yet how does it aid us toward the goa
that we have sought so | ong?"

"You mean the goal which you have neglected,” sneered Verdugo. "All the
weeks that you have been here, you have | earned nothing regarding the wealth
that those aristocrats possess!”

"I know that they have gold," declared Projillo. "Wen funds are needed,

t hey al ways obtain them Wo keeps the noney, | cannot say. Except that the
man
is not Count Darraga."

"Logi cal enough," agreed Verdugo. "Count Darraga is old. He knows that he
i s watched. The man who hol ds control of the funds was chosen by lot. Only he
possesses the secret. Even Count Darraga does not know the identity of the man
who drew the card."

"Yet you expected ne to learn -

"Let us forget the past. | have discovered the nan we want. Al worked as
| had prepared it. The parade - the bonbs - the attack at Darraga's. Nothing
coul d have been better."

The Shadow heard stanmered questions fromProjillo. The fellow did not
under stand. Verdugo had wi thdrawn fromthe Iight; he was standi ng beyond the
table. H's chuckle canme fromthe darkness above the |lighted | anp.

"I told you but little," stated Verdugo. "I ordered you to hold the
parade. That was all, Projillo. Then cane the bonbs - a surprise to you. It is
strange that you did not guess the truth, Projillo."

"The truth?"

"Yes. That | threw those bonbs fromthe courthouse. Into our own parade."

"But the police chief -"

"I summoned himthere, with a false note. | killed himbefore the parade
began. Bah! | knew that there would be shots fromthe street. | had his body
| eani ng there, beside the window It was my shield, that corpse. They were
riddling it with bullets while | was | eaving by the back way!"

The Shadow heard a gulp fromProjillo. The anazed man st anmered:

"You - you killed our friends?"

"Why not ?" The Shadow saw Verdugo's fist strike the table. "They served
the cause! It worked as | had planned. It brought the police into the court
house. They were stunned when they found their chief. That justified what the
mob did next. | wanted that attack at Darraga's. | went along to see it."

"The attack acconplished not hing of consequence -"

"It accomplished much. It nade the one nman think of the wealth that he

was
chosen to protect. He did as | expected. He left the mansion; started for the
hi di ng pl ace. "

"Ranmpbs Ferrero!”

VERDUGO S | augh told that Projillo had named the man. For the first tine,
t he Masked Headsman's subtl e schene was recogni zed by the | ocal |eader
Projillo saw the conpletion of a task that had evaded hi mfor nonths.

In Spain, the faction that styled itself the People's Party had | ong
conducted a canpai gn of outright seizure, taking all wealth belonging to
persons who opposed it. That policy had fallen short. Many Spani ards had | eft
their country carrying their private possessions.

The People's Party knew that its clainms of seizure would not be
recogni zed
in the countries where those persons had gone. That applied to Anerica, where
several colonies of Spanish refugees had been established.

Under the guise of a canpaign to gain itself international recognition



the People's Party was seeking to grasp the funds that it had |ost. That was
why Projillo carried on propaganda in Whitefield.

The col ony of aristocrats was wealthy. It was plain that they had pool ed
their gold. One man alone was their secret treasurer; and the identity of that
man had stunped Projillo. Armong the hundred or nmore who fornmed the col ony of
refugees, only one was inportant. Violence directed agai nst any of the
ni nety-ni ne, would warn the hundredth.

"You have been handi capped, Projillo," remarked Verdugo, his tone a
conplimentary pur. "You could not strike and risk nistake. You can step beyond
the I aw just once, here in Anerica. Then you rnust |eave before they catch
you. "

"I reported that to Spain," grunbled Projillo. "They gave ne one nonth
nore, until some one would replace ne."

"Instead, | cane. To help you, Projillo, not to supplant you. | told the
People's Conmittee that | would supply the starting point you needed. CQur
begi nni ng was made | ast night. Unfortunately, my plan worked too well. The nob
st opped young Ranos before he produced the trail | wanted."

Verdugo' s tone was a sour snarl of disappointnment, that produced an ugly
mutter of agreenent fromProjillo. The Shadow saw the masked face nove into
t he
light; again, |lips alone were visible as they ordered:

"Make no nove, Projillo. Tell your followers to touch no one. They hate
Count Jernino Darraga. Since last night, they al so detest Don Luis Robera.
There are others, too, whomthey would gladly kill; but they must avoid al
vi ol ence.

"I am hidden here in Witefield. No one suspects nmy presence; no one can
possibly find me. | nove unwatched. | have provided nmy own squad of men to
cover where | go. | shall trail Ranps Ferrero."

M NGLED with the buzz of Verdugo's voice, The Shadow heard anot her sound.
It came fromthe outer office: the slight click of a door latch

At that noment, The Shadow was ready to break in upon Projillo and
Verdugo; to trap the pair before they ended their conference. Any tinme was the
right time to settle scores with a confessed nurderer |ike Verdugo.

The sound fromthe outer office forced a quick change in The Shadow s
plan. It meant that Projillo's nmen could have suspected an intruder. If so,
they would be ready to cut off The Shadow s retreat. To offset that, The
Shadow
wi thdrew fromthe door of the conference room leaving it a trifle ajar.
Silently, he whisked back to the outer office.

The door to the hallway had opened outward. A man was crouching there; he
was Alvara, Projillo's secretary. Al vara nmust have known about the alarmwire
for The Shadow saw him stoop to crawl beneath it. Drawing to a corner, a .45
in
his fist, The Shadow awaited Alvara's entry.

The man did not use a light. Coning to his feet within the line of the
alarmwire, Alvara stole toward the little passage that led to Projillo's
conference room The man's maneuver explained matters to The Shadow.

Al vara had not guessed that The Shadow was present. |nstead, he thought
that the way was clear. His intention was precisely the same as The Shadow s.
The secretary was coning to listen to the conference between Projillo and
Ver dugo

Alvara was too |late. The Shadow had heard all the vital facts and knew
that the conference was al nost ended. Alvara learned that, the noment that he
reached the door of the conference room He started to retrace his steps.

Just as Alvara reached the outer door, The Shadow heard a sharp oath from
the conference room Projillo nust have discovered that his door was ajar. The
grow ed tone spurred Alvara. The fell ow made a hasty duck beneath the al arm
wire. Hs shoul der scraped it.



Instantly, a muffled gong sounded. Shouts were raised from bel ow
Projillo
gave a quick call fromthe conference room Alvara wavered in the outer hall
not knowi ng which way to go. He faced back toward the office. At that nonent,
Projillo must have pressed a distant switch; for the lights in the office cane
on with brilliant glare.

ALVARA, | ooki ng through the doorway, saw The Shadow. An expression of
bewi | dernent spread over the fellow s face. Al vara had drawn a revol ver,
hopi ng
to use it for his own protection when found by his fell ow guards. He had it
hal f
ai med toward The Shadow, but he did not intend to use it.

Alvara, the only honest man in Projillo's canp of crooks, was quick to
recogni ze The Shadow as a friend. Instinctively, he gasped The Shadow s nane,
i n Spani sh:

"El Orbre!"

Foot st eps were pounding on the stairs, Projillo had gai ned hel pers from

rooms within the apartnment. He was com ng through the connecting passage.
St eppi ng forward, The Shadow gestured toward Alvara, thrusting his .45 toward
the man's eyes.

Al vara understood. Wth a sharp cry, he dropped back toward the stairway,
as if to warn the others.

The Shadow swung toward the passage; ainmed with his automatic. A trio of
men surged through, Projillo close behind them They had revol vers, partly
| evel ed. They halted; but did not |ower their guns. Though their faces showed
di smay at sight of The Shadow, they were encouraged by the fierce order that
Projillo gave. O ose behind them the bushy-haired | eader wanted his own group
to hold The Shadow until the attack came fromthe hall.

@un projecting fromhis right hand, The Shadow whi pped his left fist from
his cloak and thrust a second automatic in the direction of the outer door. He
shifted so that he stood at an angle. Hi s gaze covered both groups. The nove
was tinely. The nen fromthe stairs had arrived with Al vara

Al vara had taken his cue from The Shadow. The trapping of the cl oaked
i ntruder completely covered the fact that Alvara was an inside spy. It nmade it
appear that The Shadow was the eavesdropper who had unwittingly set off the
alarm Alvara took credit as being the first man who had spi ed The Shadow.

Alvara's call for men was natural. So was the way in which he halted his
squad upon the threshold, for that nmove was a direct copy of Projillo's own
action. To all appearances, The Shadow al one had forced the situation
Actual Iy, he had relied somewhat upon Al vara's cooperation

For ten tense seconds, men stood notionless. Though they well outnunbered
The Shadow, none cared to open fire. Some menbers of this strong-arm squad had
been with the van of last night's parade. They renmenbered the | one battler on
Darraga's lawn. They identified himw th The Shadow.

Perhaps their guns could wither this black-clad being, here at close
range, where the light was strong. It would be unfortunate, though, for those
who opened fire. The Shadow s guns yawned their nenace. Every ruffian felt
t hat
a muzzle was directed straight for him

It was Projillo who broke the deadl ock. Pressing between his nmen, the
bushy-haired | eader stepped to the corner between the doorways. Projillo was
putting away a revolver as he arrived. His thick Iips showed a sickly grin as
his eyes met The Shadow s.

Projillo prided hinself upon his tact. He believed that he could outwt
this form dable visitor who had been trapped by chance. Projillo intended to
propose snmooth ternms to The Shadow.



CHAPTER V
THROUGH THE MARK

WHATEVER The Shadow s previous views regarding affairs in Witefield, the
case had been settled to-night. Formerly, The Shadow had not sided with either
Spani sh faction, except to protect hel pl ess persons from deat h.

To-ni ght, he had nade the only choice. The Shadow had | earned t hat
Ver dugo
was responsible for every crime. The Masked Headsman from Madrid had nurdered
the police chief, bonbed the parade, sought the lives of the refugees at
Darraga's.

Projill o had expressed his approval of Verdugo's actions; that made
Projillo an eneny al so. Verdugo planned nore crine, and Projillo had seconded
it. The Shadow i ntended to prevent those thrusts.

Al this was plain to Projillo. The bushy-haired ruffian did not doubt
that The Shadow had heard his conference with Verdugo. Hol ding The Shadow

trapped, Projillo wanted the cl oaked fighter's life. Projillo wondered,
t hough,
if his snare could stand the strain.

Projillo was sonmething like a spider that finds a hornet in its web. The
Shadow coul d sting, as Projillo knew. If his sting proved successful, the
strands of Projillo's snare would prove nere gossanmer when The Shadow strove
to
break them

There was one form of diplomacy in which Projillo specialized. He knew
how
to proclaimhinself the injured party; to protest that he never took part in
activities that were counter to the law. Projillo had used that style of talk

in the past, when visited by the police chief. Then, his bluff had worked.
Thi s
time, it was useless. Nevertheless, Projillo adopted his usual tactics.

"Who are you, to conme here, secretly?" he demanded. "Wy should you defy
the law? | see that you are | ooking at nmy men; wondering, perhaps, why they
are
armed." Projillo puckered his hard lips into a wise snile. "That is easily
answered. They are here to protect nme against intruders |ike yourself.

"I have heard of you. They call you The Shadow. You seek out crimninals
and
fight them 1 approve such a cause. Take ny advice and find those persons who
are actual crimnals. Perhaps the police chief was not the only nurderer on
t he
| ocal force. That would be worthy of your investigation

"Possi bly sone Spanish aristocrats, here in Witefield, should comand
your attention. Count Darraga, for instance; or Don Luis Robera. They nay have
bribed the police chief to throw that bonb into our peaceabl e protest parade.”

The Shadow was sizing Projillo as the fellow talked. Projillo's bluff was
hol I ow, and the man hinself knew it. Yet he was putting all his argunmentative
skill into his words. Behind that |lay something that Projillo sought to cover.

It was obvious that Projillo wanted The Shadow s life. The nman woul d
willingly sacrifice his followers to achieve The Shadow s death. The
uncertainty of success restrained Projillo; and another reason, besides. A

battle in this room fronting on the street, would surely be heard if guns
wer e
used.

Projillo's men could have overwhel med an ordi nary intruder, burying him
beneat h a nassed surge. The Shadow had bal ked that node of attack. If guns
bl asted, police would cone. This time, the | aw woul d actually have sonet hi ng
on
Projillo.



It was Projillo's plan to conduct The Shadow to some better spot, where
death coul d be delivered unheard and with surety. H's pose was nerely an
effort
to draw The Shadow into a deeper snare.

PRQJI LLO stepped forward fromhis corner, approachi ng The Shadow
openhanded. Hi s gruff voice feigned a convincing snoot hness.

"Qur cause is nmutual," he insisted. "You stand for justice; so do I. You
are free to strike at murderers, while |I nust remain always on the defensive.
Even the | aw has joined the conspiracy to injure ne.

"Therefore, | gladly give you freedom with the single request that you
depart with conplete secrecy. The way by which you entered was dangerous and
i nconvenient. | shall show you a much better way to | eave."

Motioning to his nmen, Projillo had them|ower their revolvers. He waved
aside the group at the inner door, clearing the passage to his conference
room
Wth a bow, Projillo ushered The Shadow in that direction

Hi s own guns slightly | owered, The Shadow entered the squarish room where

Projillo had recently, conferred with Verdugo. Projillo beckoned; a few nen
cane through fromthe outer room anong them Alvara. Projillo introduced his
secretary to The Shadow.

"Alvara will conduct you, through there."

The were two doors in the far wall of the square room Projillo indicated

the one on the left. The Shadow sensed that Verdugo had gone by the door on
t he

right. Both were exits fromProjillo' s headquarters; but danger could Iay
al ong

the trail chosen for The Shadow.

Al vara was tense. He wanted to warn The Shadow, but could not. Eyes
gl anced toward Alvara; even in that dimlight, the secretary saw their flash.
He understood. The Shadow woul d depend upon him | ater

Projill o opened the door at the left, showed a passage that ended in a
steep narrow stairway.

"Alvara will conduct you."

Projillo' s remi nder was an order to Al vara. The secretary went through
t he
doorway. The Shadow fol |l owed. Watching across his shoul der, he saw Projillo
cl ose the door fromthe conference room Deep bl ackness foll owed. Alvara broke
it with blinks of a flashlight on the stairs.

As The Shadow began the descent, he pronptly sensed that he and Al vara
were not the only persons in the blackness. Alvara's slight pause on the
stairway was significant. It allowed nmen to nove in fromlower doorways, ahead
of Al vara.

From above, The Shadow heard a sound so trifling that it would have
escaped other ears. Projillo had turned out the light in the conference room
reopened the passage door to let followers through

Hel pl essly, Alvara was gui ding The Shadow to doom Sonewhere bel ow, the
man woul d step aside, to | eave The Shadow in a hopel ess trap. There was no way
in which Alvara could avoid that duty. If he bal ked, nurderers woul d recognize
himas a spy and sl aughter himalong with The Shadow.

SO t hought Al vara, as he reached a passage at the foot of the stairs and
took a sharp turn to the left. Alvara let his el bow nudge, its motion shown by
a flicker of the flashlight. He was reaching for a gun; trying to tip off The
Shadow to the fact that trouble was due.

A whi sper sounded in Alvara's ear, so close that the man al nost stopped
rigid in the passage. The Shadow had drawn cl ose behind him the push of
gl oved



knuckl es urged Alvara to proceed onward. The Shadow had no tinme for
conversation
with the secretary. H s | owtoned whisper was a sinple order:

"Sway the flashlight when the trap is reached!"

Al vara noved qui ckly ahead. The passage was narrow, it formed the
cl ose-wal | ed hal l way of an enpty house adj oi ni ng the Spani sh restaurant.

Wat chi ng nen, up ahead, saw the qui ck approach of the blinking Iight. They
knew

that Al vara was playing his part. He was supposed to put sone distance between
hi rsel f and The Shadow.

Creepers who had reached the bottom of the stairs also saw the swift nove
of Alvara's light, blocked occasionally by The Shadow s form between. They
could not cal cul ate how cl ose The Shadow was to Al vara. They woul d have been
| ess confident had they known how slight the interval was.

At the middle of the |ong passage, Alvara felt his foot strike a floor
t hat qui vered. Another step produced the sane result. Al vara dared not slow
hi s

pace at this point. Projillo's orders called for rapid action when the trap
was
reached. His left shoul der hard agai nst the passage wall, the secretary took a

third step to solid floor. He blinked his flashlight, giving his wist a sway.

There was a niche in the wall at Alvara's left. It was a space that
awaited him As he finished sighaling with the light, Al vara paused
monentarily; then flung hinself grimy into the alcove. Alvara's only hope was
t hat The Shadow had heeded the signal fromthe flashlight.

The square floor of the alcove was one flat piece. It jogged as Alvara's
feet struck it. Automatically, it sprang the trap in the passage. There was a
shriek of rusted hinges as an eight-foot stretch of passage floor dropped
downward in two sections.

Wth the sound of the dropping trap cane shouts of derision from both
ends
of the passage. Two squads of killers surged toward the center of the passage.
Their job was to cover the victi mwhom they thought had dropped into a
stonewal l ed pit below |If The Shadow had survived that plunge, bullets would
finish himbefore he could recover enough to fight.

Al vara heard yells; thought that The Shadow had stopped short of the trap
and was diving back to neet the men who had followed himfromthe stairs.

Al vara's guess proved w ong.

AT that very instant, there was a sweep past the al cove where Al vara
crouched. The Shadow had not halted. He had sprung forward i mediately after
Alvara's signal. He was |leaping fromthe trap when it dropped. Com ng froma
st ooped position, he seemed to be springing fromthe pit itself. The Shadow
was
driving forward, toward the outer end of the passage!

It was a master nove. Headl ong, The Shadow pl unged into the surge of
killers, who were driving in fromthe outer end. A black-clad aval anche, he
nmet
them before they could find tine to aimfor their unexpected foe. Sledging
with
his automatics, The Shadow was in the mddle of the throng. Lights were
falling
as men dropped about him

Revol vers began to bark, uselessly. The shots cane fromthe nmen who were
mxing it with The Shadow. The rear squad was hel pl ess. Cut off by the trap
they could only shine their flashlights, hoping to sight The Shadow in the
nel ee. They failed to see the cl oaked battler. The Shadow had tw sted far
enough t hrough. Saggi ng men obscured himfromthe squad across the chasmin
t he



floor.

Fromthe stairs cane Projillo' s shout. He wanted his nen to sl aughter
their conrades on the far side of the trap, so that they could clear the line
of fire to The Shadow. Projillo did not put it in such words; he nmerely baw ed

orders that his followers could interpret as they chose.

Al vara caught the nmeaning; realized also that he night be questioned
|ater. He sprang fromhis al cove and joined the fray, sw nging his gun
downward. Projillo saw the stroke of Alvara's revolver, but did not see its
finish. That bl ow purposely nissed The Shadow, instead, it found the skull of
a
Spani sh fighter.

Only The Shadow and Al vara showed their heads above the fray. The Shadow
sl ugged a gun hand toward Alvara's pate. Knuckles, not steel, gave the
gl anci ng
bl ow, but in the shine of flashlights, the stroke | ooked hard-dealt. Alvara
received it gratefully, and took a pronpt dive to the floor

Bef ore Al vara pl unped anong the nen al ready downed, The Shadow was ai m ng
back across the trap. The second squad had hesitated too | ong. The Shadow had
time to halt their gun thrusts. As two revol vers began a hasty opening fire,
The Shadow swung both automatics into action.

The stab fromthose big guns scattered the massed foemen. They flung away
their flashlights, dropped to the passage floor to avoid the hail of |ead.

Projillo scranbled upward on the stairway, and nmen stanpeded with him

Nunbers were usel ess, when nmen were clustered in the path of The Shadow s
fire. They were willing to give himthe cover of darkness, if they could have
the sane.

The shift, however, gave The Shadow the first chance to |lay a barrage.
Backing rapidly to the outer end of the passage, he ricocheted bullets al ong
the walls, to keep his adversaries |ow

The Shadow found a turn to the right. He fired his last shot; thrust away
his enptied brace of guns. Taking the outlet, he cane to a bolted door
Feel i ng
the bolts in the darkness, he opened the portal and stepped out into the
dar kness of an alley behind the Spanish restaurant.

As he cl osed the door, The Shadow heard a scurry in the passage. Sone one
had managed to close the opening in the floor. Projillo' s men were com ng
t hrough. They woul d stop when they found the unbarred door. They woul d not
care
to neet The Shadow in the w der spaces of outer darkness.

Through the cl osing door, The Shadow gave a nocking | augh that brought
chilling echoes through the passage. Pounding feet stopped; did not begin
again
until the door had cl osed.

VWhen cautious nen poked flashlights fromthat doorway, the torch gl eam
showed a deserted alley. Two m nutes had passed since the fading of that
sinister |augh.

The Shadow was gone, into farther darkness.

CHAPTER VI
THE SHADOW WARNS

AN hour | ater, The Shadow appeared in another part of Witefield. This
was
a better section of the town, only a block away fromthe principal hotel
Lar ge
apartment houses stood along this avenue.

The Shadow was no | onger attired in black. He was dressed in street
clothes, his entire face was visible. That countenance, however, was one that



coul d never have been recogni zed as The Shadow s.

The Shadow s features were distinctly Spanish. Hi s face was long; his
conpl exi on darkish. Full cheeks offset any hawki sh appearance of his thin
nose.

The Shadow s eyes were | azy, brightening only at chance nonments.

Strolling, The Shadow saw a linmousine pull up in front of a large
apartment house. His eyes lighted; he stepped forward to the car. |Imediately,
t hree young Spani ards of aristocratic appearance sprang to the sidewal k,
rai sed
their canes in threatening fashion

Fromthe car peered the sharp-eyed countenance of Count Darraga. The
whi t e- hai red nobl eman recogni zed The Shadow as an old friend. He excl ai ned:

"Jose Renbol e! When did you arrive in Witefield?"

"To-night," replied The Shadow, in perfect Spanish. "I called your
country
hone by tel ephone. They told ne that you had left for town."

The count canme fromthe |inousine, shook hands with The Shadow and
presented himto a young Spani sh woman who was in the car. The girl proved to
be Jacinta Castellana, grandniece of Count Darraga. Her beauty was of the rare
Spani sh sort; even the pal eness of her face, was attractive.

Real i zi ng that her uncle was in no danger, Jacinta regai ned her col or
The
flush that reached her cheeks added irresistibly to her charm

"Senor Renbole is a friend," explained the count, for the benefit of
Jacinta and the young nen who guarded the car. "He is a very good friend. One
upon whomwe may rely."

Not hi ng nore was necessary to establish Jose Renbole with the
ari stocrats.

Count Darraga's word was | aw anong these Spani sh refugees. Turning to The
Shadow, the count inquired:

"They told you that | came here to see Don Luis Robera?"

The Shadow nodded.

"You shall acconpany ne,’
meet you."

deci ded the count. "Don Luis will be pleased to

THEY went into the apartment house, while the three Spaniards stood guard
outside, Jacinta rermaining in the car with the chauffeur. Don Luis lived in a
fourth floor apartment. He answered pronptly when Darraga signaled with a
rapid
knock.

Don Luis | ooked surprised when he saw that the count had a conpanion. H's
expressi on changed when Darraga expl ai ned natters.

"Senor Renbol e once saved friends of ours fromdeath." Then, to The
Shadow. "Don Luis did the sane |last night" - and the count explained of the
attack on his hone.

The trio seated thenselves in the don's living room a pretentious place
furnished in the true Andal usian style. From a hi gh-backed chair, Count
Darraga
| eaned forward and spoke. Solemly, he told Don Luis that Verdugo was in town,

that Projillo was his henchman. He al so stated that he thought The Shadow was
t he unknown personage who had thwarted the attack on his home the previous
ni ght. The count al so knew of the recent shooting affair at Projillo's

restaurant.

Darraga did not give his source of information, but The Shadow was
certain
that Alvara was a spy of the count's, in Projillo' s enploy.

The conversation veered around to the fact that Verdugo woul d undoubt edly
make an attenpt to gain the Spanish aristocrats' hidden treasure. Count
Darraga



was so certain of that that he decided to hasten hone.
It was The Shadow who stopped himin the easy voi ce of Renbole.
"Verdugo has visited Projillo," remarked The Shadow, in his snooth
Spani sh. "That neans, perhaps, that Verdugo has already | earned the fact he
wants. Last night's episode smacks nmuch of Verdugo
"There was excitenment at your mansion, Count Darraga. Too nuch stir,
per haps. Enough so that you may not have noticed all that occurred anong your
own friends. Perhaps one betrayed sone anxiety; for instance, he may have
sought to | eave your nmansion."
Count Darraga shot a | ook at Don Luis, who stood stupefied for a nonent;
then gai ned a strange expression. It was as though Darraga had flashed a
t hought to Don Luis. The Shadow s suggestion had awakened a startling nenory.
"Ranos Ferrero!" gasped Darraga. "He tried to | eave us! Ranpbs is keeper
of
the weal th! Verdugo has guessed it! Ranps must be warned!"
There was a tel ephone in the living room Count Darraga seized it, called
a New York City nunber. He asked to speak to Ranps Ferrero. Over the wire, the
count poured the news. He hung up the receiver with a pleased snile
"Fortunately, | knew that Ranps was in New York," he told The Shadow and
Don Luis. "He went there late last night; and only I knew where to reach him
I
have told Ranps all. He is warned. He will act wi sely, keeping under cover;
calling me fromdifferent places, to | earn what new reports we have received."
Don Luis stepped forward while the count was speaki ng. The square-jawed
ari stocrat extended his hand to The Shadow. The flash fromthe eyes of Don
Lui s
was one of admiration for the visitor's keenness.

"W owe you nuch, Senor Renbole," expressed Don Luis. "I trust that you
intend to remain in Witefield."

"Senor Renbole will stay!" exclaimed Darraga. "He nust stay! He can cone
to nmy home -"

"He will remain here," interposed Don Luis, a firmsmle upon his |ips.
"Senor Renbole is a man of action, like nmyself. He and | have rmuch in common.

Toget her, here in the town itself, we can forma conbination far stronger than
Verdugo and Projillo."

The count expressed his approval. As he and The Shadow were departing,
The
Shadow, in Rembole's fashion, prom sed Don Luis that he would return within an
hour .

That period was inportant to The Shadow. It gave himtime to acconplish
wor k that he had not conpl eted, because it had been necessary to neet Count
Darr aga.

WHEN he had parted fromthe count, The Shadow roaned anew, again attired
in garments of black that he took fromthe runble seat of O yde Burke's coupe,
whi ch was stationed in an obscure parking |ot.

The Shadow was covering new sections of Whitefield, acquainting hinself
with different portions of the city, |ooking for places that marked Verdugo's
lair. He reached a district fully a mle fromthe Spanish restaurant that held
Projillo' s headquarters. It was a section of rundown houses, dingy
restaurants,
cheap barroons.

From an al |l eyway, The Shadow saw a rakish touring car haul up in front of
a beer joint. He watched a trio of thuggi sh gentry enter the place. The Shadow
noved to the corner; as he viewed the entrance, he stepped beneath the gl ow of
a lanplight. Hi s cloaked shape was outlined against the wall.

Instantly, there was a shout froma | ookout posted across the street. The
Shadow whi sked back into the alleyway. Shots rattled froma protection forned
by two ash cans. Past the corner, with only his gun hand show ng, The Shadow



pi nged bullets for the ash cans. The rattle of his shots sent the | ookout
scurrying for an alley opposite.

The door of the beer joint flew open. The trio fromw thin piled into
their car, where a driver bobbed up behind the wheel. The touring car started
with a roar. A machine gun swng to view as the thugs drove past the alleyway.

The Shadow never gave that crew a chance to start the "typewiter”
clicking. He drilled the shoul der of the crook who tried to unlinber the
machi ne gun; di spatched other bullets that made thugs dive to the floor of the
car, glad that the driver was speedi ng them away.

VWhen ot her crooks appeared from all eyways and beer joints, they found The
Shadow s corner deserted. From somewhere they heard the trailing finish of a
taunting | augh, The Shadow s gi be of departure.

| mported thugs had been watching for The Shadow. Those hoodl uns coul d
have
gai ned their information fromone source only: Verdugo. The Masked Headsnan
had
his own crewwith him There was a good reason why they had chosen this
section
of town. Verdugo had a hi de-out sonewhere near

The gunmen could |l ook in vain for The Shadow. He woul d be where they
woul d
never reach him Verdugo had ordered Projillo to maintain a hands-off policy
toward Count Darraga, Don Luis, and other aristocrats. Verdugo would naturally
tell his owm nmen also to avoid the refugees for the present.

Theref ore, The Shadow di d not need a headquarters of his own. By staying
with Don Luis, maintaining the pose of Jose Renbol e, The Shadow woul d be
nunber ed anong t hose whom Verdugo intended to ignore.

DON LU S was seated in the living roomof his apartnment when The Shadow
arrived there again. He was half asleep in a big arncthair; but he had one eye
open. He was pl eased to see Senor Renbole arrive. Don Luis had a room prepared
for his guest; and he recommended that both he and Renbol e be vigilant. That
was a policy with which The Shadow agreed.

The Shadow had produced doubl e trouble for Verdugo: first, by the warning
to Ranos; again, by the quick fray with the Masked Headsman's thugs. Those
deeds were sufficient to curb Verdugo, for a while.

For how | ong, even The Shadow could not foresee. In Verdugo, The Shadow
faced a hidden adversary who was fanous for his crimnal skill. There could be
death, new fury in Witefield, before the gane of the Masked Headsnman was
fini shed.

Don Lui s had recogni zed that fact when he suggested vigilance. Even as
Senor Jose Renbol e, The Shadow pl anned to watch for noves from Verdugo.

CHAPTER VI |
THE KNI FE THAT FAI LED

THERE was little stir in Witefield the next day. Progress was being nmade
in the investigation of Police Chief Wnther's death, and it had produced
nothing startling. The blane for the bonmb was placed on Wnther; his own
attitude toward the paraders seemed sufficient to explain his action, granting
that the police chief had gone insane.

The Shadow s battle with some New York hoodl unms was the only new
devel opnent. Since no one had seen The Shadow, and the thugs were still at
| arge, the episode had a seemingly sinple explanation. Mbbies would naturally
cone to a town where the police chief had been branded as a mnurderer
Presumabl y, sone bi g-town crooks had picked Wiitefield as a happy hunting
ground and started a feud anmong thensel ves.



The Shadow read these accounts in the newspapers, showi ng the sort of
interest that suited Senor Renbole. During the day, he made a trip to see
Count
Darraga. At dinner tinme, he was back at the apartnment, where he found Don Luis
putting on evening cl ot hes.

"You have seen Count Darraga?" inquired Don Luis. "Did he not invite you
to dinner there, this eveni ng?"

"He did," replied The Shadow, "but | declined. He asked nme why. |
explained that |I thought it best for one of us to remain here."

"On account of Ranpbs?"

"Yes. If he returns to Wiitefield, he might come here, instead of the
count's."

Don Lui s nodded. He had di scussed that possibility with The Shadow. Al

he
sai d was:

"I amsorry, senor. | would gladly have renai ned here, so that you could
dine with Count Darraga. The next tine will be your turn. So | insist."

Don Luis was ready to | eave, when The Shadow renmenbered sonething. He
nmentioned it in the casual fashion of Renbole.

"Count Darraga expects a guest," said The Shadow. "A young Anerican, who
may arrive too late for dinner and may, therefore, stop here instead. H s nane
- wait, | shall recall it - ah, yes! It is Harry Vincent."

"He is to be trusted?"

"As much as our other friends."

Don Luis left. The Shadow sniled as he paced the little living room He
was handling matters snoothly as Jose Renbole. It was actually The Shadow who
was i ntroducing Harry Vincent to the Spanish colony at Wiitefield; but Count
Darraga had agreed to act as Harry's sponsor. Americans were wel come anong the
Spani ards; but one who canme as a friend of Darraga woul d be nost quickly
accept ed.

FIVE m nutes after Don Luis had gone, there was a light tap at the door.
The Shadow adnmitted Harry Vincent. Keen of manner, clean-cut in appearance,
Harry was one of The Shadow s principal agents; yet he failed to recognize his
chief, in Jose Renbol e.

VWhen The Shadow cl osed the door and spoke in whispered tone, Harry could
not suppress an expression of amazenent.

Briefly, The Shadow expl ai ned Harry's duty. As Renbole, The Shadow did
not
want his true identity known, even to Count Darraga or Don Luis. Darkness had
arrived; The Shadow i ntended to fare abroad. He preferred to have it supposed
that he had remained in the apartnent. Harry's testinony would cover that, if
it happened to be needed | ater

No suspi ci ous persons were on the street when The Shadow arrived there.
Verdugo's thugs, Projillo' s nurderers were keeping out of sight. The Shadow
took a short-cut to the parking |lot beside the big hotel. Al the while, he
could see a lighted window on the top floor of the hotel itself.

That represented C yde Burke's room The reporter had remnained in
VWhitefield, to gather news. From his high spot, Cyde could see the entire
front of the apartnment house where Don Luis lived. Wth a pair of field
gl asses, O yde would report any approach of suspicious persons.

There was no note in Cyde's coupe when The Shadow st opped there to put
on
cl oak and hat. Therefore, Cyde had seen nothing of significance.

Hal f an hour | ater, The Shadow reached the Spanish restaurant that |ay
bel ow Projillo's headquarters. Since he had not dined and was in no haste, he
resol ved upon a bold course. Folding hat and cl oak, he held them over his arm
strolled into the restaurant and took a corner table.

A wai ter | ooked the guest over and classed himas a Spaniard. No one here



knew of Jose Renbole, so the waiter carried away no suspicion. He nmerely
reported that another Spaniard had cone to dine; one of the neutral sort, who
cared not hi ng about events in Spain.

Had The Shadow been a menber of the People's Party, he would have
announced the fact. Had he been in synpathy with the aristocrats, he would
never have cone to this restaurant. That was the rule with all Spaniards who
dined in this little cafe.

After he had finished dinner, The Shadow di sappear ed.

THE manner of The Shadow s evani shment was sinple. He left the noney for
his dinner on the table. He picked up his hat and cl oak, picked a nonment when
no waiter was close by. Five steps past a big bench brought The Shadow to a
spot beneath a stairway. Unseen, he donned hat and cl oak; glided noiselessly
behind a small screen that half hid the stairway.

There was a guard on duty there - a nan who watched the outer door and
kept an eye on suspicious guests. The Shadow had passed nuster as Jose
Renbol e.

The guard had failed to watch him Hi s first inkling that Senor Renbol e had
performed a qui ck change canme when gloved fists took the guard's neck fromin
back.

The result was swift and silent. The Shadow s clutch did nore than
throttle. It paralyzed. The man behind the screen was slunped in his chair,
when The Shadow glided softly up the stairs.

There was a man in the upper hall, pacing a long patrol. He | ooked down
the stairs; did not see The Shadow, close against the wall. Spying the guard,
leaning forward in his chair toward the screen, the upstairs nan waited. He
deci ded that his pal below was nerely peering for a better view through the
screen. The peek-holes in the screen were badly placed. One had to twi st about
sometines, to get a good | ook

The upper guard went away. The Shadow reached the upstairs hall, glided
al ong and peered in through doors on his left. There were several rooms. The
first was enpty; a man was sleeping in the second. In the third, The Shadow
found the man he wanted. This proved to be Alvara's room

Al vara heard The Shadow s sibilant whisper. He turned his head up froma
smal | table where he was reading. H s face showed startlenent, even though he
recogni zed his cloaked ally of the night before. A vara nmanaged a weak grin
froma face that had a bandage over one side of its forehead. Al vara had faked
unconsci ousness wel |, after that glancing blow |ast night.

In a few words, The Shadow stated matters that Al vara understood. The
Shadow had seen Count Darraga; knew that Alvara was the old nman's agent. Wth
Verdugo in town, Alvara's position had becone nost inportant; he was the
key- man who could report the novenments of the enemy. Wth inportance, however,
Al vara had acquired a post of greatest danger

The Shadow advi sed himto be cauti ous when he spied on Projillo; and
above
all, to avoid the risk of calling Count Darraga by tel ephone. It was |ucky
t hat
Al vara had survived after sending word, last night. Projillo m ght be too dul

to guess that a spy was in his ranks; but Verdugo was wi ser. At any tine, sone
counter spy mght be detailed to the job of uncovering the informant.

Al vara accepted all this very seriously; his face was troubl ed when The
Shadow announced that he nust end his contact. Then came good news. The Shadow
woul d receive Alvara's reports in person; relay themto Count Darraga. Al
t hat
was needed was a sure way for The Shadow to visit Alvara. Hearing that, the
man
pointed to the w ndow.



LUCK was with The Shadow s plan. Alvara's roomopened into a tiny,
wal  ed-in courtyard between the restaurant building and the enpty house next
door. That space could not be seen fromthe front street, nor fromthe rear
all ey. The Shadow had learned of it only through this trip to Alvara's room

Peering out into the darkness, The Shadow saw enough to pick his future
route. By coming over the roof of the adjoining house, down the wall and into
the courtyard, The Shadow could reach Al vara whenever he required.

Alvara's face showed doubt, after the route had been pointed out to him
for it offered difficulties, even for a skilled clinmber. The Shadow s
whi spered
| augh assured Alvara that there would be no obstacle.

Al vara already had a report - one that he was glad to give.

"Verdugo was here again," he whispered. "He talked to Projillo. Secrecy
is
ended. Projillo has told all of us about Verdugo. Too many | earned sone of it
| ast night."

Al vara was wong when he said "too nany"; the fact that others had
| ear ned
could account for Alvara still being alive. If news of his report had trickled
back from Darraga's, the blame woul d have been placed on Alvara, if he al one
had known of Verdugo.

"Since there were runors anong us," proceeded Al vara, "Projillo now
speaks
to all. At Verdugo's order -

" State when Verdugo was here.”

The Shadow i nterposed his remark. Alvara cal cul ated; then answered:

"Projillo said three hours ago. | amnot sure that his statenent was
exact. Projillo informed us within the past half hour. He told of Verdugo's
pl an."

"Verdugo' s pl an?"

"Yes. Verdugo intends to visit Count Darraga and Don Luis. He will tell
themwho he is. He will demand that they accept his terms. Projillo says that
by nine o' clock, the aristocrats will be trenmbling in their shoes."

Sonet hi ng about the scheme inpressed The Shadow as a trick. He could see
its purpose. Verdugo had guessed that a spy might be in Projillo' s canp. This
was a trap to make the man reveal hinmself. It was working as The Shadow

expect ed.

Last ni ght, The Shadow s own appearance here had lifted suspicion that
m ght have settled on Alvara. It was |ogical, though, that sone of Projillo's
own spies were at Darraga's. They coul d have known of previous reports. Alvara
was still safe; but only The Shadow s arrival had saved himtonight.
O herw se,

Al vara m ght have sneaked out to find a tel ephone, only to be discovered.

By receiving Alvara's report, The Shadow had saved the man that risk.
Still, if The Shadow showed up at Darraga's to neet Verdugo, there would be a
bad sequel. The slunped guard downstairs was proof of The Shadow s visit.
Verdugo woul d | earn that The Shadow had contacted sone one at Projillo's
headquarters.

There was one way to fix that. dancing at the |um nous dial of his
wat ch,

The Shadow noted the tinme as quarter past eight. If Verdugo actually intended
his bol d expedition, he would already be on his way. If he did not nean to go
to Darraga's, The Shadow s planned action did not matter. In either case,
there

was tinme for The Shadow to counteract Verdugo' s schene.

"Where is Projillo?"

The Shadow shot the quick question to Alvara. The man had t he answer:

“In his office. Amaiting a call from Verdugo."

"Rermai n here," ordered The Shadow. "If you hear conmotion, act as you did
| ast night."



EDA NG from Al vara's room The Shadow saw t he departing shoul ders of the
paci ng guard. Moving across the hall, The Shadow stopped at Projillo's door
It
was unl ocked. The Shadow worked it inward. As he edged through, he closed the
door behind him

Projillo was at his desk. The bushy-haired nman heard the door close. He
| ooked up; saw The Shadow on the threshold. Projillo's chair slid back; the
rogue snarled as he cowered away. The Shadow had no gun. H's arms were fol ded
as he stepped forward. Projillo edged his left armup to cover his right hand.

The next nove cane double quick. Projillo's hand whi pped fromhis hip
with
a long, backhand sweep. In expert fashion, he snapped a knife, straight from
hi s
belt, with perfect aim Fromthe instant that the blade left Projillo's
fingers,
it was bound on an arrow s path for the very center of the door that forned
The
Shadow s backgr ound.

The Shadow was not caught unawares. He was wheel i ng when the bl ade
flashed. A quick sideward stride carried himinto a sudden whirl. His arns
unl i nbered; the knife slashed a fold of black cloth but found no flesh
beneat h.

Projillo saw the blade drive hard into the door and quiver there.

The Shadow had vani shed before Projillo's blinking eyes. Before the crook
coul d guess where he had gone, The Shadow delivered the answer. Hi s whirl had
ended in a stooping fade, squarely in front of Projillo' s big desk. Wth a
| ong, upward bound, The Shadow took a flying dive across the desk top, his
ar ns
swi shing forward as he cane.

The Shadow s hands caught Projillo's neck. The power of his spring hurled
the fell ow backward, chair and all. Projillo flattened; stared upward with
bul gi ng gaze, to see fierce eyes that burned into his own. H dden |ips gave
t he
conmmand:

"I come to find Verdugo! State where he is!"

Projillo tried to gulp a protest. Fingers tightened; eased; they gripped
again. The Shadow was literally squeezing words fromhis victinms throat.

Projillo gasped the news that Verdugo had i ntended a spy to give.
"CGone!" coughed Projillo. "CGone - to find Darraga - and Don Luis -"
"How soon will he be there?"

"Before - before nine o'clock -

THAT was all The Shadow wanted. He rolled Projillo across the floor
wher e
the fellow flopped like a flung towel. On his feet, The Shadow reached the
door.
He yanked Projillo's knife fromthe woodwork; whi pped the door open. In the

hal |, The Shadow came to face with the upstairs guard.

The guard had a knife - the sort of weapon which Projillo preferred his
men to carry, after last night's bad experience with guns. Before the guard
could stab, The Shadow nade a slash with Projillo's dirk. The guard ducked;
The

Shadow caught himw th a qui ck one-hand hol d.

The jujutsu nove spraw ed the man toward the stairs. The Shadow sent him
tunmbl i ng downwar d, where he crashed upon the stooped man at the screen. The
fall left the guard too groggy to cone up for nore fight. The Shadow was
al nost



upon him taking the steps in | ong, downward | eaps.

Al vara and anot her nan appeared at the stair top, too |late to pursue.
Waiters were springing to halt The Shadow. He hurled the screen at one;
whi sked
out an automatic to threaten the others. They dived for tables.

Still carrying Projillo's knife, The Shadow grabbed the doorknob with the
same hand. He backed to the street, making jabbed gestures with his gun
Though
he did not pull the trigger, each thrust was effective. Waiters took shelter
until they heard the door clatter shut.

The Shadow took |l ong strides across the street. His figure was outlined
in
a patch of light across the way. A w ndow banged up at the front of the second
floor. Fromit, Projillo thrust head and shoul ders. He saw The Shadow, swung a
revolver to take aim @nfire was worth the risk of police investigation, if
it
woul d mean The Shadow s deat h.

As Projillo ainmed, sonething sizzed through the air, straight toward him
Before he could tug the trigger, he knew what the missile was. The Shadow s
arm

had swung fromthe fringe of darkness. Straight for Projillo' s gun hand cane
t he
man's own knife!

That bl ade skimred Projillo's forearnm followed its line to his elbow It
sl ashed through cloth; its point drove deep in the wi ndow sill, where
Projillo's armrested for its aim The knife's pull at the sliced sleeve
jolted
Projillo' s hand upward. A shot with the gun was usel ess.

Projillo dived back into the room ripping his sleeve clear fromhis coat
as he rolled beneath the level of the sill, to lie there under cover. A gibing
| augh cane fromthe outside air; it faded with a trailing tone that marked
departure. When Projillo sumed up nerve enough to stare fromthe w ndow, The

Shadow was gone.
Al vara needed no alibi because The Shadow had gai ned news. None of

Projillo's nen woul d be under suspicion; for The Shadow had wested the facts
fromProjillo hinmself. The Shadow was on his way to nake good use of the
i nformati on concerni ng Verdugo.

Still shining fromthe wi ndow sill above the sign of the Spanish

restaurant was the hal f-buried bl ade that The Shadow had used for his final
silent thrust.
That knife had failed Projillo; but it had served The Shadow.

CHAPTER VI I'|
VERDUGO S VAN SH

NOT nmore than ten minutes after The Shadow s departure fromthe Spanish
restaurant, Harry Vincent heard the ring of Don Luis's apartment bell. He felt
sure that it was The Shadow, returning as Jose Renbol e; neverthel ess, Harry
was
prepared for conplications. He pressed the buzzer to admit the person bel ow,
and
waited with one hand on the doorknob, the other on a gun

There was a knock at the door. Harry opened it to adnit two nen whom he
had never net, though he recogni zed both from The Shadow s description. One
was
an elderly, aristocratic gentlenman - Count Darraga. The other was a
squar e-j awed
man of olive conpl exion, whose sharp eyes, high nose and straight |ips marked



hi m as Don Loui s Robera.

Count Darraga was quick with his greeting. The sharp-eyed nobl eman let a
snm |l e spread over his parchnent countenance, as he thrust out a hand to Harry.

"Ah, M. Vincent! It is good to see you! Meet Don Luis Robera."

Harry shook hands with Don Luis, who began to gaze anxiously about the
apartment. Don Luis put the question

"Where is Senor Renbol e?"

"He stepped out for coffee.” Harry had the casual answer ready. "He
expected ne to dine with him said he would have the neal brought up here; but
| had eaten before | arrived."”

Harry's words conveyed the i medi ate inpression that Senor Renbol e had
been in the apartnment until a few m nutes ago, and that his return mght be
expected shortly. Don Luis turned to Count Darraga; stated, in puzzled tone:

"l can't understand it. Unless he called fromhere -"

"Did Renbole call ny hone?" inquired the count, addressing Harry. "O did
you, M. Vincent?"

Harry shook his head.

"The call was nearly a half hour ago," remarked Don Luis. "I don't |ike
it, Darraga."

It struck Harry that The Shadow m ght have called Darraga's residence. I|f
so, sone smooth bluff m ght be needed, since The Shadow had given Harry no
cal
of his own. Harry was preparing for questions; instead, he received an
expl anati on. Count Darraga | ooked at his watch, and stated:

"Just after eight o' clock, some one called nmy home. He asked to speak to
Don Luis; he said something about wanting to see himhere at this apartnent.
That was told to one of the servants. Wen Don Luis answered the tel ephone, he
heard the receiver hang up, very hastily."

Bef ore either speaker could puzzle matters further, there was a buzz from
t he doorbell. Count Darraga smled and remarked: "Senor Renbole." Don Luis
nodded. The buzz cane again |longer, nore inpatient.

"That may not be Renbole," Don Luis chewed his straight lips. "It is not
his ring. Wait. | shall answer."

He picked up the little receiver; spoke his own name into the nouthpiece
of the tel ephone that connected with the entry. The expression that came to
t he
face of Don Luis was one of the nost startled displays that Harry had ever
seen.

Hand over the nout hpi ece of the tel ephone, the olive-skinned don stepped
back, panting for words. Hi s usual sang-froid was gone. At |ast, he phrased
t he
nane:

"Ver dugo! "

COUNT DARRAGA was al nost as shaken as Don Luis. Seeing Darraga's trenble,
Don Luis stiffened. Tightening his |lips, he spoke into the nouthpiece:

"Very well. What do you wish?... To conme up here?... Arequest? O a
command?... Very well. | shall receive you."

Count Darraga recovered his own poise by the tine Don Luis replaced the
receiver.

"Which was it?" asked Darraga, dryly. "A request or a conmand?"

"Verdugo said that | could suit myself,"” returned Don Luis. "The
scoundr e
is a cool one! Let himconme up." Eyes glistening, teeth tightened, he added:
"l
shal | be ready!"

Don Luis | ooked toward the wall where two rapiers were crossed to form an
X against a rare Spanish tapestry. H s expression showed that he hoped for a
duel .



"Verdugo," he nmuttered. "The Masked Headsman, whose very name neans the
sword! He thinks that | am alone here. W were wi se, Darraga, to | eave your
car
on the other street. He knows nothing of Senor Vincent -

"He has seen Renbol e, perhaps?"

"Possi bly. He may have watched himgo out. O perhaps he cares for
not hi ng. Look!" Don Luis pointed to the doors of the bedroons. "Those doors
have transonms. Enter a different room each of you. Listen, and be prepared
for
my call."

"W are unarned,"” remarked Darraga. "Perhaps Verdugo neans evil, as he
usual |y does."

Don Luis produced two revolvers froma table drawer; started to give one
to each man. Harry showed an automatic of his own. Don Luis smiled grimy;
kept
a gun for hinself. He notioned to the doors, whispered tensely:

"Qut of sight! Quickly! Verdugo will be here. | amsure that he means no
murder. He woul d be too wise to announce hinsel f beforehand."”

Harry and Darraga took to their respective roons. Harry cl osed his own
door; heard the count's pulled shut a nonment later. Don Luis paced the floor
of
the living room Harry thought that he could hear the faint approach of
footsteps. Suddenly, there was a sharp knock fromthe door of the apartnent.

Don Luis stepped across and opened it. There was an interval of total
silence, then the shutting of the door. Harry could picture Don Luis
per form ng
that action tensely, while he faced Verdugo.

A voi ce spoke. It came snmoothly, purred; but at certain syllables, it
grated. That tone did not seek to veil its evil.

"YQU recogni ze ne by nmy mask," spoke Verdugo. "I know you by your face,
Don Luis."

"You have seen ne before?" Don Luis spoke the question in nuch the brave
tone that he had used upon the bal cony. He was on the defensive, but did not
betray it. "Were was that?"

“I'n many places. In Madrid - Barcelona - here, in Witefield, two nights
ago. "

Pul i ng paper and pencil fromhis pocket, Harry began shorthand notes in
t he darkness. They woul d be useful to The Shadow, I ater

"Two nights ago," cane Verdugo's resuned pur, "when you spoke to the nob.
You were brave that night, Don Luis, but very foolish. Perhaps, tonight, you
will prove w ser."

"I amready to deal with you, Verdugo."

Harry heard Don Luis pace across the room There was a rattle of steel as
he reached to take the rapiers fromthe wall. Verdugo's ugly |augh cane
cl oser.

"You wi sh weapons, Don Luis? A duel? | would spit you within a few
m nut es! You have heard, perhaps, that Verdugo was once a matador. Wy do you
suppose | chose the bull ring? Because of my skill with the sword."

There was a pause, that suited Harry. Though familiar w th Spanish, he

had
some trouble with the words. His notes were barely conpl ete when Verdugo spoke
agai n.
"You said you would deal with me. That is good. But not with rapiers.
Per haps you will deal as you did with those rebels in Barcel ona. For noney!"

Don Lui s gave an angry gasp. Verdugo grated the accusation

"You spared their lives. For a price!"

It was a short space before Don Luis replied. Hs words were indignant.
"I do not thirst for blood!" he declared. "The rebels that | spared had



nmoney that was not their own. | took their stolen funds."

"And kept sone for yourself!"

"Only the noney that no one claimed. It did not make up for wealth that |
had | ost."

Each statenent had a pause between, as though Verdugo and Don Luis were
fencing with words, instead of the rapiers that Verdugo had rejected. There
was
an interval after Don Luis made his |ast verbal parry. Then canme an insidious
decl aration from Verdugo's lips, so harsh that Harry could picture their
snaki sh writhe

"Consider this, Don Luis. The wealth that the aristocrats hold is not
their owmn. By law of Spain, it belongs there. Death will be their ot if they
retain their gold. You can save their lives, by delivering that wealth to ne.
Sone of that gold - let us say nuch - will remain, as you termit, unclaimed.
That will be yours.™

Verdugo's words inpelled a silence.

Don Luis seened at loss for a reply. At length, his footsteps paced
acr oss
the floor, stopped at the outer door. The knob clicked.

"I know not hi ng about the gold or where it is," declared Don Luis, his

tone repressed, "except that you will never gain it, Verdugo! Qur interviewis
ended. "

A sharp | augh from Verdugo, at the door. Hi s voice purred words that
Harry

could barely hear.
"I believe that you know nothing, Don Luis. Therefore, you are one wth
whom | shall treat no longer. If you did know, you would listen to ny terns!”

THE door sl ammed, denoting that Verdugo had pulled it shut fromthe
hal | way. Don Luis delivered fum ng, incoherent words; then suddenly approached
t he i nner doorways, calling as he cane. Harry canme out sinultaneously with
Count Darr aga.

"You heard!" panted Don Luis. "He tricked ne! We rmust stop him Kill him
if need be, no matter what the cost."

Springing to the wall, Don Luis pulled a rapier free. He started toward
the hal l way, despite Darraga's protests. Don Luis was determ ned upon the
purpose that he had first decided: to inpale Verdugo upon a sword point.

"Don Luis!" Count Darraga shouted as he foll owed. "Verdugo has | earned
not hi ng that he could not have guessed! He has tried to taunt you into folly!"

"He accused ne of theft!" Don Luis was in the hall, running as he spoke.
"He tried to bribe me -"

"We know that he lied. Your course in Barcelona was justified -

Darraga had forgotten all about his gun. Don Luis with a rapier, the

count

wi th no weapon ready, would be nmeat for Verdugo if they overtook him Harry
hurried after the pair; he had his automatic in his fist when they reached the
automati c el evator.

Don Lui s yanked open the door with his left hand; poised for a
sword-thrust the nonment he saw Verdugo

Bef ore Don Luis could jab the rapier, a hand sped fromthe elevator. It
caught the bl ade of the weapon, turned the point aside. Harry ai ned
desperately
at the figure that came shoulder first toward Don Luis. He expected a gunshot
before he could fire. Harry's only chance was suddenly ended, as Don Luis
gr appl ed.

The struggl e ended. The rapier rattled to the floor. Count Darraga was
with the pair, clapping themupon the shoulders. Harry let his gun hand drop
as he stared amazed. The arrival fromthe el evator was The Shadow, guised as
Jose Renbol el



At first, Harry was gripped with the incredible. Then it struck himthat
The Shadow - for sone deep purpose - had conme here, posing as Verdugo. After
that, Harry found another explanation. Verdugo had departed by the stairway,
whi | e The Shadow was com ng up by el evator

That was the answer that Don Luis and Count Darraga took for granted as
they gave the news to their listening friend, Renbole. They decided to go down
the stairs, even though the nove was belated. Wth a | ook of chagrin, Don Luis
stood his rapier beside the elevator before he descended.

Qut si de the apartment house, they found two of Count Darraga's guards at
the corner. Both were concerned when they heard of Verdugo's visit to Don
Lui s.

They admitted that they had not watched the entrance, because they believed
Count Darraga safe, with Don Luis.

The Shadow and Harry were the first to reach the apartnent. There, while
Harry was hangi ng up the rapier, The Shadow studi ed the shorthand notes. That
finished, he picked up the tel ephone, called the hotel and was connected with
G yde Burke.

The reporter said that he had seen a nmuffled man, approach the apartnent
house, soon after the arrival of Darraga and Don Luis. The light was too poor
to make out the visitor; but he had begun a slinking departure, wthout going
past the entry.

Cl yde had seen no one else until The Shadow arrived; but he repeated - as
The Shadow i nformed Harry - that he could easily have m ssed seeing any one
who
approached and departed with careful stealth. The Shadow, arriving as Renbol e,
had cone openly.

Briefly, The Shadow told Harry that he had gone to Darraga' s nansion
expecting to find Verdugo there. Close to the veranda, he had heard guests
mention the count's departure with Don Luis.

WHEN Darraga and Don Luis came up to the apartnent, the count invited
Harry to be his guest. A slight nod from The Shadow was Harry's cue for
acceptance. The Shadow remai ned with Don Luis. In the attentive fashion of
Rembol e, he was listening to the don's story, when Harry left.

Riding out in the |linmousine, Harry and the count tal ked of the Masked
Headsman

"Let us hope that no harm befalls Don Luis or Senor Renbole," comrented
Darraga, seriously. "Both are brave; but, alone, neither could be a match for
Verdugo should he return. | shall tel ephone themwhen |I reach the house, to
rem nd themthat they nust not separate."

Harry felt that Count Darraga was right. Don Luis, with all his bol dness,
had seenmed at loss in his verbal battle with Verdugo. Harry coul d concede that
Don Luis would al so be outmatched in a real fight with the Masked Headsman.

But Verdugo would find a worthy foe, if he tackled Senor Renbole. There,
he woul d nmeet a fighter who could adopt incredible tactics of his own.

Sooner or later, Harry felt sure, Verdugo would nmeet Senor Renbol e; but
in
a different guise. Wien it canme to that crisis, the Masked Headsman's foe
woul d
be a cl oaked avenger.

The Shadow

CHAPTER | X
RAMOS RETURNS

TWD days had passed - |azy days for Harry Vincent, as the guest of Count
Darraga. Life was confortable at the big country nmansion; Spaniards and



Ameri cans who cane there were pleasant and friendly.

News from Spain told that the radical party was di sturbed by interna
strife. Those who had passed | aws of seizure against aristocrats were out of
office. Still, the political scene was unsettled. It had inproved, but was not
st abl e.

Thus, to Harry, this news definitely proved that The Shadow s policy was
right. Count Darraga and those who had come with himto America, were entitled
to their wealth.

Ranos Ferrero held control of the hidden wealth. Legally, in Amrerica, he
was entitled to that control. Verdugo, a murderer, sought to kill Ramps and
thus gain the gold. Before the act of nurder, Verdugo woul d nake the hapl ess
Ranos speak

Not hi ng had been heard of Verdugo since his visit to the apartnment of Don
Luis. The fact that Verdugo had nmade no | ater nove indicated that he was
waiting for the return of Ranbs Ferrero.

The Shadow, too, was waiting. Ranos was the bait that could snare
Ver dugo
There was a reason why that bait would have to be used

Much t hough The Shadow wanted a neeting with Verdugo, he would not have
advi sed the risk of Ranps. Rather than have a human bei ng placed in jeopardy,
The Shadow woul d have preferred a | ater neeting with Verdugo, under some ot her
ci rcunst ances.

The matter of the stored gold was the probl em

Only Ranps knew the hiding place of the Spanish wealth. He had | ong ago
made arrangenments for its renoval. That hoard was hi dden sonewhere near
Wiitefield. Therefore, it was not secure.

Verdugo had his own men; he could not use themopenly, for they were
t hugs. But he held full command over Projillo's synpathizers and they could
nove wherever they chose.

Al ready, searchers had been seen about the countryside. Some were
Spani ards; others were of different nationalities. Some were strolling
vagabonds; others drove |ight trucks, or appeared as tourists in old
aut onobi l es. Their ways were peaceable. No one could interfere with them

VWat ever they |earned, though, would go to Projillo; fromhim it would
reach Verdugo

Harry had reported searchers. He had seen themwhile driving about in his
car. So had other friends of Count Darraga. The Shadow, as Jose Renbol e, had
taken a drive with Don Luis. They had told the sane.

As yet, the efforts of Projillo' s vagabonds were weak. They risked
excursions only by day; but they would becone bol der. Ramps still had his
chance to cone back and renove the treasure. Wien Ranps call ed Darraga by
tel ephone, the old count told himthe facts.

It was obvious that Ranbs woul d have to see Darraga, or some one highly
trusted by the Spanish colony. Renoval of the gold would | eave the aristocrats
al nost pennil ess, unl ess Ranpos pl aced a respectable sumof wealth in Darraga's
hands.

COUNT DARRAGA had rel ated these facts to a few friends. Harry had been
privileged to sit at conference with Darraga, Don Luis and Senor Renbole, in
addition to a few others. Consensus of opinion had been to recall Ranos
i medi ately. The Shadow had concurred, in the easy fashion of Renbole.

Though Harry had been quickly accepted by the circle at Darraga's, he was
confident that no one suspected himto be nore than a chance visitor. He did
not look like a detective; therefore, Verdugo's spies - if any were about -
woul d not report himas such. Nor would Harry be pictured as an agent of The
Shadow. Verdugo had | ong since come to regard The Shadow as a | one wol f.

Al that Harry had needed was a good reason to account for his stay at
Darraga's; and he had found the very best. The reason was Jacinta Castell ana.

Harry |l earned that the senorita, in her friendliness, was glad to have



hi m

remain if for no other reason than because he was young. That seemned | ogical
Most of the men who visited Darraga's were listless, or elderly. Spaniards

tal ked of Spain; Americans were nostly travelers, who liked to chat of matters
abr oad.

Jacinta was not in synpathy. The senorita had seen too nuch unhappi ness
in
her native | and. She wel coned Anerica as a place of the future. In Harry, she
saw t he sort of man whom she had hoped night be in this new country.

Harry | earned Jacinta's sentinments on this new night.

Di nner had ended at Darraga's. Though the season was |ate, the evening
had
gai ned an Indian sumer mildness. Guests went to the verandas, and into the
spaci ous gardens. Harry and Jacinta found a bench beneath a cluster of trees
besi de a hi gh hedge. They watched the rising of the noon.

"Beautiful!" spoke Jacinta, her eyes agleam "As beautiful as any noon
that | have ever seen in Ad Spain! | |like Anerica, Harry."

Until that nonent, Jacinta had al ways said "Senor Vincent.'
t hat
she gave was quaint. Jacinta had been trained to the formalities of her native
land; until she cane to Anmerica, she had al ways been chaperoned by a duenna.
Her new social life had brought her fromthe ancient into the nodern

Jacinta liked the change, but it was still strange. Her snmile showed
happi ness, yet wondernent. She wanted Harry to know her sentinents, yet she
was
timd in her boldness. Harry saw the redness of her cheeks; watched | ong bl ack
eyel ashes | ower. He spoke in an easy tone that reassured the girl.

"You like Anerica, Jacinta?"

"Yes, Harry." Jacinta's eyes were open, sparkling. "Because | have found
Anericans whom | |ike. Some Anmericans."

"And you |ike them rmuch?"

"Some. Very nuch. It is strange, though, to put it that way. In Spain,
when we |ike some one very nmuch -"

"It is the same as here. W |ove, Jacinta."”

Harry's armformed a rest for Jacinta's shoulders. The girl's cheek
nestled close to his. Harry found hinsel f speaking love, fromhis heart. H's
lip's lingered as they whispered the nane:

"Jacinta - Jacinta -"

A curious echo seened to follow, as a mld wind stirred the hedge beside
them Harry fancied that he heard the nanme repeated: "Jacinta -"

The smle

THE girl | ooked up. Her eyes were troubled. Her hand drew away from
Harry's and reached beside the bench. Harry sensed that Jacinta had shuddered.
He saw her force a snmile.

"W nust not speak of love, Harry," declared Jacinta, bravely. "It would
be wong - because - because of another. | speak of Ranpbs."

"You | ove Ranps?"

"No. Hs love is in Spain. But Ranbs is as dear to nme as any brother.
Until he is safe -"

"l understand."”

Harry knew t hat he and Jacinta were bound to a comon cause; that unti
it
was fulfilled, even | ove nmust be forgotten. Wile Verdugo held his threat over
Ranmos, nothing el se could be inportant. That was Harry's duty to The Shadow
just as Jacinta owed such loyalty to her uncle, Count Darraga.

Jacinta's eyes were noist; her lips trenbled as she said:

"I shall remenber, Harry. | know that you will, also. It may be asking
much -"

"It is asking very little, Jacinta. Qur duty is the same. W shall both



be
vi gil ant, because of Ranps."

Harry's words pl eased Jacinta, for they were sincere. Even though Harry
was thinking of his allegiance to The Shadow, his loyalty woul d have exi sted

for Jacinta as well. The girl gave Harry a long | ook; then spoke, as if to
t est
hi m

"Per haps you should | eave ne, Harry. If only for a little while. | can
nmeet you, soon, in the house. O" - she shuddered, as she had before - "you
nmay
return here and we can wal k about the garden. | amcold; perhaps if you bring
ny
mantilla -"

"It is in the house?"

"Yes. Ask Piquon for it. Look - there is Piquon, going to the house.
Per haps you can overtake him™

Jaci nta pointed across the garden. Harry saw the servant, Piquon
carrying
atray. He had evidently delivered some drinks to guests in another part of
t he
garden. Harry arose and started along a wal k. He saw Pi quon pass a short
stretch of high hedge

VWen Harry arrived there, the man was not in sight. He must have taken a
short-cut to the mansion, thought Harry. Looking about, Harry saw one of
several wi nding paths, was about to start for the mansion hinself.

He paused suddenly.

Why had Jacinta so suddenly renenbered Ranpns?

Her vigilance was not required. Nor did she know that Harry was so deeply
involved in the matter. After all, he was no nore than a guest, ready to take
orders from Count Darraga; but not to act on his own. Jaci nta knew not hi ng of
The Shadow.

The girl's love for Harry was real; her sudden ending of the thene was
not
a natural one. Jacinta's explanation had been an excuse. Sending Harry to the
house proved it to be a pretext. Harry felt no mstrust toward Jacinta.
Instead, he realized that sonme outside cause nust have entered.

To Harry's recollection came that whisper that he had thought imaginary.
He realized that sone one el se could have spoken the name "Jacinta" after
Harry
hinself had uttered it. Harry | ooked back; saw a path that curved toward the
end
of the hedge near the bench. Doubt seized him

Had some one tricked Jacinta, speaking words that Harry had failed to
hear. Was she in danger - perhaps from Verdugo?

Hastily, Harry followed the curving path; softened his pace as he neared
t he hedge. Stopping there, he peered past. He heard | owtoned voices, just
bef ore he viewed the bench. He spied Jacinta. The girl was not al one.

Seated with her was a young Spani ard whom Harry had never seen before,
yet
whose pal e face and anxi ous expression told his identity. It was his arrival
that had stirred Jacinta; she had recogni zed his voi ce when he whi spered her
nare.

The man with Jacinta was Ranpbs Ferrero

CHAPTER X
VANl SHED FI GHTERS

HARRY di d not bl anme Jacinta for sending himaway. Harry was unknown to



Rarmos; the man might not have remai ned had Jacinta insisted upon a stranger,
an
Ameri can, being present.

Harry's own position justified the policy that he had followed. It was
hi s
job to aid in the protection of Ranps; and to care for Jacinta. It was right
to
remain at this spot, where he could listen. Harry would tell Jacinta all about
it, at sone later tine.

For the present, however, Harry did not want to bungle hinmself into a
fal se position. That was why he shifted toward the hedge; pressed cl oser under
its hiding shelter, until he was near the bench. Harry could hear the
conversation between Ranps and Jaci nta.

"I shall return to the hiding place," declared Ranps. "It is safe, very
safe, Jacinta. | have trusted nen there, ready to renove the gold. But it was
better for me to venture forth alone."

"Verdugo's nmen are about," protested Jacinta. "They have been seen in
many
pl aces. "

"By day al one. They dare not nove by night. Bah! They are poor tools,
hired by Projillo! There is one thing that you nmust do, Jacinta. Carry this
message to Count Darraga."

"It tells the hiding place?"

"No. Neither the old one, nor the new. It concerns another matter
vitally
i nportant. G ve the nmessage to your uncle, alone.™

Ranps produced an envel ope. Jacinta tucked it in a fold of her evening
gown. Ranpbs arose; nervously lighted a cigarette.

"I shall wait here, Jacinta," he declared, "until you reach the mansion
I
shal | be safe. No one saw ne arrive."

"You are sure, Ranps?"

"Positive! | crept close to the house; listened at the veranda. | saw
peopl e | eave; others arrive. One who arrived was Don Luis. | would have spoken
to him but there was another with him"

"Senor Renbol e?"

"I do not know. They separated; but it was then too late to speak with

Don

Luis. | did not see Count Darraga. | could not enter the house to | ook for
hi m

So | cane here, to the garden. You did well, Jacinta, when you heard nme speak

| had to see you alone; not with a stranger present.”

Jacinta smled wistfully, as she arose to go to the house.

"Senor Vincent is not a stranger, Ranos," she remarked. "He is a friend,
a
loyal friend. I would willingly trust himforever. But you did not know him
Ranmos; so | sent him away.

"Do not fear for this message, Ranpbs." Jacinta drew the envel ope from her
gown, so that she could fold it and bury it deeper. "It will reach my uncle at
once. | shall see himwi thin the next few nminutes, and tell himalso that you
are free - safe from Verdugo -"

HARRY saw horror halt the girl's lips, as Jacinta | ooked past Ranops.
Instantly, Ranps wheeled toward the far end of the bench. He, too, was rigid;
hel pl ess. He stared, like Jacinta, at a figure in the noonlight.

There stood the eneny whose nane Jacinta had nentioned. Verdugo, stepping
t hrough the hedge, revealed hinself by his own attire. Harry saw a masked
face;
the glisten of eyes through a slitted dom no. Above, a head crowned with a



tight-fitting skullcap.

Verdugo | ooked |i ke an executioner, even to the | oose jersey jacket that
covered his shoul ders. That jacket was a dull, darkish gray; its |ong-sleeved
left arm stretched across to cover Verdugo's chin. From beneath the Masked
Headsman's left wist projected a gl eanming revol ver muzzle, gripped by his
right fist.

"You will not see your uncle soon," spoke Verdugo, to Jacinta. H s tone
was the ugly pur that Harry had heard at the apartnment of Don Luis.

"Theref ore,
you will not need to lie to Count Darraga, telling himthat Ranbs is safe.

"I have other plans for you. Torture; after that, death, which you wll
regard as nerciful. Does that please you, Ranos? The torture for which Verdugo
is fanous?"

"Not torture for Jacinta!" protested Ranps. "She knows not hi ng, Verdugo.
Only | can tell where - can tell what you wi sh to know -"

"l promi se you torture also, Ranos."

"Promise it to ne alone. You will see!" Ranps spoke proudly, though his
voi ce showed a trenolo: "You will see how little you will learn!"

Verdugo' s | augh was ugly. Rampbs blinked, realizing that he had bl undered
in speaking to the Masked Headsman.

"You woul d speak little," decided Verdugo. "Yes, perhaps you woul d,

Ranos.
That is why | shall torture Jacinta also, with you as witness to the ordeal
Then you will speak!"

VWi ppi ng around in front of the bench, Verdugo turned his back toward the
nmoonl i ght. He leveled his gun toward Ranps; shot his left hand for Jacinta. He
caught the girl's bare shoul der; brought her frail form spinning toward hi m
As
he trapped her body with his arm Verdugo thrust his hand for the buried
envel ope. His clawing fingers ripped Jacinta's gown; gripped her hands as she
clutched to save the envel ope.

It all happened in the instant that Harry was springing forward.

Ver dugo' s

sei zure of Jacinta was the nmove that forced Harry into action. As he cane,
whi ppi ng out an automatic, Harry was sure that he had chosen the right noment
for a thrust.

Verdugo saw Harry spring upon the bench. The Masked Headsnan gave a
vicious snarl. He flung Jacinta to the ground. Harry's heart pounded as he saw
the girl roll safe, clutching the precious envel ope. Harry was aimng as he
cane across the bench

Verdugo swung his gun armin return. Harry had the bead. A tug of his
trigger; Verdugo would be through. To make his aimsure, Harry paused
monentarily before firing at the masked face. That was Harry's mi stake.

Ranps was grabbing for Verdugo's gun. He caught the killer's sw nging
arm
Verdugo shot his other hand across to gain a lucky neck hold. Like a flash, he
had Rambs withing in front of him a human shield against Harry's bullets.

Harry took another tack. A quick stride to the end of the bench; he
sprang
headl ong squarely upon the strugglers.

THEY went rolling back, all three. Harry slashed his gun agai nst
Verdugo's. The Masked Headsman was a furious battler; but with Ranos aiding,
Harry expected an inmedi ate break. So did Verdugo; and luck served himfirst.

The hedge crackl ed. Through it sprang Piquon, three other servants with
him Pi quon was Verdugo's spy! That was why he had ducked from view Piquon
was
t he one who had spotted Ranps near the mansion; and had sent word to Verdugo.

That was why Pi quon had been in the garden. He had sneaked away to summon



ot her servants, who were |loyal to Verdugo. They were here, the four of them A
pair was hauling Harry from Verdugo; another duo handl ed Ranbps. Verdugo was
free, clear with his gun, while Harry and Ranbos each struggled with fresh
fighters who had caught them separately, at di sadvantage.

Until that nmonent, Jacinta had given no calls for aid. Know ng the reach
of Verdugo's power, she had feared that cries might bring his henchnen.
Jacinta
had trusted Harry and Ranbs to quell the Masked Headsman. Wth the tables
reversed, Verdugo's nmen already here, Jacinta's one hope was a call for
friends.

Half to her feet, Jacinta slipped as she started to give a scream Her
cry
was cut off abruptly. Verdugo thrust a hand beneath her arm and across her
snooth throat. As he choked the cry, he forced the girl's chin up; brought her
head strai ght back

Strangely, Verdugo's fierce clutch relaxed. Jacinta heard a tone that did
not come fromthe Masked Headsman's lips. It was a chilling |laugh, nore
sinister than any that Verdugo could utter. Despite its terrifying nockery,
that gibe carried hope. It signified an end of evil

Ver dugo recogni zed the |augh. He dropped Jacinta; |eaped back between the
braw i ng men who had downed Harry and Ranps. As Verdugo di ved between the
cover
of the closing pairs, Jacinta saw why the nasked nurderer had sought shelter

Comi ng from darkness just beyond a stretch of noonlight was a being in
bl ack, a cl oaked figure nore amazi ng than Verdugo. Were the Masked Headsman
seened a human nonster, garbed to create terror, The Shadow appeared as weird
arrival fromthe night itself. He was like a ghostly visitant, who had taken
this shape to deal with hunman foes.

VERDUGO was not the only rogue who saw The Shadow. The four who had
captured Harry and Ranmps spied himalso. Half to their feet, they ained with
guns that they had kept silent until this emergency. Wth The Shadow, there
could be no thought of noiseless capture and nysterious abduction.

The four fired as their guns came up. Verdugo ai med above their heads, to
take a pot shot also. Jacinta, flat on the ground, saw tongues of flane jet
from The Shadow s guns; deadly bursts that were on a direct line. Bullets
whi ned above Jacinta's head. She heard the bark of the revolvers fromthe
hedge; thought surely that The Shadow woul d waver

I nstead, his gun stabs continued, acconpanied by that fearful, taunting
[ augh. Turni ng her head, Jacinta saw the false servants wither. Their wld,
qui ck shots had failed, along with Verdugo's high, hasty aim

Only one servant still aimed; that one was Piquon. H s gun was | evel ed
straight; but it did not fire. An automatic pointed up fromthe ground; spoke
for the traitor's heart. Piquon slunped, froma tinmely bullet fired by Harry
Vi ncent.

The path was clear for Verdugo. The Masked Headsman had his chance to
neet
The Shadow wi th point-blank aim Verdugo ignored that opportunity. He took a
crashi ng dive through the hedge. The Shadow reached the bench; l|istened a
nmonent, to note that Verdugo had taken an angl ed direction off beyond the
mansi on.

The Shadow turned to Ranps; spoke the order: "Ve!"

Ranps heard the command to go. He saw The Shadow point to a narrow avenue
bet ween two hedges, a direction opposite the one Verdugo had taken. Ranmps took
the path to safety. Jacinta needed no command. Rising, clutching the envel ope,
she started for the mansion, know ng that the path would be clear.

The Shadow s pause was not too long. He could still hear Verdugo
stunbl i ng
t hrough a far hedge. Sounds of gunfire were bringing people fromthe house.



The
Shadow headed after Verdugo, and Harry followed with him

Past the next hedge were two pat hways; the Masked Headsman coul d have
taken either, to far sections of the garden. The Shadow pointed Harry to one.
Harry cane upon persons, arriving fromthe house. They had al ready heard from
Jaci nta that Verdugo was about.

Once in the clear, Verdugo had nade speed. He nust have gained an outlet,
for there was no sign of himanywhere. Nor did searchers spy The Shadow. He,
too, had vani shed in the chase.

As Harry reached the mansion, he net a group of searchers headed by Don
Luis, who asked anxiously if Harry had seen Senor Renbole. Hardly had Harry
replied in the negative before The Shadow hi msel f appeared, in the quiet
character of Jose Renbol e.

"Verdugo did not go toward the front gate," stated Don Luis. "W searched
there. Has he been seen in the gardens?"

"He was there, at first," replied The Shadow, "but his trail was |ost.
Fortunately, he failed to capture Ranos."

"Ranos! Was he here?"

"Yes. W saw his car swing fromthe side gate. There are many roads
outside. No one will follow Ranpos. Verdugo has no nore spies here at the
mansi on. "

Loyal servants were bringing in the body of Piquon, and the three spies
whom The Shadow had cri ppl ed. Count Darraga appeared; Harry was happy to see
Jacinta with him Darraga ordered searchers to take their cars and scour
near - by roads for traces of Verdugo.

Darraga beckoned, however, to The Shadow and Don Luis. He gave anot her
gesture, calling Harry with them Darraga intended an i nmedi ate conference
concerning the nessage that Jacinta had brought from Ranos.

CHAPTER Xl
THE EMERGENCY CALL

COUNT DARRAGA sat solemly in his great chair, eyeing the group before
him From outside came the throbs of nbtors. New searchers were starting to
hunt Verdugo, replacing others who had returned.

"I have talked with the wounded servants," declared Darraga. "Al told
t he
same story. It was The Shadow who fought them That shows they were speaking
t he
truth; at least in part. For already we had the testinony of Jacinta and
Vi ncent . "

Darraga paused; stroked his chin ruefully, as he added:

"Unfortunately, | believe that they spoke the truth al so when they said
that only Piquon had tal ked with Verdugo. Since he appeared alone at first, it
is logical that he sunmoned the others. Since Piquon is dead, we can |earn no
nore."

From hi s pocket, Darraga drew a crunpl ed envel ope. It was the one that
Ramos had given to Jacinta. Harry noticed that the seal was broken. The count
expl ai ned that when he said:

"This message was intact when | received it. | have read the contents.
shal I remenber them Verdugo can never reach ne."

Tearing the envel ope, Darraga held the pieces to the flame of a tal
candle. He let the nmessage burn; crunpled the ashes and flicked theminto a
wast ebasket. As he wi ped his hands with a handkerchi ef, he decl ared:

"Ranmos will renove the wealth tonight. Before he starts, he nust see that
a portion of it reaches nme, so that we shall have resources to tide us over.
ol d woul d be too heavy. Ranos will bring dianonds. They represent but a snall

portion of our wealth; but they will be sufficient.”



It was plain to Harry that the total wealth nmust be a huge sum far into
mllions of dollars. He | ooked at the faces about him Don Luis was intense,
his features strained, his eyes flashing as though they foresaw new adventure.

The Shadow, as Senor Renbol e, showed anxiety that was not usual. Perhaps
he felt that the occasion called for such display. Harry did not believe that
his chief was worried, even though his expression indicated it.

Jacinta seened tired, but happy. She was nore beautiful than ever; her
eyes, when they sought Harry's, seenmed to speak gl adness.

Count Darraga abruptly changed the subject. He remarked that he was going
to call the police and tell themof the gun fray in the garden. He would Iike,
however, if Don Luis, Renbole and Harry would | ead searching parties in a
final
attenpt to capture Verdugo before the law arrived.

"By the tinme you have returned, the story will be told," Darraga said
"You will be free to go out later, before m dnight."

Harry sensed that Darraga was referring to the message from Ranps. He
wat ched the ol d nobl eman | ean forward, wag a bony finger

"W TH searchers going in and out," declared Darraga, "no one will be
suspected. Ranpos expects trusted nen to nmeet himat mdnight. He will deliver
the jewels to them Ranps knows Don Luis, for one. To-night, he saw Senor
Rembol e with Don Luis. Jacinta tells me that she spoke to Ranpbs, telling him
t hat Senor Renbol e was nuch to be trusted.

"As for Senor Vincent, he fought to aid Ranps to-night. That was the best
i ntroduction possible. Ranos will recognize Vincent. Al that remains is for
ne
to name the neeting place that Ranos nmentioned in his nmessage."

Darraga halted. He | ooked toward the wi ndows; the door. He shook his
head.

He was not willing to part with the inmportant news, for the present.

"I cannot burden you with danger," announced Darraga. "Should any of you
nmeet Verdugo and becone his prisoner, his first question would concern the
message from Ranps. You could tell himthat you knewits inport; but not the
neeti ng pl ace.

"It is better that you should not know, until you | eave here together
Then | shall tell you where to go. You can proceed to the spot w thout delay.
Meanwhile, | shall hold the secret safe. | am surrounded by | oyal friends.
Soon" - Darraga smiled his anticipation - "I shall have police here also."

The ol d count | ooked for approval and received it. Don Luis and The
Shadow
expressed their favor toward the arrangenment, and Harry naturally added his
agreement. Count Darraga pointed to an ancient clock above his desk.

"It is ten o' clock," he announced. "An hour of search; perhaps a little
| onger. Then | shall expect all of you here. W cannot disappoint Ranos."

MEN were on guard when the group cane fromthe conference room Count
Darraga ordered small cars for Don Luis and Senor Renbole. Harry had his own
coupe. Each was to take charge of a different group of searchers, riding al one
or with an acconpanyi ng passenger, as each might prefer

Don Luis started out at once. The Shadow went to speak to the prisoners.
Harry caught a nod; he started for the big garage near the nmansion, to obtain
hi s coupe.

The count turned toward the kitchen, where the wounded nmen had been
pl aced
on cots. It was tinme for Jose Renmbole to | eave the mansion. Darraga had taken
only a few steps when he heard the ring of the tel ephone. He went into the
st udy.

He had just hung up the receiver when he saw Senor Renbol e pause at the



opened door. Count Darraga approached; drew his friend to a corner

"Serious news," inforned Darraga. "l told you once that | had a spy
pl aced
with Projillo."

"Yes. You nentioned that to Don Luis and nyself. But you did not name the
man. "

"I know. That was sonething that | pronised nyself never to reveal
Lately, | have not heard fromthe man. That is, not directly. H's reports have
been rel ayed, nost nysteriously, by The Shadow. "

The Shadow expressed surprise, in Renbole fashion

"Not es have cone," whispered Darraga, "in witing that has faded the
monent that | have read it! There was a report, earlier this evening. Now,

cones another. This time, a call direct fromthe spy at Projillo's."

"It nmust have been extrenely inportant."

"I't was. Verdugo is visiting Projillo! He nmay have already arrived there.
We shall still maintain the search, however. It would be wise in case Verdugo

notices it."

"And the spy at Projillo' s?"

"I told himnot to call again. He should have waited for The Shadow.
Si nce
Verdugo has gone to Projillo's" - Darraga smiled confidently - "The Shadow is
likely to go there, also."

Count Darraga wat ched Senor Renbole stroll out through the front door
Li stening, he heard the runble of a departing car. The smile on Darraga's lips
i ncreased. It becane sphinxlike.

Count Darraga was nore than confident that The Shadow woul d soon be at
Projillo's.

Sonehow, the nmethods of Jose Renbole were singularly parallel to those of
The Shadow.

DARRAGA woul d have preserved his smle for a long while, had he seen the
course taken by Renbol e's coupe.

Qutside the gate the car paused, while its driver gave instructions to
searchers. Then the car swng to a side road, turned course and reached a
l[ittle-used highway that led into the city of Witefield.

A grimlaugh whi spered above the wheel of the coupe, as The Shadow

pressed

accelerator to floorboards. There was no mirth in The Shadow s tone as he sped
the borrowed coupe to its limt. The hour that still remained to The Shadow
was

one that could prove vital

Al vara had taken a deadly risk, going against The Shadow s instructions.
That could nean trouble for Alvara later, if he did not |leave Projillo's
permanently. The Shadow i ntended to arrange that after his arrival.

The energency call, unwi se though it was, had produced an opportunity
t hat
The Shadow could not forgo. It could not be a hoax on Projillo's part, that
prom sed visit of Verdugo. Alvara would not have called unless certain that
t he
Masked Headsman was due. The Shadow, therefore, had certain opportunity for
anot her meeting with the nurderer, Verdugo.

Granted that neeting The Shadow coul d assure the future. Danger for Ranps
woul d be ended before the keeper of the aristocrats' treasure delivered the
di anonds at m dnight. Stored gold would not have to be renmoved to a new hiding
pl ace.

Crime woul d be ended, once The Shadow encountered Verdugo in Projillo's
lair. There, the Masked Headsman would find it difficult to stage a
di sappear ance.

The Shadow knew.



CHAPTER Xl
DANGER FROM VERDUGO

THE SHADOW di d not detour past the parking lot at the hotel in
Whi tefiel d.

That was unnecessary. He had his black garb with him He had left cloak and
hat

beneat h bushes beside Darraga's front veranda. Picking themup had been a
qui ck

matter when he left the count's.

The Shadow st opped | ong enough, however, to nake a tel ephone call to
d yde
Burke. The reporter had seen no one enter the apartnent house where Don Luis
lived. The Shadow had reason to suppose that Verdugo had made another visit
there. Despite the fact that Cyde had failed to see Verdugo on a previous
visit, The Shadow still relied on his agent's observation

After the call, The Shadow put on cloak and hat; sped the coupe the
remai ni ng di stance, stopping just far enough fromthe Spanish restaurant to
avoid suspicion. Afewnmnutes later, he was in the obscurity of a side
street,
ef fecting entrance through the basement of the enpty house.

Ascending to the top floor, The Shadow used a skylight to the roof.
Pressed close to the darkened house top, he crawed to the intervening
courtyard; listened there for any sounds frombelow Al was quiet. The route
was cl ear. The Shadow knew it perfectly, fromrecent trips on which he had
contacted Al vara.

The Shadow t ook the precipitous descent into the court. His fingers and
toes found holds that they had used before. Wien he reached the line of
Al vara's wi ndow, The Shadow poi sed one foot upon a sill of the enpty house,
performed a pivot and let hinmself fall out into the darkness.

It was scarcely nore than eight feet across the narrow space. The
Shadow s
spread arns gauged their swing in darkness; his gloved hands were al npst
noi sel ess as they thudded the sides of Alvara's w ndow frane.

The Shadow s doubl ed knees took the sill lightly; his body came up
t hr ough
sheer nomentum That was the crucial instant in which fingers, slipping up
al ong
the frame, found crevices between wood and brick and dug in hard. By day, the
feat woul d have | ooked miracul ous. In this blackness, The Shadow s acrobatics
had no audi ence.

Al vara's wi ndow was unfastened. The Shadow raised it silently; edged into
conpl ete darkness. He listened; gave a subdued, sibilant whisper. There was no
response. The Shadow utilized the covered rays of a tiny electric torch

There was a bed in the corner; a figure lay there. It |ooked |like Alvara,
huddl ed i n sl eep. The Shadow exti ngui shed his |ight; approached with silence.
H s hand reached out to touch the prone shoul der that was tilted toward him

A moment | ater, The Shadow was above the bed, gleam ng his flashlight
upon
the profile of a whitened face. He tilted the face upward. Bul gi ng eyes stared
with sightless glassiness. Bloated |ips were wi dened; teeth stretched horribly
from drawn guns.

The man on the bed was dead. It was Alvara; his face showed that he had
known torture. His mstake - that call to Darraga, agai nst The Shadow s order
had been fat al

Fortunately for Alvara, he had not undergone a sustained ordeal. The man



nmust have broken quickly, under sone racking treatment, to be dead so soon
after he had call ed Count Darraga.

Sone one nust have spotted Alvara nmaking his call to Darraga. It was
m sfortune for The Shadow. Al vara nust have told all that he knew

Wsely, Verdugo had made no attenpt to bl ock The Shadow s path. He had
want ed The Shadow to cone; speedily and with no obstacles. Once within
Al vara's
room The Shadow was in a bad spot. H s precarious route of exit up the
courtyard wall was a good one only when unsuspect ed.

THE SHADOW nmoved to the w ndow, heard faint scraping sounds bel ow. Taut
ears must have heard his slight thud at the sill. Machi ne guns were comi ng
from
| ower wi ndows, to train upward. One nove outward woul d be death for The
Shadow.

The Shadow crossed the room |istened for sounds fromthe hall

Sneaki ng footsteps, hasty ones, were all that The Shadow heard. Sone
wat cher had been at the keyhol e; had seen The Shadow s |ight. Assassins,

t hough, were absent fromthe hall. Projillo renenbered how The Shadow had
wilted other fighters in a passageway.

The Shadow opened Alvara's door. Along the hall he saw other doors,
tightly closed. Every room could house a crew of fighters; men who would stab
wi th knives and guns from vantage points. No roomoffered worth-while outlet.
The Shadow | ooked toward the stairs.

The Spani sh restaurant had closed for the night. It was dark bel ow, but
there lay Projillo's major crew. They were in anbush, behind tables sheathed
with netal bottons. The Shadow could picture that stacked array of barri cades.
Projillo hoped that The Shadow would go below. It would be death, this tine.

Even the hall was safe only until |urkers became inpatient. Then a
revol ver nmuzzl e night shove fromany door, to start hostilities. Projillo was
through with this headquarters to-night. He was ready - at Verdugo's command -
to let the fireworks rip.

One point inpressed The Shadow. Everything was ready on a big scale.
Projillo had sutmoned every avail able fighter; each detached crew woul d be
stiffened with shock troops. The question was, how many did Projillo conmand?

Not enough to have others in reserve. Though form dable, the surroundi ng
foenmen formed a shell. A break through any spot would give The Shadow freedom
The courtyard was heavily guarded; for it was The Shadow s normal path. The
restaurant was well peopled; for it was an obvious route.

Each room woul d have a strong quota, for The Shadow m ght inspect any one

of them Projillo would not | eave a roomenpty for The Shadow to use as a
tenmporary stronghold of his own.
One room however, would have been left until last. That was Projillo's

office. It afforded straight exit to the front wi ndows; but The Shadow felt
sure that they would be covered by sharpshooters posted across the street. The
ot her way out of the office was through Projillo's conference room That woul d
pl ace The Shadow in the very heart of the trap

There was anot her person who m ght be there: Verdugo.

The presence of the Masked Headsman woul d gi ve huge strength to the inner
trap. That was why The Shadow |i ked the thought of taking the nost desperate
route. He had cone here to face Verdugo. Wth death a seeming certainty, a
duel
wi th Verdugo was the |ast pleasure that The Shadow coul d attain.

Such a neeting had another advantage. It gave The Shadow one sl ender
chance to live. A quick fight with a master-foe, if successful, would shake
t he
nerve of Projillo's entire band. It was worth the risk, that duel with
Ver dugo



THE SHADOW crossed the hall to Projillo's office.

The door was unl ocked. Slowy, The Shadow edged it inward, keeping from
view as a thin shaft of light hit the office floor. The room was dark, except
for that streaky gl ow.

Enough was visible for The Shadow to know that enemies, if present, were
bl ocked from vi ew by the door. The Shadow poked his flashlight inward, blinked
it quickly, to make sure that this assunption was correct. As the light
shapped
off, he did a side-step into the room away fromthe hal f-opened door. H's
hand
gave a simultaneous pull. The Shadow was cl ear when the door slanmmed shut.

Crouched on the darkened floor, The Shadow exchanged flashlight for
automatic. H s task was not finished. Creeping |ow toward the door, he raised
his free hand; found the key in the lock. He turned the key slowy, silently,
to block off interference fromthe hall. Al the while, he listened for an
expected stir of men in darkness.

A floorboard creaked. The Shadow could not |ocate the exact position of
the man who had caused the noise. A step on one end of the board could have
caused the sound at the other extremity. Al that The Shadow coul d gauge was
the general direction of the sound. He probed toward it with his gun

Anot her slight noise came fromthe spot where Projill o' s desk should be.
That was evasive, of doubtful value. Again, The Shadow coul d gauge genera
direction only. He was away fromthe door, on his feet, ready for a quick
shift. There was one way to draw out the lurker in the darkness. That was to
give the man a fal se clue.

Swi ngi ng his right armw de, The Shadow gave the wall a slight tap with
his automatic. He noved instantly, for a better position in the darkness. The
Shadow expected a response; it came with startling, blinding suddenness.

A light was pulled on, as a hand tugged its cord. Swi nging toward the
center of the room The Shadow saw an insidious figure squarely beneath the
glow Cad in the long, tight-fitting garnments of an executioner was Verdugo,
t he Masked Headsnan.

THE armthat had lifted to reach the light cord was across the nurderer's
chin, hiding the |lower part of his face.
Ver dugo had mat ched The Shadow s uncanny precision. In aining, The Shadow

had chosen direction well; so had Verdugo. He was facing straight toward The
Shadow. Verdugo, though, had found an advantage. The Shadow had cal cul ated the
position of Projillo' s desk and had shifted his ai maccordingly.

The desk was gone. Verdugo stood on the exact spot where it had been. He
was out of The Shadow s path of instant gunfire. That would not have mattered,
if Verdugo had relied on a gun of his own; for The Shadow had shown his
superiority as a marksman, earlier this very night.

Verdugo had renenbered that experience.

Instead of a revolver, the Masked Headsman hel d a sinpler weapon: a |ong,
heavy wooden cane. Verdugo's right arm stretched below his upraised left. His
right hand held the cane extended, the ferrule pointing straight for The
Shadow. So great was Verdugo's reach that only a scant foot separated The
Shadow s gun hand fromthe cane tip.

Wth that cane, Verdugo expected to match the power of The Shadow s . 45.
Verdugo had resorted to a seemingly primtive nethod to conbat The Shadow s
swi ft-tongued, nodern weapon. It |ooked like folly; but The Shadow knew
Verdugo's ways too well to accept that answer.

VWhen Verdugo provided a duel that a chall enger wanted; when he stood
al one, discarding the aid of a crinminal horde that served him there could be
but one concl usion. Verdugo counted upon success as sure.

Verdugo' s pose, his gloating lips; the gleamfromhis slitted mask - al
spel l ed conpl ete confidence. In that instant, The Shadow knew t hat he was



faced
with a comng battle that could prove nore desperate than any in his |ong
career.

Hi s whi spered | augh marked The Shadow s acceptance of Verdugo's amazi ng
chal | enge.

CHAPTER XI I'|
THE LOST DUEL

THE SHADOW t hrust his fist forward and to the right, aimng for Verdugo.
A
shift of half a dozen inches was all that his hand required. Sinultaneously,
Verdugo gave a forward thrust and twi st to his cane.

The point of the long stick noved swifter than The Shadow s gun nuzzle.
The cane point was far fromthe hand that whipped it. Verdugo's thrust was
li ke
the Iash of a striking copperhead. Eyes fromthe slitted mask gui ded the cane
point to the fingers of The Shadow s gun hand.

The tapering ferrul e jabbed between The Shadow s knuckl es; even his iron
fingers could not halt it. The cane tip hooked the trigger guard of the .45; a
snap of Verdugo's wist did the rest. The gun was whi sked from The Shadow s
hand; its trigger departed beneath his tugging forefinger

There was the gun, scaling to the ceiling, unfired. Verdugo's cane,
rai sed
upward, was the petard that had hoi sted the weapon. The Shadow s gl oved hand
was
open, gunl ess.

Fading to the right, The Shadow sped his left hand to his cl oak. He
whi pped out a second automatic. Once again, Verdugo's cane was on the nove.
The
Masked Headsman was delivering a furious cross-slash. H's stroke was as
amazi ng
as his forner jab.

The cane cracked The Shadow s fingers as they tightened on the gun
Despi te the nunbing bl ow, The Shadow still clutched; but his fist held
enptiness. That hard stroke of the cane had jolted the gun, as well as The
Shadow s hand. The autonatic thudded the floor, six feet from The Shadow, took
a bound and clattered agai nst the wall.

The Shadow had no reserve weapons. Those guns were the only wei ght that
he
could carry on his clinmb dowmn into the courtyard. Any attenpt to regain them
woul d be hopel ess. Verdugo was ready for nore drastic efforts with the heavy
cane.

Al ready, the masked killer was starting a ferocious backswi ng, up toward
The Shadow s head. The only nobve was to ward the coming bl ow. The Shadow
acconplished that with his right arm A quick fling stopped the cane point;
and
The Shadow s right hand did nore. The Shadow cl utched the cane with a powerful
grip, nore than a dozen inches fromthe point.

This time, Verdugo's snarled |augh was audi bl e. The Shadow s nove was the
one Verdugo want ed.

The masked man bounded backward. The cane remained in The Shadow s
cl utch,
but something slithered fromwithin it. The Shadow saw the glimrer of a |ong,
steel sword. Balancing lightly, with the pose of a fencer, Verdugo displ ayed
t he weapon that he had produced so pronptly.

It was a trick long used by swordsnmen. Verdugo's stick was a sword cane
The gane was to taunt an adversary with the cane; force himto grab it, then -



whi sk!' The sword was out of its canmoufl aged sheat h.

W TH nmock courtesy, Verdugo raised his sword handle to the el bow that
still lay across his chin. The bl ade poi sed upward: Verdugo's salute to the
enemy who was soon to die. Shifting his feet with the skill of a fencing
mast er, Verdugo swung the sword downward and whi pped into action.

Hs first nove was a quick thrust. The Shadow swung the hol |l ow cane to
ward the bl ow away. Verdugo snarled a | augh; that was the nove that foenen
sonmetines made, if they were quick enough to recover from amazenent. There was
a treatnent for such tactics.

Verdugo flashed his scintillating blade, nade a feint to draw The
Shadow s
cane stroke. He jabbed a second thrust straight for The Shadow s heart. Again,
the cane turned aside netal. The feint had not fooled The Shadow.

Fum ng Verdugo cane in with all his skill. The hollow end of the cane
cane
j abbing for Verdugo's masked eyes. The Masked Headsman pivoted away; dropped
hi s
el bow from his chin.

The Shadow was fencing |like a master. Using the cane handle for a rapier,
he was matching the skill of Verdugo, who had boasted hinself the best
swordsman in Europe. It was The Shadow s | augh that echoed through the room
i nstead of Verdugo's.

A laugh of recognition. The Shadow knew much about Verdugo. Mich that he
had known before, but which know edge he had reserved until the proper noment.
That time had conme when Verdugo dropped his chin-masking el bow.

Ver dugo under stood The Shadow s | augh. The nurderer was furious. Metal
cl ashed wood, again and again. Verdugo was fighting for a thrust. That
failing,
he tried to gain a cut. Close quarters did not help him The Shadow gave the
bl ow i nstead. Verdugo rallied savagely, after taking a hard whack fromthe
cane.

Had Verdugo's weapon been a rapier, the odds would have all been his. He
al ways carried a stiff sword in his cane, because of its general utility,
particularly in a massed fight. Until to-night, Verdugo had found the sword as
good as any rapier. Though its weight told against its thrusts, Verdugo had
al ways hel d the advantage of skill.

Cut, guard and point, the three elenments of sword fencing, chanced al so

to
be the exercises used in singlestick practice. The Shadow was using Verdugo's
hol | ow cane as a singlestick. Hs skill proved itself every time Verdugo

attenpted some new t hrust.

The Shadow knew every style of parry needed. Wenever Verdugo feinted,
The
Shadow out guessed him The Shadow i ntroduced a tinme-thrust, a coup de tenps,
that surprised Verdugo in the preparation of a thrust of his own. Again, when
Ver dugo suddenly advanced, The Shadow was ready with coup d' arret, otherw se a
stop-thrust.

On either occasion, the result would have been fatal to Verdugo, had The
Shadow s weapon been furnished with a point. The jabs that Verdugo did receive
were harm ess. Neverthel ess, they acconplished something for The Shadow.

VERDUGO t ook to the of fensive, know ng that The Shadow s thrusts could
not
injure him He put The Shadow i medi ately on the defensive; for one straight
j ab
of the sword point nmeant disaster. Covering his retreats by parries; securing
positions after retreats, The Shadow fol | owed fundanental rules. He saved his



strength and kept cool, maintaining constant watchful ness against a | unge from
Ver dugo

Verdugo prided hinmself on possessing secrets that had come down from
generations of fencing nasters. He knew |l e coup de Jarnac and la botte de
Nevers, ugly strokes that had been alnmost infallible in their tine.

Verdugo's sword nade a drawi ng cut toward The Shadow s knee; failing, it
performed a jerky time-thrust for The Shadow s face. Each nove was parried.

It naddened Verdugo, this superb skill shown by The Shadow. The cl oaked
fencer showed that he could give thrusts, but never receive them Wen Verdugo
used trick methods, they did not finish with the luck that he constantly
expect ed. Exhausting his catal ogue of strokes, Verdugo tried themover, wth
no
success.

The Shadow s | owtoned, taunting | augh was frequent anmid the fray. It
lured Verdugo on to wilder tries. The Shadow s constant defense and shortened
counter-thrusts al so made Verdugo forget the possibility of a different nove.

VWen the finish came, it was totally unexpected by Verdugo

Sword cl anged stick. The Shadow perfornmed a twisting notion with his arm
He applied a sudden |everage, under conditions that he had steadily awaited.
The sword bobbed like, a steel piston; sent a shock along its shivering
| engt h.

The full force of the | everage cane at Verdugo's hand.

Like a living creature, disgusted with its master, the sword whi pped
upward, handle first. It rang as it flew high from Verdugo's fist. Wirling,
it
clattered hard against the ceiling; took a crazy ricochet and struck the floor
besi de the outer door.

VERDUGO st ood flat-footed, blinking at his enpty hand.

The Shadow had supplied a neat trick of swordsmanship; that of disarnng
his adversary. Wth Verdugo's sword gone, The Shadow had the one renaini ng
weapon, the sheath. That scarred, hollow cane could prove form dable. The
Shadow was coning forward, swinging it.

Verdugo did not wait to parry with his hands. He knew t hat The Shadow
woul d be too quick to et himgrab the cane. A stroke fromthat hollow stick
com ng unhanpered, could stretch Verdugo sensel ess. The masked nman nade a dive
to escape The Shadow.

WAt chers saw Verdugo coming for the inner door, the one that led to
Projillo' s conference room Projillo, hinself, was anmbng the w tnesses of the
wi | d duel. He opened the door to I et Verdugo hurtle through

The Shadow saw the action; made a quick spring to regain an automatic. As
he grabbed up the weapon, he turned to go after the other

Headi ng for the second gun, The Shadow saw Projillo and others in the
passage between the two roons. They were surging forward, whipping out
revol vers that Verdugo had previously assured themthey would not need. The
Shadow hal ted, al nost at the second gun. He ainmed, not for the attackers but
for the big Iight that Verdugo had ill um nated.

The Shadow s first gun spoke. dass clattered. Total darkness repl aced
t he
glare. Cutching the second automatic fromthe fl oor, The Shadow whirled as
revol vers began to stab. Enem es were shooting for the outer door, thinking
that The Shadow had started in that direction

I nstead, The Shadow piled into themfromthe flank. Hi s m ghty hands
sl edged at close quarters. Attackers sprawled; fired wildly, blindly. To The
Shadow, every man that he encountered was an eneny; but his foenen could not
tell who was The Shadow.

Those tactics had worked well in forner frays. They were spoil ed tonight
by a drive fromthe outer hall. Gunshots had aroused the men quartered there.
Finding the office door |ocked, a whole crew hit it shoul der first.



The door ripped fromits hinges. Light, pouring fromthe hall, showed The
Shadow. Shouting nmen ai ned. The Shadow fired above the heads of the fallen
Ai ming assassins dropped in the hall. Ghers dived out of sight; but The
Shadow
did not rush out into their trap. Nor did he wait for themto rally and start
f or war d.

I nst ead, The Shadow made for the inner door. Two of Projillo' s nmen were
still there; they did not see The Shadow until he was upon them They
grappl ed;

clung tight as The Shadow bow ed them t hrough the passage. Slugs from
automati cs
dulled them they were saggi ng when The Shadow shoved theminto the conference
room

There, a door stood open. It was the one on the right, Verdugo's private
route when he visited Projillo. Framed in the doorway was Verdugo. He did not
see The Shadow until the saggi ng men dropped cl ear

Verdugo was hol ding a revol ver; but had not lifted it. He thought that
t he
men who staggered through were merely stragglers fromthe fray.

THE SHADOW S gun | ooned suddenly. Verdugo did not wait for a blast from
the automatic. He made a plunge through the doorway, down a flight of stone
steps. The Shadow s automatic tongued; a bullet found the space where Verdugo
had been.

An instant's delay would have neant Verdugo's doom If he had tried to
fire; had he even paused | ong enough to yank the door shut, he woul d have
toppl ed, dead, upon the stone steps. Verdugo's haste saved his life; but it
forced himto | eave the way clear for The Shadow.

Wth one spring, The Shadow was through the doorway. He sl amed the door
behind him It |ocked automatically. Only two nmen held keys to that strong
door. One was Verdugo, who had gone. The other, Projillo, was sitting, half
stupefied, out in his deskless office.

Pounding fists, clattering guns, muffled oaths told the di sappoi nt ment of
Projill o' s bl ocked-off horde. Those sounds faded from The Shadow s ears.

This was the way that Verdugo had taken. There was still time for The
Shadow to overtake the nurderer. The duel lost, Verdugo had chosen flight. The
Shadow, the victor, was undertaking swift pursuit.

CHAPTER XI 'V
TI CKS OF DOOM

THE stone steps ended with a short, dark passage that termnated in a
basement coal bin. The Shadow recogni zed that by an open cellar w ndow at his
shoul der. There was just enough dimlight fromthe alley to make out a grating
in the sidewal k, past the w ndow

The Shadow hoi sted the grating upward and cl anbered to the sidewal k.

He saw Verdugo turning a corner. The Masked Headsman was fleeing in the
direction of the street where The Shadow had parked his coupe. The Shadow t ook
up the chase. He reached the corner before hubbub broke from w ndows of
Projillo' s headquarters.

Ral | i ed assassins were too late to take pot shots at The Shadow. Verdugo,
in his turn, had gai ned enough |l ead to reach anot her corner; hence he was out
of The Shadow s range. The Shadow continued the chase; halfway to the corner
he
ran into trouble.

A car roared suddenly into view frombeyond the corner. It was the
touring-car that The Shadow had peppered near the beer joint, a few nights



ago.
Ver dugo' s outside men had heard their master's call. The crew of inported
machi ne gunners was arriving to head off The Shadow.

Bri ght headl anps showed The Shadow squarely in the car's path. Behind a
bul | et proof wi ndshield, the driver snarled to the gunners. They unlinbered
t heir weapons; a Tomy gun poked from each side of the roaring car. VWi chever
way the driver veered, The Shadow woul d come under fire.

Never budgi ng, The Shadow fired squarely at the oncom ng machine. His
bul Il ets ruined the headl anps, which had ordinary gl ass. Lowered, his guns
zi pped slugs into front tires. The car, increasing speed, went jolting,
shaki ng
its riffraff crew The driver cursed as he janmred the brakes.

The Shadow was gone, somewhere in the darkness. When flashlights gl eaned
to find him they failed. A challenging | augh was evasive; had the hoodl uns
guessi ng.

Spreadi ng, those crooks were wary, each one fearing that he woul d neet
The
Shadow. None di d. The Shadow had reached another street. Crooks thought that
they had covered Verdugo's flight. They were w ong.

THE SHADOW reached his borrowed car and started at once for the
di sreput abl e nei ghborhood where he had first net the inported crooks. They
woul d not be there, but Verdugo m ght be. The Shadow was convi nced that the
Masked Headsman had a hide-out in that slummy area.

The tine elenent figured heavily in The Shadow s present plan. Events had
been swift; less than an hour had passed since The Shadow s departure from
Darraga's. There was anple tinme to get back to the count's and learn the fina
details of the neeting with Ranos.

Unfortunately, time for The Shadow neant tinme for Verdugo also. Projillo
and others would flee the headquarters. Thugs had escaped fromtheir w ecked
car. Both forces would rally at Verdugo's call. H's freedom neant that

hostilities would begi n again.

The Shadow had a dozen minutes to spare. If, in that brief interval, he
could pick up Verdugo's trail and strike himdown, the cause would be won.
Projillo would dunbly await Verdugo's orders; so would the thugs. The Shadow,
arriving at Darraga's, could make plans for an easy neeting with Ranos.

Treasure woul d not have to be renoved at all. The nenace woul d be ended.
Crime woul d dispel, like a fading nebula, no | onger having Verdugo as its
nucl eus.

Al was qui et when The Shadow reached the district that he wanted. There
were cars about, stopping at the different joints; but the places had not
become noisy at this conparatively early hour. The Shadow s car | ooked no
different frommany others

Keenly, The Shadow watched fromthe window. H s eyes ferreted everywhere.
As he neared a corner, he spied a figure that dodged hurriedly fromthe
approaching lights. The man turned his head fromview as he ducked for cover;
but not soon enough. The Shadow saw rmasked eyes; a rising elbow that hid a
chin.

The | urker who had gone from sight was Verdugo.

The Shadow parked his car near the corner; made a |ight bound to the
si dewal k. Seconds | ater he was around the corner, stalking the Masked
Headsman's trail

The Shadow gl i npsed Verdugo tw ce; once in the glow froma grinmy |unch
room again, against the grayish front of a garage. Each tine, the Masked
Headsman was gone an instant later. H s obvious destination was a row of old
houses, nostly enpty, that lay a little ways beyond.

The Shadow knew t hat he had remai ned unseen by Verdugo. Therefore, he
sped
his pursuit as he reached the houses. Were the row finished, at a narrow,



vacant strip of ground, The Shadow heard the slight sound of footsteps.
Ver dugo was sneaki ng al ongside the | ast enpty house, hoping to gain the
rear of the row

THE SHADOW f ol | owed. He reached the rear corner and heard the slight thud
of a cellar door. He blinked a flashlight on the door itself; then tried it
careful ly. Verdugo had gone bel ow, but had not wasted time to bar the angled
door above him

The Shadow s entry through that door was invisible and noi sel ess. So were
his footsteps on the short stairs and the stone floor below H s flashlight
was
pocket ed; he had an automatic instead. He was trailing Verdugo by the slight
sounds that the man made, sonewhere ahead.

Hal fway to the front of the cellar, The Shadow came upon a dividing wall
He produced his flashlight. In the center of the wall was an old door, plainly
indicated by a slit of light that ran along the bottom edge.

The fact that Verdugo had risked a light within was indication that he
t hought he had outraced The Shadow. Here, perhaps, Verdugo intended to doff
hi s
Masked Headsman's garb. Perhaps he was vigilant, expecting The Shadow, but he
woul d not be ready for so pronpt a thrust as The Shadow i nt ended.

Fl ashl i ght cl oaked, The Shadow held his automatic as he tried the door in
i nperceptible fashion and decided that it was unl ocked. The door trenbl ed
outward; The Shadow whi pped it toward hinmself, to reveal the lighted room
beyond. An instant's glance told himthat the way was clear. He sprang through
t he doorway.

The room was furnished, plainly; the one place where Verdugo coul d be
hi dden was behind a screen to the left. That screen coul d al so mean anot her
exit, where Verdugo m ght have gone through. The first assunption pronised
danger; the second, nerely farther pursuit. It was because of the first guess
t hat The Shadow used whirling speed.

The Shadow reached the screen, hurled it aside and wheeled to a vantage
point, aimng as he nmoved. No gunshot or sword-thrust could have stabbed The
Shadow. He had the speed of a dervish in his whirl.

The Shadow s spin ended abruptly.

The fallen screen showed neither Verdugo, nor a doorway. Beyond lay a
bl ank wall, solid |like the other boundaries of the room

The Shadow turned toward the outer door that he had entered. He realized,
even as he swung, that the nove was usel ess. Verdugo had come into this room

The Shadow had judged sounds too well, for Verdugo to be el sewhere.
There was a sound, though, at the opened doorway. The door itself was on
the outer side of a thick wall. The noise came fromthe wall; a steel barrier

runbled into view. Before The Shadow could reach it, that netal obstacle
runbl ed across and knifed into a space on the other side.
The entrance to the room was cl osed.

THE SHADOW | ooked about. He saw stone walls; a ceiling fornmed of thick
solid planks. The floor was wooden; shiny and new, but its boards were tongued
and grooved. The chairs and a cot were light, too flinmsy to hide any outlet in
the wal |

The underground roomwas well lighted by three bul bs that hung by chai ns
froma ceiling chandelier. The gl ow was sufficient to show every portion of
t he
room There was nothing om nous about the trap, despite its tightness. To The
Shadow s eyes, it looked like a tenporary snare, designed to delay his
departure.

Then came the token of doom- a sound that delivered its own nmessage. A
ticki ng began; The Shadow | ocated it beneath the smpoth boards in the center



of
the floor. Those clocklike ticks predicted death.

Buri ed beneath this lair was one of Verdugo's bonbs, set to a tine
control . Hidden, unreachable, that infernal nachi ne had been planted for The
Shadow.

Ver dugo, gone fromthe lair, had pressed the control. Beaten in other
frays, Verdugo intended to blast The Shadow i nto oblivion.

CHAPTER XV
THE DEATH BLAST

THE minutes that foll owed were the nost desperate that The Shadow had
ever
experi enced, though nothing in his manner revealed it.

There were factors in this trap that nmade it nost formi dable. The steel
door could not be damaged. The bomb coul d not be reached through the snooth
floor. Last - and nost vital - Verdugo's outlet was totally invisible.

The trap was designed to create the very inpression that The Shadow had
rejected; nanely, that the only outlet was the one by which The Shadow had
entered. |If The Shadow had arrived even a half minute |ater, he would have
accepted that as fact.

Then it woul d have been possible for Verdugo to go out by the main door
| eaving the snare for The Shadow. The fact renmai ned, though, that The Shadow
woul d not have entered the roomat all, if he had not been positive that
Verdugo had gone into the lair ahead of him

The Shadow retained that surety. He rejected the steel door, and forgot
the ticking bonb. He did not intend to beat at a steel barrier during the few
m nutes that remained to him nor did he care to indulge in useless effort,
tearing up the floor.

Even if he found the bomb, he mght not be able to put it out of
conmi ssion. The only hope was to find Verdugo's exit, though such an outl et
apparently did not exist.

Verdugo had all owed minutes for his own escape; that was why the bonb
ti cked. Perhaps The Shadow coul d use the interval also; but for the nonent,

t he
case | ooked hopel ess.

Panel ed walls were absent fromthis lair. There were no cracks in the
stone. The floor's snoot hness showed that it possessed no trapdoor. The pl anks
of the ceiling were rough; their ruggedness proved that they could not concea
a special opening. It was the very sinplicity of the snare that made it so
perfect.

VWhat ever Verdugo's device, it depended upon sone novel system This room
held a riddle that was different fromany that The Shadow had ever
encount er ed.

So baffling a riddle, that even The Shadow might ordinarily have rejected it
as
a possibility.

Two facts, though, could not be forgotten. Verdugo had entered this room
only a half mnute before The Shadow. He had al so nanaged to | eave the lair
within that short time interval

Positive on those points, The Shadow noticed somnething that woul d
ot herwi se have passed his attention for a long while. That something was the
chandel i er.

THE el ectric fixture was of ordinary appearance; but it was nore suited
to
a living roomthan this sinply furni shed, wi ndow ess basenent hide-out. The



fixture was large. It began with a brass disk, fastened to the ceiling; the
rounded plate was three feet in dianeter

Three short chains hung, with their lights, fromthe ornanental rim of
that circular plate. Since they were spaced well apart, decoration was needed
for the center. It consisted of a brass ball, with a short chain belowit.
Hangi ng fromthat center chain was a decorative pendant of brass, shaped I|ike
a
bel I cl apper.

That m ddl e pendant was only a foot above The Shadow s head. Shining
dul l'y
inthe light, it becane conspicuous, once it was noticed. The ticking of the
hi dden bonb was drowned by the whi spered | augh that chilled the room

The Shadow still held a challenge for Verdugo!

Graspi ng the brass pendant for a handle, The Shadow pulled it downward.
Al'l happened as he hoped. The entire chandelier came toward the floor, the
lights still burning. The Shadow grabbed the rimof the circular plate with
hi s
free hand; then used both hands together. He haul ed the chandelier, against
steady pressure, clear to the floor

The fixture was held by thin wire cables that came frompulleys in the
ceiling. Each was hollow, for a cable term nated above each |ight socket,
indicating that the electric wires ran through them They served as extension
cords; hidden springs in the floor above accounted for the pull that had kept
the fixture in place.

A round hole, alnost three feet across, yawned in the ceiling where the
chandel i er had been. Fromit, also on pulleys, came a tight rope | adder, its
bott om end hooked to the round brass plate.

Echoes of The Shadow s laugh died with the slight creaking of the
pul | eys.

Again, the nuffled ticking predom nated fromthe floor, counting off the
seconds

that still remai ned. The Shadow | ost none of those vital noments. Stepping
upon

the rimof the | owered chandelier, he started a quick clinb up the rope

| adder.

When The Shadow reached the floor above, the chandelier, released, noved
up after him The Shadow was in a spot of total darkness. H s hands, noving
about, told himthat he was in the cranped confines of a clothes closet.

The ticking fromthe roombelow carried to this closed spot. Mre than
ever, those clock notes signified doom Qut from Verdugo's lair, The Shadow
was
locked in a tiny vault above. The expl osion would surely reach himif he
remai ned here.

COOLLY, The Shadow flicked his flashlight; found the door of the closet.
It was | ocked; the rays glistened on a keyhol e. Verdugo had | ocked the door
fromthe outside - not at a precaution agai nst The Shadow s escape, but to
keep
chance prow ers fromentering the closet.

Time was too short for The Shadow to pick the lock. Gun blasts were his
only chance. He pressed an automatic to the keyhole and fired.

Hs bullets literally carried the | ock away. The Shadow hurl ed the
riddled
door outward.

For one grim second, there was silence. The ticking fromthe | ower room
had stopped. Then canme a distant whirr

The Shadow was speedi ng across an enpty room for the outlined bl ock that
meant a wi ndow. He did not stop to open the sash. O oak rai sed above his face,
he sprang to the sill, hit the window with a driving shoul der



There was nore than the crash of glass. Verdugo's bonb blasted just as
The
Shadow hit the wi ndow. The whol e house quaked as the first floor rocketed
upward. The wall went outward with The Shadow. His | eap was magnified into a
br eakneck pl unge.

Striking the rough ground beyond the end house, The Shadow was del uged
wi th chunks of brick. The echoes of the explosion seemed dim far away.
Sprawl ed noti onl ess, The Shadow had no urge to rise.

The Shadow had outraced the death blast, but he had not escaped the
barrage of debris that followed. He had hardly felt the jolts from chunks of
flying masonry; but the effect was sonething that he could not counteract.

Pressing away a fragnment of w ndow frame, The Shadow gazed groggily
toward
the street. Fire engines were here; firemen were extinguishing the flanes from
t he bl asted house. Police were keepi ng peopl e back. The cause of the expl osion
was unknown; a second bl ast night cone.

No one had found The Shadow, for none had ventured to the debris so near
the shattered building. Only a dozen yards away was the back of an old | unch
wagon, from which patrons had hurriedly scranbled. The Shadow saw a bl ack
stretch to another street. It offered an avenue for departure.

NEW speed was needed. Half dazed, The Shadow realized that he had been
| ying stunned while inportant m nutes passed. How nuch time he had | ost, he

could not tell; but it was too long. He knew that it nust be after eleven
o' clock, the tine when he was due at Darraga's, as Senor Renbol e.
The Masked Headsman was still at |arge. Verdugo could still nmake trouble

for Ranps. Gircunstances known only to The Shadow, meant that Verdugo woul d
nost certainly strike again tonight. Though Verdugo had failed to kill The
Shadow, that mght not natter, so far as Ranpbs was concerned. The delay coul d
prove as costly as death.

The Shadow al ready had enough scores of vengeance to settle with Verdugo.
He coul d not allow Ranps to be sacrificed. Gther lives, too, were at stake
Only The Shadow coul d save them for he, alone, knew the extent of Verdugo's

pr owess.
Swayi ng as he came to his feet, The Shadow started for the bl ackened

space

ahead. There was a shout fromthe street. Firemen glinpsed that cloaked

figure;

shouted to police that sone one was fleeing the scene of the explosion. Cops
took after The Shadow, thinking himsone terrorist responsible for the blast.

They caught fleeting glinpses of their quarry. Shouts were given to halt;
gunshots added teeth to the commands. The Shadow did not pause. He scurried
t hrough an al |l eyway; ducked between buil dings. He reversed his course, cane to
t he spot where he had parked his borrowed coupe.

Police cars took up the chase. There was no tine to stop and put in a
cal
to Darraga's. Through the streets of Witefield, The Shadow naintai ned a
slippery, twisty course until he reached a road that led to the count's
mansi on.

At | ast The Shadow was cl ear, driving unnolested to his destination. Yet,
as he sped, The Shadow knew that he was riding to a cause that m ght already
be
| ost.

VWhat ever the schenes of Verdugo, they were already under way.

CHAPTER XVI

THE MEETI NG PLACE



THE clock in Darraga's study showed quarter past el even. The old count,
his face strained, nade the pronouncenent:

"W can wait no |longer. Ranps nmust be reached by m dnight. You nust go
wi t hout Senor Renbole."

Don Luis, listening, shook his head. He glanced toward Harry Vincent for
approval , as he decl ared:

"I prefer to wait for Senor Renbole. It is only fair to him He may have
been del ayed, while searching for Verdugo."

"I'f you refuse," asserted Darraga, "I shall appoint others in your place.
It is twenty mles to the neeting place. You have barely tine to drive there."

The old count's tone had chall enge. Don Luis shrugged; |ooked to Harry
for
an answer. Although Harry was disturbed by The Shadow s absence, he felt sure
that his chief would want himto stay on the assignment.

"Count Darraga is right," decided Harry. "W nust go, Don Luis."

"Very well," said Don Luis. Then, to Darraga: "Wth the proviso that if
Rembol e arrives, you will send himto join us."

Darraga agreed. From nenory, he drew a rough nmap, to show the neeting
pl ace at a crossroads twenty mles fromWitefield. He marked an X to indicate
the grandstand of an old fair grounds. Harry knew the place. He had passed it
while driving with Jacinta.

"CGood, " approved Don Luis, when he saw Harry recogni ze the route. "You
drive, Senor Vincent, and we shall reach there speedily. Let us wait a few
m nutes | onger for Senor Renbole.”

"Await is inadvisable," objected Darraga. "I can see no reason for
further delay."

"But perhaps sonething has happened to him He nmay have been forced to go
into Wiitefield."

"Where woul d he have gone there?"

"To the apartnment, perhaps. If | should call him perhaps -

"Do that, Don Luis. Then set forth."

Don Luis went out to a tel ephone in the hallway. Jacinta approached Count
Darraga and Harry. In a tense tone, the girl declared:

"I't would be better to await Senor Renbol e. Those police - the ones who
are here - have heard news of an explosion in Whitefield. It may have
concer ned
Senor Renbol e. ™"

"Nonsense, Jacinta!" Darraga's tone was reproving. "It was probably the
work of Projillo. There was mutiny to-night, at his headquarters. The police
heard that while they were quizzing our prisoners."

Jacinta tried a new tack.

"Athird should go," she insisted. "Let me acconpany Don Luis and Senor
Vi ncent . "

"Never!" snapped Darraga. "I would not allow you, even if they w shed it,
Jacinta! There will be danger."

"That is why | wish to go."

Jaci nta gave an appealing | ook toward Harry. Darraga saw it; his anger
i ncreased. He ordered the girl to her room to remain there until further
order. Wthout a word, Jacinta |left the study.

HARRY and Darraga found Don Luis in the hallway. He had called the
apartment; but with no result. Harry joined Don Luis and they strolled from
t he
mansi on, |eaving Count Darraga with a pair of young Spaniards beside him The
bodyguards were still |ooking out for Darraga, even though police were
present.

Oficers offered no objection when they heard that Harry and Don Luis
intended to drive into Wiitefield. Guests had been allowed to cone and go; for



the crippled servants had taken the blame for battle in the garden

Harry knew a better route than the one that Darraga had sketched. He gave
his coupe the gas and with Don Luis watching the road behind, they sped
rapidly
toward the neeting ground. Harry declared that they could easily reach the
pl ace
by ni dni ght.

They were five mles fromthe nmansion, when Don Luis mentioned that a car
had swung in behind them from another road. He said that it was sone distance
back; nevertheless, it |ooked suspicious. Tensely, Harry questi oned:

"Ver dugo, do you think?"

"It could be," admitted Don Luis. Then, enphatically: "No! He would have
had to pick our trail closer to the mansion. Perhaps - ah, yes! | could be
Senor Renbol e!'"

Harry sl ackened speed a bit, hoping that Don Luis was right. He knew that
The Shadow woul d recogni ze this car. Hope faded, though, as they continued.
The
car behind was coming at only a fair speed, nmaking no effort to draw up to
Harry's machi ne.

"It cannot be Renbole,’
woul d
be better to speed al ong; nake sure that we |eave that car, and all others,
wel |
behind us."

Harry conplied. He took the curves of lonely roads with top speed.
Harry's
short route was proving its nerit. They were on the last mle to the fair
bounds
at seven mnutes before twelve.

decl ared Don Luis. "He would overtake us. It

THEY stopped on an open field that had once been a race track. The ground
was dark, for clouds had heavily obscured all but a faint trickle of
nmoonl i ght .
Wth the coupe darkened, Harry and Don Luis wal ked al ong the flat ground.

"I't would be better if there were three of us," whispered Don Luis,
t hrough tight teeth. "Two could watch, one fromeach end of the grandstand,
while the third approached Ranos."

"I can watch this end of the stand,"” returned Harry. "It's the side
toward
the road. It would be better for you to contact Ranos."

"At first, yes," agreed Don Luis, "since | know himvery well. But we
nust

all neet, if everything is safe.”

Pausi ng by the stand, they agreed upon a sinple plan that covered
everything. Don Luis was to go first; nmeet Ranbs and stay with him while
Harry
listened for a space of three mnutes. When Harry joined Don Luis and Ranos,
they woul d know that all was well.

Those three minutes were a long wait for Harry. The air seened tinged
with
hazy, indefinable sounds. Harry thought that he heard subdued voices. He
fanci ed
that he could catch the creaky noi ses of approaching cars, coming with notors
throttled |l ow. Mst distinctly, he heard an engine's throb, that seened to be
back near his coupe. He rejected it as a sound that could have carried froma
di stant road.

Harry deci ded that no enemies could be about. The sounds were all the
i ndi stingui shable sort that comes at night, when nerves are taut.

One thought offset Harry's worries.



There was a chance, he believed, that The Shadow had deliberately stayed
away from Darraga's. Perhaps The Shadow had suspected that Verdugo was
wat chi ng
the count's mansion, to take up the trail of persons who left there. Harry and
Don Luis were but few of many who had driven fromthe gate; neverthel ess,
Verdugo had an uncanny skill at guessing the right persons who were faring on
a
m ssi on.

Theref ore, The Shadow coul d have waited; watching for Harry's car to
cover
it. The Shadow, too, had an uncanny way. Harry had al ready seen himthwart
Verdugo on this very night.

Harry checked his radiumdialed wist watch. Three m nutes ended.

Harry crept past the end of the rickety grandstand. He feared no trouble
ahead. He would find Don Luis with Ranpbs, at one exact spot. That would be
hal fway al ong the back of the stand. The trip was |onger, though, than Harry
expect ed.

After turning the rear corner, Harry went for nmany yards, realizing al
the while that he could not estimte the exact center. He had not particularly
noted the di nmensions of the stand, the time that he had seen it by day. In
dar kness, the length could not be cal cul at ed.

HARRY sensed rather than heard, a slight-stir ahead. C ose against the
rotted planks, he gave a whisper to identify hinself.

H s name was recogni zed. A flashlight showed, al nbst beside him The rays
struck Harry's face; then tilted, to show the pal e countenance of Ranpbs. The
light clicked off.

"I recogni zed you, Senor Vincent," spoke Ranpbs, in Spanish. "Jacinta told
me that | could trust you. Where are the others? Wiom did Count Darraga send?"

"The ot hers?" queried Harry. "Don Luis came here ahead of ne! Didn't you
nmeet hi n®?"

"Don Lui s?" Ranpbs whi spered, anxiously. "How | ong ago did he cone?"

"Three mnutes ago! | waited for himto contact you."

"l have been here ten minutes. Don Luis did not come. There were sounds,
t hough, coming toward me. They stopped.”

"From ny direction?"

"Yes. Wien sounds began again, you arrived."

Conment was unnecessary. Both Harry and Ranos had the same thought. Don
Luis had not reached Ranos, Harry should have overtaken him There was only
one
answer. Sonethi ng had happened to Don Luis along the stretch behind the
gr andst and.

Ranps was cl ose beside Harry. The Shadow s agent could feel the bul ge of
t he pocket that Ranps had packed with dianonds. He felt Rampbs shift; knew that
t he young Spani ard was drawi ng a revol ver fromhis other pocket. Harry pulled
an automatic. Warily, they started back along Harry's route.

"Listen!"

Harry stopped when Ranps gave the warning. They heard footsteps creeping
in toward the grandstand. Backs against the tinbers, they faced in that
direction. Rampbs had his free hand clutching the bag of di anonds. He whi spered
somet hi ng about a flashlight. Harry produced one.

Bef ore Harry could press the button; before either he or Ranpbs could pul
the triggers of their guns, a surge cane. It was not fromthe direction that
they faced. Those footsteps were the decoys. The nen who attacked cane from
al ong the rear of the grandstand, piling in fromboth directions.

HARRY wheeled to the left as nen sprang up in the darkness. Ranps turned
to the right. They were back to back when the attackers hit. Three nmen bore



Harry to the ground; another trio fell upon Ranbs. Lights flashed fromthose
who were farther out. The glare of electric | anterns bathed the scene.

As Harry sprawl ed, he heard a snarled command that he remenbered. Purred
words, shivery despite their feigned snobot hness, fromthe |ips of Verdugo

Harry saw dark faces above him These attackers were adherents of
Projillo. They had Harry's gun; they flattened himhel pl essly on the ground.
Wth a chance tilt of his head, Harry saw that Ranps was |ikew se over power ed.

Into the glare stepped Verdugo, with Projillo beside him The Masked
Headsman wore his mask. Hi s tight-sleeved armwas rai sed across his chin.

Projillo, bushy-haired and evil-eyed, was |eering frombeside his master.
"Bind them "
Ver dugo snapped the order to Projillo. He gave it to his nmen. The crew

obeyed, while others congregated closer in the glare. Once Harry and Ranps
wer e

roped, their captors slapped broad strips of adhesive tape across their
nout hs.

"Bring the truck," ordered Verdugo. "It is easier. No need to carry
them™

Projillo and his nmen started away. Only one person renai ned: Verdugo
hi nsel f. He stooped, holding a flashlight that he noved fromface to face. Hs
curling Iips nouthed a sneer

"A sword-thrust, first, for Don Luis," he purred. "That stroke required
artistry, in the darkness. | had the skill to silence Don Luis. Wien he was
gone, your capture becane sinple."

Harry met the eyes that peered through the slitted mask. So did Ranos;
t he
young Spani ard's gl are showed hel pl ess rage, an expressi on whi ch Verdugo
noti ced.

"You are sorry for Don Luis?" queried Verdugo. "Bah! You should not be.
Reserve your sorrows for yourselves, the living; not for one who is already
dead. Don Luis has found good fortune. He is slowy dying; mnmore peacefully
each
m nute. Your deaths will not prove so happy."

Harsh lips ended their snpboth tone; they rasped the vicious
pronouncement :

"You will learn the tortures of Verdugo!"
A nmotor runbled close by. Harry saw a light truck roll up to the
grandstand. A squad of Projillo's huskies |eaped to the ground, hoisted the

prisoners and dunped theminto the rear of the truck.

As his head propped upward, Harry saw the lights of other cars; he
gli nmpsed Verdugo stepping toward a sedan. Then the truck jolted forward. Harry
floundered to the floor along with Ranmbs. Groggy froma bunp agai nst the back
of his head, Harry could scarcely distinguish the sounds of notors.

The end of that route would nean ordeal for Harry and Ranmps. Torture,

with

little hope of rescue. The very fact that they were being carried off was

pr oof

that The Shadow was still far fromthe nmeeting place. Wen The Shadow arri ved,

he would find no tokens of the trail.

CHAPTER XVI |
VERDUGO S QUTPCOSTS

WHEN t he caravan of cars rolled fromthe fair grounds, they chose a
hard- surfaced road that |ed southward over hilly terrain. The processi on began
a series of turns, soon after it was under way.

Tires left no tracks. The only signs that marked the route were the
glimers of headlights, twi sting and weaving al ong the slopes of the



countryside. At tinmes, they were totally lost amd the trees or anong the
i nterval s.

VWen they | ast bobbed fromview, those lights were far northwest, instead
of south. One by one, they dropped below the sunmit of a hill four miles away.
At that vanishing point, they could not be seen fromthe ground around the old
grandstand. Too many trees intervened.

Only the faintest of moonlight shone upon Harry's forgotten coupe, when a
smal | car coasted up beside it in the gloom Fromthe |lightless car stepped
The
Shadow. Attired in black, he was invisible as he | ooked for the hul ki ng shape
of
t he grandst and.

As Renbol e, The Shadow had visited Darraga's, to |l earn the neeting place.
Arriving at the fair grounds, he had again put on the garb of The Shadow.

M dni ght had passed, but The Shadow i ntended to visit the spot behind the
gr andst and.

To sonme arrivals, the presence of Harry's car m ght have indicated that
the neeting was still in progress. To The Shadow, it meant sonething else. If
the neeting had been held as schedul ed, Harry would be gone by this time. The
Shadow knew t hat disaster had struck. He had expected Verdugo's nove.

Crossing the flat stretch swiftly, The Shadow | ooked t hrough the
dar kness,
hopi ng for a sight of distant autonobile lights. He could not have seen them
fromthis | ow spot; furthernore, the lights had gone beyond the hill. As a
clue, those glimerings were |ost.

The Shadow knew t hat his cause was slender. He was hoping only for sone
chance that m ght lead himon the trail. He skirted the grandstand on a | ong,
i ntensive search in the darkness. Satisfied that hidden foenmen were not about,
The Shadow risked a flashlight.

He found tire marks of Verdugo's truck; also traces of the lighter cars.
He neasured the treads; noticed their peculiar differences. Those would prove
useful if The Shadow traced the route. He saw the slinmmess of that
possibility,
however. Hard roads branched fromthe fair grounds |ike the spokes of a cart
wheel . The Shadow want ed ot her cl ues.

He reached the neeting spot itself. There, his light showed tranpled
ground; signs of the scuffle in which Harry and Ranbps had been captured,
foll owi ng the di sappearance of Don Luis. Qutside of its proof of capture, the
ground told not hing.

The Shadow s trail was blind.

SI LENT, The Shadow stood notionless, his flashlight still directed toward
the turf. He was visualizing the nmany roads, calculating his chances of a
[ ucky
strike if he made a wi despread search. The possibilities were overwhel m ng
and

all to the bad. The Shadow mi ght search all night and still be mles fromthe
new headquarters that Verdugo had chosen
Gven a fair start along the trail, he mght lay his finger on the spot.

But how was he to gain that start?

There was notion near The Shadow, a slight sound that m ght nean a person
creepi ng close. The Shadow extingui shed his light. He foresaw | uck; a chance
pi cket, probably, left by Verdugo. A potential prisoner fromwhom The Shadow
could choke information, if the man had any.

The Shadow edged al ong the back of the grandstand, toward the sound that
he had heard. He thought that he had cal cul ated the distance to perfection. He
was wrong. The creeper was closer than he supposed.

The Shadow had scarcely begun to turn about when sonething jabbed him
from



the darkness. The nuzzle of a revolver found The Shadow s neck

The Shadow stiffened. If he twisted his neck away, that gun woul d bl ow
It
was his rigid pose that delayed the gun's fire. During that instant of
suspense,
The Shadow s free hand noved upward, so stealthily that his shoul der did not
give the slightest shift until the finish

Then came a quick jab from The Shadow s opened hand. An upward sweep; his
fingers plucked the gun wist and drove it upward, clanping with viselike
grip.
The gun was away from The Shadow s neck. Even the hand that held it was
hel pl ess
under pressure; for The Shadow s fingers were expert in their wench

There was a hi gh-pitched gasp of pain as a figure floundered toward the
ground. As he heard the voice, The Shadow noted the frail ness of the wi st
t hat
he gripped. He yielded pressure; let his prisoner slide to the earth as the
revol ver fell from a hel pl ess hand.

Reaching for his flashlight, The Shadow tilted it so that it showed his
own head and shoul ders as he stooped toward the captive.

Bel ow, just in the glow of the flashlight was the pale face of a wonan.
Li ps were beautiful in their trenble. Dark eyes were brave as they stared
upward. The Shadow s prisoner was Jaci nta Castell ana.

THE girl recogni zed the eyes that burned from beneath the brim of the
sl ouch hat. Her expression showed nmonentary unbelief; then happiness. In
Spani sh, she gasped The Shadow s nane:

"El Orbre!"

The Shadow lifted Jacinta to her feet. The girl's mantilla had fallen
of f.

The Shadow drew it over her shoul ders; then extinguished the flashlight. The
mantilla again obscured the girl in the darkness. Like The Shadow, she could
not be seen, if any spy chanced to arrive.

Cal My, The Shadow questioned Jacinta. The girl poured forth her story.

"Senor Renbole did not come!" Jacinta was breathless in her haste. "I

feared for - for Senor Vincent! | had heard where the neeting was to be.
cane, without my uncle's know edge. | saw their car - Harry's car - ahead. |
del ayed.

"When | reached here, | saw the lights of other cars - going away - many
of them | feared that Harry and Don Luis were captured. | hurried to the
grandstand. | went up to the top. | saw the lights, changing their course off
toa hill.

"I was going back to my car, when | saw your |ight upon the ground. |
t hought that you were some one |left here by Verdugo. | wanted to capture you -
to learn nore!”

The Shadow spoke an enphatic whisper: "State the exact direction of the
hill side."

The Shadow s |ight came on, while Jacinta, picking the direction fromthe
position of the grandstand, pointed to the northwest. The girl added:

"The cars were going up a slope, curving left as they reached the brow "

"l know the road," stated The Shadow. "Cone. W shall follow"

THE SHADOW not only knew the road; he picked a short-cut that brought him
to the brow of the hill in very little tine. Using Harry's car, which was
speedi er than his own, The Shadow cut down niles as he nade the chase.

Jaci nt a,
riding beside him was thrilled by the swift pursuit.
The speedoneter showed five mles to the top of the hill. The clock on



t he

dashboard regi stered half past twelve. Beyond the hill lay a blind trail; one
wherein m nutes woul d be precious. Neverthel ess, The Shadow hoped for results.
Once over the hill, the road offered only one possible course for another

mle. Then cane a fork where three roads spread. The Shadow paused to consult
a
road map. He chose the road to the left.

There was good reason for that choice. Wthin half a mle, the map showed
that the hard surface ended. There would be a stretch of dirt, where tire
tracks could be traced. The road was an isolated one that The Shadow woul d not
have reached for many hours, if he had used the fair grounds as his base.
Thanks to Jacinta, ten minutes would suffice to learn if the road was the
ri ght
one.

They reached the dirt stretch. The Shadow halted the coupe; stepped from
the driver's side. Keeping on the fringe of the glow cast by the headlights,
he
i nspected the road. He found the marks that he wanted; traces of the truck
tires
m ngled with those of other cars that The Shadow recogni zed.

Back in shroudi ng darkness, The Shadow paused. Sounds reached himin the
dar kness. He sensed that nen were creeping toward himal ong the sides of the
hi gh- banked road. Verdugo's outposts were on duty. They were ready to bl ock
The
Shadow s course

They woul d work silently, if possible. They were nenbers of the crew
provided by Projillo; fighters who preferred knives to guns. Shots would start
only if The Shadow tried a speedy drive through their cordon. Know ng that,
The
Shadow forned his strategy.

Returning to the coupe, he whispered instructions to Jacinta. The girl
took the wheel; watched the dash cl ock tensely, while The Shadow crept off
t hrough the darkness, skirting wide to the high side of the road. The tine
i nterval ended. Bravely, Jacinta started the coupe forward.

The girl drove slowy, as though feeling her way al ong the road. She had
gone but thirty yards, when the expected happened. In fromthe side of the
road
surged four attackers, who sprang up fromthe shielding darkness. They swarned
over the coupe like pirates attacking a trapped ship.

JACI NTA swung the car to the left, ditching it. As the coupe tilted, an
attacker wenched open a door on the left. H's hand came up for a
kni fe-thrust.

He thought that he would be the first to reach The Shadow. He m stook
Jacinta's
mantilla for The Shadow s cl oak

A knife flashed in the glare of the dashlight. Jacinta, grasping for the
handl e of the door on the right, drew herself upward to escape the thrust that
never cane. There was a swi sh fromthe enbanknent beside the ditched car. The
Shadow | anded squarely upon the attackers.

One swing of an automatic settled the man with the knife. The Shadow was
delivering a second stroke to another of Projillo' s nmen.

As the second attacker sagged, The Shadow sprang away. He net the | ast
pair, conming around the back of the car to reach the |ower side. Jacinta heard
the clash of knives as a sw nging automati c drove them from | oosening fists.
There were thuds as bodies sprawled to the turf.

Then The Shadow s | ow voice, just outside the opened door. Jacinta
scranbl ed to the ground; hel ped The Shadow bind and gag the thugs that he had
so pronptly overpowered with a surprise attack. The Shadow | eft the prisoners



in the ditch. He and Jacinta rode ahead in the coupe.

In less than fifty yards, they reached the roadway that the men had
guarded. It was nothing nore than ruts formed by the wheels of cars that had
turned in fromthe dirt highway. The Shadow parked the coupe beneath trees
t hat
fringed a field. He left Jacinta there, arned with a revol ver.

The girl was safe in that out-of-the-way spot. If danger did threaten
The
Shadow tol d her, she was to pronptly use the gun. Shots would tell The Shadow
that she needed ai d.

The Shadow had vanqui shed Verdugo's outposts. He was near his goal: the
pl ace where Verdugo had taken the prisoners. How long it woul d take The Shadow
to reach the spot, was a question that only his own actions could deci de.

Wat ever the obstacles, the tine would be short. The Shadow di d not
i ntend
to leave Harry and Ranos in the toils of a fiend who relied on torture to make
prisoners talk.

CHAPTER XVI | |
RAMOS G VES WORD

HARRY VI NCENT coul d have told The Shadow that the path would be long to
Verdugo' s headquarters. Harry remenbered the last stretch of the ride fromthe
dirt road. The truck had jounced himinto nunbness.

Both Harry and Ranos had been carried to the cellar of an old farmhouse.
There they were propped upon a flagstone floor, against a solid wall. The gl ow
froma large bulb lighted up a scene that seemed incredible.

The deserted cellar had been transfornmed into a nedieval torture chanber.
Harry realized why a truck had formed part of Verdugo's caravan. The truck had
brought the inplenments that the Masked Headsman had provided for the
entertai nment of his captives.

In the center of the cellar was a long slab raised upon squatty legs. It
had rollers at both ends; they were encircled with ropes. Harry knew t he
device. It was the "rack,"” on which the linbs of victins could be stretched
until they cracked.

Verdugo was present. He saw the prisoners eye the rack. Wth a |augh, the
masked captor turned to Projillo, who was beside him

"Move it away." Verdugo spoke in Spanish, as he waved toward the rack.

"1t

wi Il not be needed. That was to be a bed for Don Luis. He was nore sensitive
t han t hese."
Harry heard Projillo nutter something about Don Luis. Verdugo interrupted

the question with a pur.

"Forget Don Luis," he ordered. "These two are all we need to talk. One
shall feel the enbrace of the Iron Miiden; the other, the burn of the brand
and
pi ncers."

Verdugo indicated Harry first. Two huski es picked up the prisoner and
carried himacross the room In the dimess, Harry saw a figure that |ooked
like a giant nmass. Bul ky as a munmy casket, it stood upright; it was
grotesquely painted to resenble a fenmale figure. The huge figure was an "lron
Mai den. "

Projillo swng back the front half of the Iron Miiden. Its hinges
shi vered
their rusty wel cone. Inside, Harry saw two beds of spikes. One group projected
fromthe interior of the Iron Maiden; the others fromthe depths of the holl ow
door.

Projillo's men sprawl ed Harry agai nst the inner spikes. The points



pressed

hard agai nst his neck and body. G ven pressure, those spikes would drive

t hrough. That pressure woul d cone when the door was cl osed. G eat though the
torture of the inner spikes night be, the ordeal of the door spikes would
prove

wor se.

Harry could see the interior of the door; he could gauge the exact
position of the spikes. Two were on a direct level with his eyes. There would
be no shrinking fromtheir pointed touch. Projillo's nen were fixing Harry in
pl ace, hooking his arns and legs to chains that dangl ed anmong the spikes. A
final clanp encircled Harry's neck

There could be no rescue fromthe enbrace of the Iron Miiden. Those
spi kes
woul d press with maiming force. Once they pierced the victim his only plea,
could be for the spikes to cone harder, deeper, that they m ght hurry the
sustai ned agony to its finish

FROM the interior of the opened casket, Harry saw Projillo's nen drag
Rampbs to the other side of the cellar. The light was sufficient for Harry to
vi ew what foll owed. Ranbs was | ocked to chains that hung fromthe wall

Verdugo pointed to a squarish stove, four feet tall, with front doors.
Projillo opened them fire puffed forth.
The interior of the stove was a glowi ng furnace. Red coals illum nated

t he

metal hearth in front of it. There lay metal rods, the brands that Verdugo had
mentioned. Wth themwere antique iron pincers that could press deep into
human

flesh. This portable furnace, already alive with heat, was to serve in the
torture of Ranos.

Ver dugo stepped away, leaving the torture to Projillo. The bushy-haired
lieutenant relished the job. He was in his real glory when he becane naster of
cerenpnies in a torture chanber

Savagely, Projillo ordered two nen to take charge of the lIron Maiden
awai ting his order to close the door. Wile others applied bellows to increase
the heat of the furnace, Projillo picked up brands and pincers. He dipped them
anong the living coals, to whiten themto full heat.

"Al'l is ready," chortled Projillo to Verdugo. "Only your order is
needed. "

"W shall wait," announced Verdugo. "Go, Projillo, with your nmen until |
call you."
Leavi ng the brands and pincers dipped anong the coals, Projillo departed

reluctantly with his squad. Harry saw them ascend a stairway; he heard a door
sl am shut above. He | ooked about the cellar; saw passages that |ed to darkened
spaces.

Any of those might nean an outlet; but their safety was hopel ess. Bound
and gagged, neither Harry nor Rampbs had a chance to make for the outlets.
Staring fromthe interior of the Iron M den, Harry saw Ranpbs | ooking grimy
fromthe opposite wall. Both heard the evil tone of Verdugo.

"Hot irons may nake you speak, Ranps," declared Verdugo. "If they fail
you can watch your conrade. You will see the door of the Iron Miden close
upon
him H's cries of torture will be accusations. He will know that your silence
is
the cause of his plight."

Ver dugo stepped across to the Iron Miden, reached to Harry's |ips and
roughly pull ed away the adhesive that bound the prisoner's nouth.

"You heard what | told Ranos," declared Verdugo. "Do you ask himto
speak,
before it is too |ate?"



"No," returned Harry, coldly. "I ask himto speak only if he chooses of
his own accord."

Verdugo sneered his contenpt. He crossed to Ranps, pulled away the second
prisoner's gaggi ng bandage.

"Perhaps you will choose to speak," suggested Verdugo. "I pronise life to
both of you, if you tell where the treasure lies."

"Your promi ses are worthless, Verdugo," retorted Ramps. "Those di anonds
that you gained are all the treasure that you will take fromne!"

Ver dugo produced the bag of dianonds from his pocket; he let gens trickle
to his fingers. He chuckl ed.

"They are worth many thousands," he remarked, "but they are paltry
conpared to the mllions that | expect to gain. You are a fool, Ranpbs! Perhaps
| shall find the treasure, despite you!"

"That will be inpossible. It is already beyond your reach, Verdugo."

Verdugo' s eyes were angry through their mask. Lips fum ng, the Masked
Headsman strode toward the stairs. He paused there, turning to the prisoners.

"I shall give you ten minutes," he told them "No |onger. Sonetines when
two fools discuss their folly, they cone to a wi se decision. | amgiving you
that opportunity."

WHEN Ver dugo was gone, Ranmps | ooked toward Harry. The gl ow of the furnace
showed a quiver on the Spaniard's strained face; and Harry knew the reason
Ranmpbs was weakening on Harry's account. At that noment, a plea fromHarry
woul d
have shaken him No plea canme. Instead, Harry managed a grimsmle of
reassurance.

Ranpos steadi ed. He | ooked toward the furnace; studied the white-hot
pi ncers. He conpressed his lips; he, too, was ready for the ordeal

Silently, both prisoners waited. The first minute ticked to its slow
finish.

Both nen felt the strain; they did not dare | ook across the room
| nst ead,
they both found solace in gazing hopefully toward the darkened recesses of the
cel lar.

Harry was the first to hear a slow, shuffly sound, that was acconpanied
by
a stifled groan. He gl anced toward Ranmpbs; saw that his fellow prisoner heard
it
al so. They | ooked toward a doorway at the far side of the cellar. They saw a
crawming figure conme to view. It rose, gripped the wall and staggered forward.

A repressed cry of gladness cane from Ranps. Harry understood it when the
staggering man cane cl oser. The creeper fromthe darkness was Don Lui s!

Coatl ess, his clothing griny, Don Luis sagged at the center of the
cel lar.

H s hand was to his chest. Harry saw bl oodstai ns streaking the white shirt
front.

Resting on one knee, Don Luis | ooked toward Harry and blinked in horror
He swung his gaze to Ranos, then gave a pitiful groan

“I'f I - if | could help you!" he gasped. "My strength is al nbost gone
They
- they brought ne here - with you. They threw nme in the cellar - they thought

t hought | was dying -"

Craming to the wall, Don Luis stiffened; he lowered his hand to show the
bl ood upon his shirt.

"A sword-thrust from Verdugo," he explained. "The coward gave it in the
dar kness. Boastful of his skill, he thought one stroke was enough."

Ranps | ooked questioningly toward Harry, who nodded in return. Both had
the sane thought. Don Luis still possessed some strength. He could not waste



it
in trying to unbind them The padl ocks that held the prisoners would resist
hi s
efforts. But Don Luis could be able to effect his own departure.
Ranos acted as spokesman.
"Go quickly, Don Luis," he pleaded. "As quickly as you can! There are
cars
outside. Find one; drive for aid. There are two things that you must do. Cal
Count Darraga and have himsend aid here. The other is to renove the treasure.
"It isin the old water tower, on the hillside three mles north of
VWhitefield. My trusted nmen are there. Gve themthe countersign - the word
"Al hanbra' and they will obey your orders. They will tell you where the
treasure is to go."

DON LU S strengthened. His long face was pale, but the thrust of his chin
showed deterni nation. He pressed his hand tightly to his body; stifled a
twi nge
of pain.

"I'f I stay here,
to rel ease you - save you fromtorture - help you to escape -

It was Harry who made quick interruption. He sensed possibilities of nore
effective rescue, if Don Luis went through with the arrangenent that Ranps
suggested. Wrd to Darraga mght bring The Shadow.

"A hunt will start, if Rambs and | are missing," asserted Harry. "You

he insisted, "I may do nore. | think that | can nanage

have
a chance to get away al one, Don Luis. Ranmpbs and | can stall Verdugo."

"Yes!" exclainmed Ranps. "Vincent can plead with nme to tell the facts that
| have given you, Don Luis. | can give Verdugo a false trail; anything to stay
the torture.”

Don Luis hesitated. There was a nuffled sound fromthe top of the
stairway; then the tranp of descending feet. Verdugo's ten-m nute grace period
was ended. Don Luis had but one choice the course which Ranos had suggested
and
upon whi ch Harry had insi sted.

Anxi ous-eyed, the prisoners watched Don Luis turn and start away through
the cellar. They saw himfalter; for a nonent, hope was gone. |If Don Luis
fell,
he woul d be found and capt ured.

Don Luis gripped the wall before he fell. He steadied, |ooked grimy back
across his shoulder. Regaining a surge of strength, he reached the darkness.
The sound of his footsteps faded; his white shirt was gone from vi ew when the
nmen from above reached the bottom of the stairs.

The faces of the prisoners showed no snmiles; but both Harry and Ranps
wer e
el ated. They were ready for their test, confident that they could stall off
torture until rescue canme. They felt that they had turned the past ten ninutes
to their advantage.

Unfortunately, neither had reckoned fully with the evil neasures of
Ver dugo

CHAPTER XI X

DEATH BELOW

THE first man to reach the bottomof the stairs was Projillo. He was
followed by a half dozen of his crew Verdugo was not with the throng; and the
fact seemed to please Projillo, especially when he saw Harry and Ranos stare

as



i f expecting the Masked Headsman.
"Verdugo gave you a chance to speak,"” growed Projillo. "You did not take

it! He has left the rest to ne!"
"Verdugo prom sed us ten mnutes,’

returned Ranbs. "W were to decide

what
we woul d do."
Projillo took the statement as a j oke.
"To deci de?" he questioned. "It has already been decided! Torture will

make you tal k!"

He notioned his nen to their tasks. Three went to the Iron Miiden; the
other trio began operations at the furnace. Projillo faced Ranos.

"Whenever you are ready,"” said Projillo, mockingly. "Wich would you
prefer first? The brand or the pincers? O would you watch your conpanion fee
the enbrace of the Iron Miiden?"

"I amready to talk," replied Ranmbs, hoarsely. "But only to Verdugo."

Projillo | ooked toward the stairway, as if expecting the Masked Headsman.
Anger was registered on his ugly face. Though Projill o owned Verdugo as his
master, he was not pleased to find his present authority questioned. He cane
about, shaking a tightly clenched fist.

"Verdugo ordered me to begin the torture!" he roared. "It is to continue
until you speak! After we have gained the treasure, Verdugo will see you!"

"He will see us now " Ramps was stalling well, despite his tenseness.
"Qt herwi se, | say nothing!"

"You say that you will talk?" demanded Projillo. H s head was tilted; his
eyes wary. "How do | know that you will tell the truth, even to Verdugo? There

is only one way to be sure of the truth. That is to give you a sanple of our
nmet hods.

"Verdugo, hinself, said that. Wen we have progressed far enough, he wll
be here. That time" - Projillo showed anticipation - "will be when your
usel ess
conrade i s dead; and when you, Ranpbs, are so close to death that you can no
| onger lie!"

PRQJI LLO gestured. His men noved |ike machi nes.

VWi |l e one man | ooked up, leering, fromthe bell ows of the furnace, his
two
conpani ons drew their white-hot instruments fromthe flanmes. One approached
Rambs with the brand; the other held the pincers Iike an upturned claw. They
waited for Projillo' s order before they applied the instruments to Ranpbs. Yet
they held the irons so close to the prisoner's face that Ranos could feel the
approach of sizzling heat.

Ranps forgot his own plight for the noment. He was staring with bul ging
eyes across the cellar. Three nmen had begun to close the Iron Maiden. Harry
could see the spike-lined door coming toward him It obscured his view of
Ramps. All that Harry could see in the dimring |light were those two prongs,
only scant inches fromhis eyes.

Harry heard Ranmps shriek, wildly, far away: "I'Il tell! Let Vincent |ivel
"1 tell!”
The agoni zed cry pleased Projillo. He was master of a brutal scene that

he
had often pictured. Fromthe center of the cellar floor, he watched Ranos;
t hen
gestured toward the Iron Maiden. His followers inched the big door closer to
Harry's hel pl ess form

"The treasure!" shouted Ranpbs. "In - in the water tower - north of
Whitefield -"

I f Ranmpbs coul d have seen Harry's face at that noment, he might not have
shrieked the telltale words. Wthin the Iron Maiden, Harry was grimy awaiting
the torture of the spikes. He was hoping that Ramps woul d hold out. Don Luis,



crippled, needed tinme. To Harry, that distant shout that Rambs gave to save
Harry's life, was a call that m ght nean the death of Don Luis.

To Ranos, the case was different. Verdugo had sized himwell. Ranos had
the bravery to withstand indefinite torture; but he could not stand the
suffering of a friend. In his hope to save Harry, he was willing to |l et Don
Lui s take chances, even if it cost the treasure.

Projillo was jubilant. He raised his hand to halt the ordeal. In giving
the wanted facts, however, Ranps had done the worst thing possible for hinself
and Harry.

Doomwas to be the pronmpt fate of the prisoners, after Projillo indul ged
in a brief, triunphant gl oat.

"Verdugo said it mght be hours before you spoke," asserted Projillo. "He
was wong. | found the way to nake you speak without delay. Verdugo will be

pl eased; particularly when | tell himthat | followed his final instructions.
Those were to continue your torture, until death!"

PRQJI LLO spread his hands wi de apart; gestured downward with each thumb -
a signal for the torture of both men to begin. To gain a vantage point,
Projillo turned toward the stairs, intending to watch proceedings fromthere.

The fierce snarl that he delivered proved a halting order, sharper than
any he had given before. Brand and pincers jerked back, just as they grazed
flesh. Pressure stopped agai nst the door of the Iron Maiden, at the instant
when nmen were noving to drive hone the hidden spikes.

Projillo's harsh cry was but the forerunner of another sound that filled
the torture chanmber. Fromthe stairs - the direction in which Projillo gazed -
cane a taunt nore sinister than any that Projillo could utter

A bl ack-cl oaked rescuer had reached the inprovised dungeon. The Shadow
had
passed Projillo's upper guards. Automatics drawn, he was prepared to show
Projillo and the six inquisitors a formof terror that outmatched their
tortures.

The Shadow thrust forward, blasting bullets as he cane. His first shots
found Projillo; his next targets were the men at the lIron Maiden. He sent them

spraming with alternate punps of his guns. One, the last of the trio, nmade a
wild leap for the shelter of the iron casket. The Shadow clipped himas he
di ved.

Not one of the first four adversaries found a chance to fire. The shots
that came were fromthe trio near the furnace. They profited by the del ay,
| ong
enough to begin a gunfire; but their shots went wld.

The Shadow had left themto the |ast because they were encunbered wth
their torture inplenments. Hurling away those objects had slowed themin their
reach for guns. Wen they did fire, The Shadow was whirling across the torture
chanmber, away fromtheir path of aim H's own guns bl asted as he wheel ed.

Ranps, straining in the chains that held him saw the three nmen topple in
their tracks. Two kicked hel plessly as they fell. The third, his wound | ess
severe, tried to grab up his dropped gun. H's hand found the iron brand
instead. The fellow rolled over with a how .

The Shadow was back to the center of the room His fight was not
fini shed.

He was rel oading, for a surge that was to come. Catter fromthe stairs told
that the upper guards were coming to the battle bel ow

They arrived, another half dozen, ready for the foeman who awaited them
They knew that only The Shadow coul d be responsible for an attack in their own
st ronghol d.

The Shadow s | augh preceded his opening shots. He faded as guns trained
in
his direction; opened a swift barrage as he side-stepped rapidly away. The
Shadow feinted first toward the furnace; then sped toward the Iron Miiden. He



was drawing bullets in that direction, to keep the line of fire away from
Ranos.

The Shadow was firing as he sped. Plunging attackers were stunbling,
bel ated as they ai ned. The Shadow reached the Iron Miiden; fired from beyond
it. The last of his enem es had found the range; but their bullets were
wast ed.
Sl ugs cl anged the netal box. The Shadow s gun nuzzle, jabbing past the Iron
Mai den' s painted face, sent straight shots in return.

A last pair of nmen darted upward on the stairs. The Shadow clipped one;
t he ot her managed flight. The Shadow did not follow He |ooked about, to make
sure that there would be no farther outburst snarling the floor. Stepping here
and there, he kicked guns where snarling wounded men coul d not reach them

APPROACHI NG Ranbs, The Shadow broke the padl ock with a gun butt. Ranps
staggered fromthe chains; The Shadow told himto gather up the revol vers.
Going to the Iron Miiden, The Shadow drew back the heavy door. He found Harry
awaiting himwith a patient smle

Al through the battle, Harry had been confident of the result. He knew
that The Shadow had I et himstay closed in the Iron Miiden because it afforded
shelter. Fromthe nost dangerous spot in this roomof doom The Shadow had
changed the Iron Maiden to the safest.

The Shadow rel eased Harry; caught himas he staggered clunsily fromthe
bonds. Harry gathered a few revolvers; with Ranos, he foll owed The Shadow up
the stairs. They heard vague shouts outside the farmhouse. The one man who
escaped had gone to sumon sone of Projillo's outside guards.

There were cars about. The Shadow put Harry and Ranmpbs into one and
started
a swift drive along the rutty road, back to where he had |l eft Jacinta. As he
drove, The Shadow questioned the rescued nmen. Harry |l et Ranpbs speak

"I told Projillo," said Ranps. "Told himabout the treasure - in the
wat er
tower - north of Wiitefield. Projillo is dead. He can do nothing. Sone of the
wounded nen may talk, for they also heard nme. Wrd may reach Verdugo."

Ranps spoke the final sentence like a warning. Harry nodified the
st at ement.

"\Wherever Verdugo is," said Harry, to The Shadow, "he cannot |earn the
news soon enough. Ranpbs gave the information to Don Luis. He was there, with
us, just before the torture began."

"Only ten nminutes ago," added Ramps. "But that was |ong enough. | told

Don
Luis the password, 'Al hanbra,' which my nmen will accept. Don Luis was wounded,
t hough, by a sword-thrust from Verdugo. H's strength may have failed."

The Shadow halted the car by the trees where Jacinta waited. He nade a
statenment that elated the rescued nen.

"As | approached the farmhouse," informed The Shadow, "I heard a car
start
froma short distance away."

"Buenos!" exclai ned Ranpbs. "It nust have been Don Luis!"

"Ei ther Don Luis," spoke The Shadow, his tone strangely solem, "or
Ver dugo. "
The statenent startled Harry and Ranps, as they stood beside the car
They
realized that The Shadow had accounted for Verdugo's absence. They pictured
t he
Masked Headsman on the trail of Don Luis.
The Shadow s car whi pped forward. A weird | augh faded with the tw nkle of
the taillight. The Shadow had started on a new quest, expecting Harry and
Ranos

to followin the car with Jaci nta.



The Shadow s objective was the old water tower, where Don Luis had gone.
There, The Shadow woul d find Verdugo.

CHAPTER XX
THE SPANI SH TREASURE

THE ol d water tower was a |andmark on the hillside north of Whitefield. A
century ago, it had served as reservoir for a straggling town. Abandoned, it
had never been renoved. It formed a picturesque structure, a squatty cheese
box
built of brick.

There was a road that went past the water tower. Some years ago, an
enterprising pronoter had decided that the structure would attract custoners
as
an observation tower; and he had started to convert it to that purpose. Funds
failing, the enterprise had been dropped. The net result was a wi de entrance
cut in the upper side of the tower, where a flat bit of ground offered the
best
access.

The hol e had been permanently boarded. Since it was on the side of the
tower that stood away fromview, the appearance of the old brick standpi pe had
not been changed. Hence the county authorities had never bothered to renove
t he
t ower.

Approaching swiftly along the valley road, The Shadow saw the tower in
t he
i ncreasing moonlight. It |ooked as deserted as ever the last place that any
one
woul d have chosen for any purpose. Ranps had acted wisely in picking the old
tower as a hiding place for the Spanish wealth.

Trees hid the tower, as The Shadow s car neared the higher portion of the
hill. Headlights showed a grassy stretch of road that led up to the tower. The
Shadow t ook the turn; found an opening anong the trees. He left the car there
and al i ght ed.

The stifled throbs of the motor had been heard by a watchful |istener
The
Shadow had gone no nore than a dozen yards before he heard footsteps cone
toward
him He paused in the darkness; spoke the countersign

"Al hanbra. "
A voi ce questioned, in Spanish, "Wat is your nanme?"
"Jose Renbole," replied The Shadow. "Friend of Ranps Ferrero. | cone to

find Don Luis Robera."”

Not only were The Shadow s words in Spanish; they carried the Castilian
accent that was favored by the aristocrats. If the picket had any suspicion
that The Shadow was one of Projillo's nen, he lost it instantly.

Don Luis, apparently, had wasted no tinme giving details to the nmen that
Ranps had stationed here. Don Luis intended to renove the treasure, as Ranos
had requested. The guards, therefore, did not know t hat Ranps had been trapped
by Verdugo.

"Pass, Senor Renbole," said the guard. "You will find Don Luis in the
tower. "

The Shadow noved t hrough the darkness. He encountered two nore guards
near
the tower itself. He repeated the countersign and gave his name. They passed
hi m
t hr ough.



INSIDE the circular tower, Don Luis was standing in the glow of an
electric lantern. He was wearing a coat over his shoul ders; he had taken the
garment fromthe car in which he had driven here. The coat was buttoned; it
bul ged beneath, indicating that he had pressed bandages agai nst his wounded
chest.

Don Lui s showed regai ned strength. He surveyed his coming task with
conf i dence.

The water tower was fully twenty feet in dianeter. On the level floor
stood an old truck, its sides shabby and badly in need of paint. Don Luis
stepped to the back of the vehicle and opened the rear door. Hs straight Iips
formed a smile: an appreciation of the strategy shown by Ranos.

The back of the truck had an inner door, constructed of steel. Actually,
the vehicle was an arnored van, campuflaged with a shell that gave it the
appearance of a truck. Don Luis opened the inner door. He stepped into the
van,
turned a flashlight upon an array of heavy nmetal chests that held the Spanish
gol d.

There were two dozen of those coffers. Calculating fromtheir size, Don
Luis knew that the total wealth nust exceed the anount that even the
ari stocrats supposed they owned. Only Ranos had known the full extent of the
treasure.

If those coffers were filled to their capacity, with gold al one, the
wealth would represent fully ten mllion dollars. Some of the coin was
pr obabl y
silver instead of gold; but that would be offset by gems which were certainly
included with the treasure. Don Luis based his estinmate on a straight gold
standard, and felt sure that his calculation was conservative.

Ranos had needed a secret vault, that could be installed sonewhere
wi t hout
suspi cion. He had al so desired to have the gold so located that it could be
renoved wi thout delay. A troubl esone order, considering that the weight of the
treasure ran into tons. The arnored van had served both probl ens.

Stationary, the van was as good as any vault. It had been a quick, sinple
process to run it into the water tower and cover up the entrance. Loaded wth
the treasure, the van was ready for instant renoval. It would becone a
traveling stronghold while in notion

Even arnored vans were subject to attack. Ranmpbs had foreseen that
possibility. By covering the van to make it look like an old truck, he had
i nsured the chances of a safe renoval

DON LU S reached the driver's seat; noted that the canoufl aged doors were
| ocked on the inside. He turned on the headlights. They threw a gl are upon the
boards that bl ocked the wi de entrance of the water tower. Ranps had done well
after storing the truck. The boarded entrance | ooked the same as ever fromthe
out si de; but when viewed fromwi thin, it appeared as two doors, each on
hi nges.

Strips of wood, braced across one of those doors, had hidden a speci al
entrance just |large enough for a person to squeeze through. An outside guard
had shown that little inlet to Don Luis when he arrived. But as Don Luis
studied the tiny door anew, his keen eyed showed puzzl enent.

The boards were slightly ajar. They noved as Don Luis watched them He
saw
them cl anp shut fromthe outside. Don Luis gave a shrug. The guard had not
closed the little entrance tightly; that was all

It did not occur to Don Luis that the guard m ght have adnitted anot her
arrival; particularly Jose Renbole. Don Luis had |ong since cone to the
concl usi on that Senor Renbol e, del ayed past el even o' clock, would not reach
Darraga's at all.



There was a slight notion at the back of the truck. Don Luis did not hear
it. He had been too late with the lights to witness The Shadow s entry. He was
too far to the front to observe or hear The Shadow step aboard the treasure
van. Looki ng back, Don Luis did not see the shrouded figure that settled anong
the treasure coffers.

If Don Luis had gone back to the open truck door, he woul d have been
greeted by The Shadow then and there. Don Luis found it unnecessary, however,
to return to the back of the van. There was a | ever beside the driver's seat.
Don Luis pulled it. The door swung shut. Don Luis heard it |ock automatically.

Don Luis started the notor. Its runble was the signal that outside nen
awai t ed. They worked on the hinged doors of the water tower, swung the boarded
barriers wide. Don Luis started the truck fromits hiding place. He stopped,
just outside the tower, to | ower the bulletproof w ndow beside him

THE gl ow of the dashlight showed the long face of Don Luis; also that of
a
guard who solemly delivered a small, sealed envel ope, with the statenent:

"Senor Ferrero gave us this. It tells the location of the new hiding
place. If you wish, Don Luis, we can travel with you."

Don Lui s shook his head as he opened the envel ope. He expl ai ned his
deci si on.

"Verdugo's nmen cannot break through steel," he declared, "unless they
wreck the van. Then, of course, | would be trapped. But what good would it be
to have others trapped here with nme?"

The guard nodded. He had anot her suggestion

"Perhaps, Don Luis, if we followed, we could attack Verdugo in case of
trouble."

"Your car night create suspicion," objected Don Luis. "Furthernore, there
is sonething that |I nmust tell you. Ranbs was captured by Verdugo."

The guard uttered a hoarse cry of dismay. Don Luis reassured him

"I sent word to Count Darraga," he declared. "He will rescue Ranpbs. Also,
Rampbs can save hinself, by telling Verdugo that the treasure is here."
"Then Verdugo will cone, to find the treasure gone!™

"Yes. That is why | want you here. To trap Verdugo. Be prepared, in case
Ver dugo gi ves the password. "

Don Lui s shoved the wi ndow upward. The astoni shed guard was too
dunf ounded
to speak. He had neant to nmention Senor Renbole to Don Luis. The terrible
t hought struck the guard that Renbole could be Verdugo!

Don Luis started the canmoufl aged van forward. Gesticul ating, the guard
tried to rap the wi ndow He was too late. The truck was away. Shouts could not
reach Don Luis, with the wi ndow cl osed and the nmotor runbling. Oher guards
cane dashi ng up, when they heard their conrade's incoherent cries.

"Renbol e!" exclaimed the guard. "He may be Verdugo!™"

"In the truck?"

"No. Don Luis was driving. It was he who told nme that Verdugo mi ght cone,
giving the countersign."

For a monent, the guards were at |oss. Then one spoke wi sely:

"If Renmbole is Verdugo, he arrived too late to enter the truck. Verdugo
woul d not have all owed Don Luis to drive away. We shall find Renbole - or
Verdugo - in the tower."

THE suggesti on was good enough for the remaining guards. It offered a
chance for imrediate action. Guns in hand; they poured into the tower. They
found it deserted. Frantically they hurried out, to sumon their conrades for
a
chase. They knew that Remnbol e nmust have joined Don Luis.

The truck, nmeanwhile, had reached the end of the grassy road. There, Don



Luis sl owed speed as the outer picket stepped into the light. Lowering the
wi ndow, Don Luis showed his face and spoke the countersign:

"Al hanbra. "

As the fake truck sped al ong the highway, it passed a few cars coning
from
the opposite direction. One was Harry's coupe. Don Luis scarcely noticed it.
He
was giving the van its full speed and the machine had plenty, despite its
wei ght. Ranpbs had seen to it that the van was equi pped with a powerful notor

From Harry's car, Ranpbs recogni zed the speeding truck. He spoke quickly
to
Harry; but they decided not to stop

"Don Luis has succeeded, " expressed Ranos. "They are renoving the
treasure. It is only amle to the water tower. W shall learn the details
when
we arrive there.”

In the speeding truck, Don Luis kept staring along the path of the
headl i ghts. He rounded a bend; ahead, he saw commotion. Cars had arrived at a
crossroads. Men were on the ground, drawing rails of wooden fences across the
hi ghway to form a barricade

As Don Luis applied the brakes, he recognized the crew. They were
Projillo' s nen; but their |eader was not with them Don Luis knew not hing of
the battle that had foll owed his departure. He realized only that Ranbs mnust
have tal ked sooner than expected.

Actually, Projillo's outside men had found their wounded conrades in the
torture chanber. They had | earned the statenents that Ranos had made to
Projillo. Wth Projillo dead, the last of his crew had decided to aid Verdugo.

The truck cane to a stop, yards before it reached the barricade. Don Luis
chuckl ed as he saw nmen cone bounding forward to chall enge him He unbuttoned
his coat, let it drop fromhis shoulders. Instead of a bl oodstained shirt, Don
Luis was wearing a dark-gray jacket that fitted tightly to his body.

Lowering his head, he raised the packed cloth that was pressed agai nst
hi s
chest. He spread a slitted mask across his eyes; adjusted a tight skullcap on
his head. He raised his left armto hide his long chin, while his right hand
| owered the wi ndow beside the driver's seat.

Fl ashlights glimered fromthe step of the truck. Harsh voices began a
chal | enge; then ended, as the glow reveal ed the masked face with its distorted
lips as their one visible feature. Men who favored crime expressed their
loyalty to their evil chief, where they exclained his nane:

"Ver dugo! "

CHAPTER XXI
CHANGED BATTLE

VERDUGO S first question concerned Projillo. The men told himall that
had
occurred at the farmhouse. Verdugo's lips contorted in a silent oath. His
eyes,
through their slitted nask, were keen as they surveyed the nunber of the
barri cadi ng crew

The remants of Projillo' s band were many. They nunbered al nost two
dozen.
Qut si de guards had been posted in several spots around the farmhouse. They had
sunmoned reserves, who had been stationed close at hand.

They expl ai ned that sone intended to go on; to place another barricade a
few m | es ahead, then attack the water tower. Verdugo countermanded the
arrangement .



"I have the treasure," he told them "I passed cars while | was coning
here. The Shadow will follow, bringing others. Be ready for them Spread al ong
the road. Bottle them when they reach the barricade.

"Then come to this place, all of you." He thrust forth the note that he
had received at the water tower. "You will find ne there, awaiting you. Half
the wealth will go to the People's Party. The rest will be shared anong us."

Wth shouts, the nmen sprang back to raise the barricade. They held
ti nbers
high while the truck rolled through. The barricade went back in place; the
lurkers scurried along the road to arrange the bottl eneck trap that Verdugo
had
suggest ed.

A half mle beyond the crossroads was a bend. Verdugo was chuckling as he
drove toward the curve. Master of the double cross, he had topped his
performance with a final touch. This treasure was to be his, alone!

Verdugo had his own hiding place for the treasure. It would go to New
York, to be stored there, guarded by hoodl ums who did not knowits worth.
Those
t hugs were nmen who could be hired for a few thousand doll ars.

Projillo's men woul d di spose of Ranpbs and Harry, along with the few
guar ds
who had been at the tower. Then they would go to the place nentioned in the
not e
t hat Verdugo had given them an old cave in a forgotten Pennsyl vania quarry.
They woul d expect to find Verdugo there.

I nstead, they would nmeet nore nen who served Ranmps: |oyal guards posted
at
the Iinestone cave, to await the arrival of the treasure truck. Projillo's nen
woul d enter a trap, to be slaughtered in their turn

THE curve was wi de, but very sharp. Verdugo pressed the brake pedal hard
as he swung the wheel. Sonething thunped, in the back of the van. One of the
treasure coffers had tunbled fromits stack. The lid nmust have broken open
Verdugo coul d hear the jingle of coin.

The Masked Headsman stopped just past the curve. Qut of sight of

Projillo's crew, he had tinme to fix the overturned chest before he drove
ahead.

Ver dugo swung about. Hi s eyes glistened through their mask as his ears heard a
chilling laugh, sepulchral in the confines of the van, cone through the tiny

door giving entry into the back

Verdugo's hand halted as it moved toward his gun. Straight for his eyes
cane the mouth of a bulging .45, gripped by the gloved fist of The Shadow.
Above the leveled automati c were eyes that outburned Verdugo's vicious gaze. A
voi ce spoke, its whisper nore sinister than any tone Verdugo coul d have
commanded.

"Again we neet, Verdugo!" pronounced The Shadow. "You are no | onger Don
Lui s Robera; nor am| Senor Jose Renbole. Wen first we nmet, we suspected each
other. That was why we becane friends. It would have been bad for either Don
Louis or Senor Renbole to suffer harmwhile in the other's conpany.

"Each of us wanted to gain proof of the other's identity. You gave ne the
proof | wanted, when you overpl ayed your gane. The visit of Verdugo to Don
Lui s
in his apartment deceived others; but to nme, it told the true story."

The Shadow s | augh i nvoked wath from Verdugo. The Masked Headsman gl ared
hel pl essly, while his lips nuttered.

"What purpose could Verdugo's visit serve?" The Shadow s tone was
nockery.

"Verdugo only rmade his presence known. He proved that Don Luis could not be
bribed. Al that he acconplished was to establish Don Luis nore fully; and



nmake
it seemthat Verdugo was a separate personality.”

"Qddly, Verdugo was not seen to enter the apartnent house. Only a skul ker
stopped there. He was the man ordered to ring up the apartment, that you - as
Don Luis - mght answer a pretended sunmons from yoursel f, Verdugo."

Paper crinkled in The Shadow s free hand. Verdugo saw the notes that
Harry
had nade of the faked interview

"Two voices," gibed The Shadow. "One, the tone that you have used as
Verdugo; the other, that of Don Luis. The ruse was excellent, except for one
point. You did not let the listeners - Count Darraga and Vincent - gain a
single glinpse of Verdugo. That proved you were unable to do so.

"Count Darraga never guessed that you were Verdugo. That proved you were
agai nst Darraga's cause. You never told Projillo that you played the part of
Don Luis. That showed you were deceiving himas well. Your cause was your own.
You wanted the treasure for yourself.

"My purpose was to neet you when you were Verdugo; to unmask you as Don
Luis. Wiether it happened in the presence of Darraga or Projillo, did not
matter. Either would have served to reveal your treachery and bring your
downfal | ."

VERDUGO had no reply. The Shadow s words left no roomfor argunent. The
Masked Headsman knew t hat The Shadow rmust have listened in during the
interview
that Verdugo had held with Projillo, to hear Verdugo state that he had
nmur der ed
the police chief and thrown the bonbs.

That was why The Shadow had chosen Darraga's side against Projillo's.
Verdugo realized how easily The Shadow had | earned the true chain of crineg;
how
subtly The Shadow had played a waiting gane, to bring Verdugo to a settl enent
that coul d not be revoked.

The Shadow s hand cane up. Wth a sweep, his fingers plucked away the
mask; threw back the skullcap that covered Verdugo's head. The glare of the
dashl i ght reveal ed the countenance of Don Luis, plain despite the contortion
of
its lips. That high-bridged nose, the long chin were features that Verdugo
coul d
not cover, except by |owered nask and uprai sed arm The Shadow s hand swept
downward, drove Verdugo's elbow fromthe chin it covered. The unmaski ng was
conpl et e.

As his armfell, Verdugo's fingers twitched. They touched nmetal beneath
his jacket. They clutched a weapon other than the gun which his right hand had
been unable to reach. @ aring at The Shadow, Verdugo snapped his left hand
upward, bringing a thin-bladed dirk that whipped the air as it cane.

The Shadow s left hand was as quick as Verdugo's. It crossed, stopping
t he
dagger halfway to its mark. Verdugo's right hand drove up, to grab The
Shadow s
gun wist. The Masked Headsman's nmove was qui ck. The Shadow s right hand went
upward. For a nmonent, the two were | ocked, each holding the other powerless.

The Shadow twi sted. The nove was one that Verdugo could not counter, for
he was trapped behind the wheel, turned awkwardly as he net The Shadow.
Verdugo's grip failed.

The Shadow s gun hand swung downward. A fling of Verdugo's arm was
insufficient to ward the blow. The gun glanced the head that no | onger wore
its
skul | cap.

Ver dugo subsi ded. The Shadow pushed hi m agai nst the door and took the



wheel of the truck. The curve was w de enough to swing the short van about.
The
Shadow changed direction and started back in the direction of the crossroads.

THE SHADOW had tined his return to the right nmonent. Cars were com ng
from
t he opposite direction, stopping as they neared the barricade. The Shadow saw
Harry and Ranmpbs spring from one machi ne. The guards fromthe water tower cane
from anot her car.

There were shouts fromthe sides of the road. The arrivals stood trapped

as they saw Projillo's nen flank in upon them prepared to deliver slaughter
The crash of the barricade halted the threatening gunfire. Some of
Projillo's nen turned. They saw the truck, returned. They thought that Verdugo

had come back to join them They shouted to their conrades to hold all fire
until they heard the Masked Headsman's order

The door of the campufl aged van swung wide. A figure went sprawing to
t he
roadway. It was Verdugo; he dropped unrecogni zed as The Shadow propel |l ed him
fromthe truck. The Shadow stepped to the running board. As his tall figure
swung to view, his hidden Iips delivered a chall enge.

Enem es knew that nockery. It told themthat The Shadow had over powered
Verdugo. Wth one accord, they swung for the truck; began a wild attack

The Shadow was back in the arnored van, firing froma w ndow Hi s foenen
tried to shoot through the cab doors. Al that their bullets found was steel
behi nd t he canoufl aged shell of the truck.

Harry, Ranos and the other pitched upon the staggering sharpshooters who
were tasting The Shadow s slugs. Jacinta added revol ver shots fromthe coupe.

Sl unpi ng attackers surrendered, throwi ng away their guns. One small group
turned viciously, hoping to fire at Harry and Ranos. The Shadow sprang from
t he
van, came sweeping hard upon them The clustered few heard his chall enge; they
turned hopel essly and let their gun hands drop

The Shadow was ready to spare the remmants of Projillo's band. They were
dupes, who woul d make no troubl e when they understood that their cause was
lost. Instead of ordering themto drop their revolvers, The Shadow paused and
poi nted a weapon back toward the truck.

Projillo's men saw a figure rising fromthe concrete hi ghway. They saw
that figure waver; then steady. A fist produced a revol ver. The other hand
started to raise a mask and skullcap, while |ips voiced an ugly, comandi ng
shout .

Verdugo had tinmed his battle cry too soon. He should have waited until he
had covered the features of Don Luis, which showed plainly in the gl ow of
headl anps.

PRQJI LLO S renai ni ng nen understood all that The Shadow wanted. They
recogni zed Don Luis, the man who had denounced them from the bal cony. They saw
the mask that Verdugo was raising to his face. It told its story of the
mur derer' s doubl e gane.

Ver dugo had encouraged themto crinmes of their own. As a reward, they had
been tricked and betrayed.

Those survivors of Projillo's horde forgot the nenace of The Shadow. They
lost their venomtoward Harry and Ranos. They raised a shout of vengeance that
at last was justified.

"Death to Verdugo!"

Wth that shout, they surged upon the exposed Masked Headsman. Verdugo
saw
their gun hands rising as they cane. Still clutching his usel ess nask, he
rai sed



his revolver and began to tug the trigger. A volley greeted himas he
di spat ched
his frantic shots.
Verdugo was | ost from sight beneath the onslaught. Hi s attackers enptied

their weapons at their lone target. As Projillo's men rose from above their
prey, Verdugo again was visible. He was a bullet-riddl ed corpse upon the
hi ghway.

Projillo's men | ooked toward The Shadow. They saw hi m backed by ot hers,

all with leveled guns. Fearful of their deed, the nen who had downed Verdugo
threw away their guns. They edged away, beyond the treasure truck. Al nen
broke into a frantic run

The Shadow | et them go. They had nade anmends for their former evil. They
reached the barricade, |eaped over broken fence rails and scattered to find
cars that they had parked on the other road. Mdtors buzzed; speeding

headl i ght s
dwi ndl ed in the darkness.
Satisfied to be alive, the survivors of Projillo' s band were

rel i nqui shi ng
all clai mupon the Spanish treasure.

They had | eft wounded conrades behind them - nmen who would talk, like the
servants at Darraga's, for they had al so seen Verdugo unmasked as Don Luis.

As Harry and Ranos joined him The Shadow stepped forward to where
Verdugo's body lay. He pointed to the gun that remained in the Masked
Headsman' s hand.

"The gun that nurdered Police Chief Wnther," The Shadow told Harry.
"Cal |
Clyde Burke, at the hotel in Witefield. Let himlearn the story of this
tragedy. Don Luis Robera, alias Verdugo, shot down by his followers. The
wounded will testify to what they saw "

Turning to Ranos, The Shadow pointed to the truck. As Ranos and his | oyal
nmen boarded the treasure van, The Shadow gave instructions:

"Drive to New York. Place the treasure in bank vaults. Secrecy will no
| onger be required.”

Harry had turned his coupe in the opposite direction. He was goi ng back
past the water tower, to reach a broad road that woul d take hi m past
Darraga's,
on the way to Whitefield. Harry knew that he could call C yde sooner, by
stopping at the count's mansi on

Jaci nta, her hand upon Harry's shoul der, |ooked back through the coupe's
rear wi ndow. She saw the truck, turned about, wheeling swiftly through the
barri cade, headed for New York. Monlight bathed the crossroads; there, for an
instant, Jacinta, glinpsed a tall, triunphant figure cl oaked in black

The nonentary view was ended. Ni ght envel oped the weird shape of the
mast er who had conquered crime. Fromfar away, trailing into haunting echoes,
cane the laugh of The Shadow.

Though the | augh woul d fade into nothingness, it would again sound its
piercing trill - when The Shadow sought the age-old "Cup of Confucius." Qut of
t he darkness of ancient China would cone this cup, a collectors' item of
rarest
val ue. But before it would find its final resting place anong ot her
mast er pi eces, blood would drip fromthe priceless jade of the "Cup of
Confucius," and surrounding it would be murder and intrigue that only The
Shadow coul d sol ve

THE END






