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CHAPTERI. AZTEC DRUMS

B S I B B B N B B B B B B B S I I SRV RN

KENT ALLARD stood by hiswindow in the Hotel Hidalgo, overlooking Mexico City. He was watching
the ever-mysterious transformation that dusk was bringing to the Mexican capital, a change unparalded
elsawhere.

By day, the city had lain basking in agigantic bowl, its valey rimmed by the surrounding mountains,
which included the great peaks of Popocatepet! and Ixtacihuatl. With darkness wiping away those
summits, the city aone remained, itslights forming atwinkling carpet patched with areas of blackness.

Mexico City wastaking on life. Even the traffic denoted by moving lights, was moving faster and more
steedily. All afternoon it had stalled around the fourteen-acre Zocao, or Plaza de la Congtitucion,
blocked by a protest parade of school children who disapproved of certain teachers and wanted the
government to know it.

Tomorrow the cab drivers threatened a parade of their own, demanding compensation for the fares that
they had lost while traffic was jammed the day before. But in between those daytime problems, Mexico
City would enjoy anight of glitter and gaiety, aswasitswont.

To the keen eyes of Kent Allard, each new spot of light that appeared below possessed a significance.
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Thelightswerelikeliving things that were being ralied and regimented to fight off night's encroachment.
Modern though Mexico City might be, it fill lay in the great valey amid the plateau of Anahuac, oncethe
heart of the Aztec empire. Here, until the death of Montezuma, last of the Aztec rulers, had stood the
strange citadel of an even stranger race.

With darkness, dl the weird legends of the past seemed to close in upon the modern city, cregping down
from the time-haunted dopes of the Ajusco Mountains. The Aztecs lived anew, not merely in men's
imaginations but in their descendants, the Indians of the mountainsides.

There were nights when the rarefied atmosphere of Mexico City carried distant throbs that were true
echoes of the pagt, yet actua symbols of the present. Thiswas one such evening, and Kent Allard
recognized it. When the shrouding darkness thickened to a point where his keen eyes could not pierceit,
his acute hearing served him.

From beyond the night-deepened waters of Lakes Chalco and Xochimilco, where remnants of famed
floating gardens till drifted, Allard caught the faint thrum of Aztec drums, begting in asteady, gloomy
rhythm. Those Aztec drums were bringing in some message from afar to the capital city, where abarbaric
emperor no longer ruled.

They were carrying an old story, those drums; one that had been repested, at intervals, during several
centuries. The throbs weretuning: "L oot - loot - loot -" telling that once again hostile searchers had come
across some buried treasure, once the property of Montezuma or other Aztec kings, and were taking
possession of the wedlth.

Centuries ago, such drumbeats would have summoned hordes of Aztec warriorsto the scene where the
evil wasin progress; but the armies of Montezuma existed no more. Though the drum throbs carried far
and wide, they were little more than protest.

The beeting of the drumswas a duty passed down through generations, and the news no longer stirred
the blood of listeners. Y et Allard was intent when he harkened to the drums.

Had their rhythm changed, he would have known that along-expected time had come - when surviving
Aztecs might raly to a cause far more important than the protection of treasure belonging to avanished

dynasty.

The kings of the Aztecs had perished, and their power with them. But the gods of Mexico merely dept,
like the giant volcano, Popocatepet]. Once disturbed, those ancient deities might riseagain to rule, and dll
who acknowledged them would then obey.

There was aknock at Allard's door; as he turned to answer it the sounds of the drums faded, as though
imagination, along with hearing, had been needed to discern them. A Mexican lieutenant in full-dress
uniform was at the door.

"Senor Cuzanawill seeyou," announced the lieutenant, with asaute. "He has requested that you come
with me, Senor Allard.”

THEY rode dong streets like boulevards, passing theaters and cafes, through parks where strollers were
enjoying the mild evening air. Near the leading park, the Alamedo, the car swung into the Paseo dela
Reforma and followed that magnificent promenade to the residence of Senor Cuzana.

There, guided by the lieutenant, Allard was ushered into a salon where three men were seated. One was
Senor Luis Cuzana, abland but friendly Mexican official, connected with the presidentia cabinet. The
others were Americans, whose names Allard aready knew.



Onewas Graham Taborn, wedlthy exporter from New Orleans, who had done much to stimulate trade
between Louisianaand Central America. Talborn wastdl, affable of manner; so energetic that he seemed
youthful, except for hisgrizzled hair.

The other was James Carland, an oil operator who had, until recently, held large concessionsin Mexico.
Carland looked old and haggard, with good reason. For two years he had been fighting to regain his oil
interests, which had been outlawed by the Mexican government.

All three - Cuzana, Taborn, Carland - studied Kent Allard with interest. They remembered atime when
he had been famous as an aviator; but at present Allard looked as though the world had forgotten him.

Allard wastall, and his gaunt features had a hawklike expression that suited amaster of the skies. But his
shoulders were stooped, as from weariness; the cane that he had used did not hide his limp, the souvenir
of aforced landing some years before,

On Cuzandstable stood the model of aMayan pyramid, which attracted Allard's eye. Cuzanalifted the
top of the model and it came apart in sections, showing interior compartments.

"A replicaof thegreat pyramid at Chichen Itza," he said. "They are building afull-scae reproduction in
New Orleansto serve as a permanent Mayan museum.”

"We have dready built it," corrected Taborn. "Theinterior of thismode represents the arrangement of
the new museum, not the ancient pyramid. We are quite sure that the museum will be open to the public
intimefor the West Indian Expostion.”

"Thanksto you, Senor Taborn," acknowledged Cuzana. "' The museum could not have been completed, |
understand, if you had not supplied the hundred thousand dollars till required.”

Carland thrust himsdlf forward; his eyesweretiny, ugly beads that blazed from his haggard face.

"l was the man who promised that money!" stormed Carland. "'l could still give my donation, Cuzana, if
your government had not robbed me of my oil concessiond!™

"I am very sorry. Senor Carland,” - Cuzanastone was cool - "but the decision did not rest with my

department.”

"But you could use your influence -"

"I have aready used it. Nothing can be done. | tell you, officialy, Senor Carland, that you can never
hope to regain the concessions. The decisionisfind.”

Carland gtared, swaying like adrunken man. Then, steadying, he flexed hisfeaturesinto asneer. Turning
on hished, heleft the sdlon without bidding anyone goodbye. Cuzana gave abland shrug, thensaidina
tone of sincerity:

" am very sorry for Senor Carland.”

"Y ou don't need to be," spoke Taborn promptly. "He bought those concessions for a song and made the
most of them while he had them. If he had sdted away his cash instead of sinking it in other speculations,
he wouldn't have to worry.

"Let metell you something about Carland” - Taborn's tone became confidentia - "that may change your
opinion of the fellow. When he announced that he could not pay his promised contribution of one
hundred thousand dollars to the museum fund, it naturally worried many people, principaly Eugene



Brendle, the contractor, who had alot at stake.

"So Carland went to Brendle and borrowed fifty thousand dollars on very flimsy security. All that
Carland gave Brendle was temporary title to afew thousand acres of Louisana swampland. Naturdly,
Brendle supposed that Carland would use the money toward the museum fund. Instead, Carland spent
it.

"Poor Carland!" Taborn'stone was filled with contempt. ™Y ou should say 'Poor Brendle!' He would be
down and out if | hadn't saved the Situation by donating the money that Carland had pledged but failed to

supply.”

TALBORN'S denunciation put anew light on the matter. It brought anod from Senor Cuzana, indicating
that he was not surprised to learn of Carland's double-dealing.

"Mexico is better rid of such men,” declared Cuzana. "They represent the old regimésfaults. They came
here at atime when men in power were willing to bargain away the republic's resourcesto thefirst
person who offered money."

Cuzanawas assembling the modd pyramid. He put it back in the box whereit belonged. Then, unfolding
amap of Mexico, he spread it on the table and turned to Allard.

"I have bad newsfor you, too," said Cuzana, "but it isthe sort that | fedl sure that you will be glad to
hear. Y ou came here, Senor Allard, to superintend a search, by air, for the missing expedition of
Professor Darius Hedwin.

"Quitefortunately” - and Cuzana gave awhimsical smile- "the expedition has found itself. Asyou know,
they started from Chichen Itza" - helaid hisforefinger on apoint in the peninsulaof Y ucatan - "and
darted into the interior. For awhile we heard from them™ - Cuzanas finger was making a curve from

Y ucatan, downward, then up toward Mexico City - "and then communications ceased.

"The reason, we have learned, was because they expected to arrive here before anyone had cause to
worry. But Professor Hedwin decided to stop at the ruins of Cuicuilco, less than twenty miles south of
Mexico City. He has been there nearly aweek."

Taborn insarted a chuckle as Cuzanafinished.

"And al thewhile," added Taborn, "the professor overlooked thetrifling detail of informing us- until
tonight, when amessenger came in with word. However, Mr. Allard, | fed surethat we can useyou later
in asearch for undiscovered ruins as soon as we have raised more funds.”

"How soon will that be?"

"Quite soon, | hope," replied Taborn. "For the present, my chief concern is the shipment of the Mayan
relics which Professor Hedwin has uncovered. Senor Cuzanais making such arrangements so that the
usud red tape can be avoided.”

Taking theremark asaninvitation to leave, Allard shook hands with the others. Cuzana politely
conducted him out to the front door, where a car was waiting. There, Cuzanaremarked on the fact that
Allard had earlier noted: the clarity of the night air in Mexico City.

"Sometimes," said Cuzana, "you can amost imagine that you hear the beet of distant Aztec drums.”

Allard'skeen ears did hear such throbs. They were coming from the south, the direction of Cuicuilco.



Aloneintherear of the limous ne to which Cuzana conducted him, Allard smiled as he rode avay. Then,
from hislips, came astrange, low whisper, asinister laugh, which carried anticipation, not
disappointment. Allard's businessin Mexico City was Smply an excusefor his presence.

Thelaugh marked him as The Shadow - the strange master who hunted down crime, no matter where it
might be. His mirth told that The Shadow was on thetrail of evil, and had learned itslocation.

Cuicuilco, close by the town of Tlalpan, had become The Shadow'simmediate objective. There, near the
very mountains that could be seen by day from Mexico City, The Shadow wasto solve theriddle of the
Aztec drumg!

CHAPTER II. STRIFE BY NIGHT

PROFESSOR DARIUS HEDWIN stood in the glow of apowerful eectric lantern, directing asmall
crew of swarthy men who were hacking deep into a stony passage that was cemented with volcanic
lava

Frail of build, with aface aswrinkled asa mummy's, the professor might have been aMayan god himself.
He looked something like agolliwog, for his dried-up face was topped by amass of shocky white hair.

Near the professor stood his chief assistant, Andrew Ames. He was young, but his square-jawed face
and broad shoulders carried the build of experience. So did his manner as he watched the daving
workers. But hisface showed disapproval, which Professor Hedwin noticed.

"Come, Andy!" wheezed the professor. "Drop your moping and take an interest. | am surethat we are
about to uncover new rdicsof Xitli, the forgotten fire god.”

"Good enough,” returned Andy, "but why can't you do the excavating by day and spend the nightsin
Mexico City?'

"So aivilization luresyou, Andy!"
"Not at dl, professor. I'm speaking from the standpoint of common sense.”
Hedwin gave a head-shake.

"You arewrong, Andy," he said. "These workers prefer to work at night. They deep in the daytime.
That'swhen they take their Sestas.”

"Segtas by day," returned Andy, "and fiestas by night. It's one and the same, professor. They won't work
unlessyou drive them, and that goesfor either day or night.”

The professor told the workersto rest. He drew Andy aside and began to wag a scrawny forefinger.
Andy braced himsdlf for what was coming. He could see the strange gleam in the old professor's eyes.
Hedwin was going to confide the same facts that he had spoken a dozen times before.

"Many have found relics of thefire god,” whispered Hedwin, "and have believed that a strange cult
worshipped that mysterious deity - a cult that began with the Mayas and survived among the Aztecs,
eventothisday.

"But only 1" - the professor drew himsdlf up proudly - "have learned the name of the unknown fire god. |
have identified him with Xitli, the volcano which disgorged its mass of lavato cover and preserve the
ruinsof Cuicuilco.”



Andy nodded. It was always wise to humor the professor. Hedwin did not take the nod as a criticism, for
he knew that Andy understood the history of Cuicuilco.

By day the two had roamed over the pedregd, the fifteen-mile "stony place" of rough volcanic lava,
broken with deep cracks and yawning cisterns. The pedregal, Site of the Cuicuilco ruins, told its own
story of avolcanic overflow in Mayan times, and would naturally have been attributed to the fire god.

Since the name of Xitli belonged to the volcano, which had become extinct, Andy was quite willing to
agree that the fire god bore the sametitle and that the eruption had been regarded as proof of Xitli's
wrath. But he till didn't agree with the professor on the matter of making excavations at night.

"Ligten, professor,” argued Andy. "When we left Y ucatan we had atough road ahead of us. I'll admit it
wouldn't have been safe to hit the jungle without Panchez and his guards. But now that we've reached
Cuicuilco we don't need them. Whilewere digging for rdics of Xitli, Panchez and hismestizosare
roaming the pedregd, up to their old game.”

"Ther old game, Andy?"

"Sure! They've been hunting for treasure al along, professor. They know that when the Spaniards put
Montezumain atight spot, the Aztecs buried their gold and jade near the temples of the ancient gods,
hoping that it would mean protection. I'll admit that Panchez and his crowd cleared the jungle for us, but
only because the faster we went the moreloot they could find."

Professor Hedwin shook his head.

"When Carland wasin charge," he said, "he hired Panchez. When Taborn took Carland's place as
financier of the expedition, he said that everything could continue as before. So | kept Panchez -"

"Of course," interrupted Andy. "Good enough, while we werein thejungle. But right now, Panchez and
his bunch might aswell bein Mexico City looking at adouble festure. Were not going to run into hostile
tribes of Indians around here."

"Y ou think not?' Hedwin cocked his head wisdly. "Haven't you heard the beat of Aztec drums?’

"Yes," agreed Andy. "But what do they mean? Nothing but an old ritua carried on by alot of Indians
who don't do anything more dangerous than weave baskets!"

PROFESSOR HEDWIN turned away. He felt that he had won his point. He ordered the workersto
chop deegper into the lava, and his manner told that he intended to ignore Andy entirely. It did not hurt
Andy's pride; instead, it was the very thing that he had been hoping for.

Using hisflashlight, Andy walked afew hundred yards to the deserted tents that made the headquarters
for the expedition. As he expected, he found no sign of Panchez nor any of the mestizo guards. They had
al goneto the pedregd again, which explained why some of the professor'sworkerstaked of lights that
had danced above Cuicuilco on previous nights.

Such lights, according to tradition, meant places where treasure lay buried under the protection of
unknown deitieslike Xitli. But Andy Amestook areverse view of the phenomenon. To him, thelights
meant Panchez and the mestizo crew. If treasurefigured, it would only come into the case should
Panchez Co. uncover it.

In histent, Andy put fresh batteriesin hisflashlight and picked up a supply of .38 cartridgesto
supplement the loaded revolver that he always carried. Then, kegping hislight close to the ground, he
started for the pedrega in search of Panchez.



Andy hoped to find the mestizo leader engaged in excavating of hisown. Such adiscovery might
convince old Professor Hedwin that Andy'sideas were right.

There was one job that Panchez and his men handled very well: the shipment of al the motley curiosand
relics, such asthe broken pottery and baked clay idols that Professor Hedwin uncovered. The willingness
with which the mestizos plowed the jungle with such burdens smply convinced Andy that they also
carried baggage that they considered valuable to themselves.

Lights were dancing above Cuicuilco. Andy located them, more than amile distant, along the
rough-surfaced pedrega. He watched the peculiar way in which they dipped and regppeared.

Gun in one hand, flashlight in the other, Andy crept closer to the lights. All the while he could hear the
throb of Aztec drums, louder, closer than The Shadow had heard them in Mexico City.

The lights showed the stooping figures of men, but Andy could not see their faces. Some were pushing
heavy sacks out from acistern hole in the lava. The pit could not have been open when they discovered
it, for Andy saw agreet, chunky dab lying by the hole.

Four men were straining, asif prepared to push the dab back in place at an order from their leader, who
was probably Panchez; but four were not enough. More were coming over to help them.

Thiswas Andy'stime for action. Springing forward, he suddenly emerged into the lights, brandishing his
gun as he poured an order in Spanish for the prowlersto stop their task.

Like the snap of awhip came a countermanding order from aman back in the darkness. With one
accord, the stooping men quit their task and surged toward Andly.

Hisfirg shots, delivered inthe air did not halt them. Finding the warning useless, Andy fired point blank,
then hurled hisrevolver at facesthat he could not see. Knives were flashing toward him, and Andy's only
wegponswere hisfigts, good enough againgt mestizosif he could use them quicker than the dashing
blades.

The surge reached him; with it came a quick-snarled order from the rear. Instead of stabbing knives,
Andy received the clutches of adozen hands that thrust him backward toward the pit. The men at the
dab had dropped it; they werejoining the onrush.

Shoved to the brink, Andy heard another call. With it, the knives began to flash. Ingtinct prompted Andy
to the only course. As he wrenched free from the gripping hands that had thrust his arms behind him, he
twisted back to the pit itself.

Inthat last instant on the brink, Andy Ames saw blackness that loomed fantastically from overhead.
Some monstrous shape that looked like awindmill off its moorings was fdling toward Andy and his
mestizo foemen. Through the whirling shape, the night stars were blinking in kaleidoscopic fashion.

Asknives dashed at the deaves of Andy'sflaying arms, the bulking blackness from above gave him the
crazed impression that the pit had inverted itsdlf; that he was actudly over the brink and falling into the
depths. The pricking knives, too, were forcing him to frantic measures,

Wildly, Andy made asideward lunge, away from the knives, toward what he thought was the edge of the
engulfing hole.

Then hisilluson was actudity. Blackness was not surging down upon him; hewas plunging into it. His
hands had grabbed in the wrong direction; he had lost his balance and was pitching headlong into the
yawning hole.



Kniveswere no longer dashing, nor could he hear the snarls of the mestizos. The receiving blackness was
complete, lacking its starry blinks, but only for asingle second.

It ended in acrash that brought agreat burst of light, then darkness absolute, as Andy struck the bottom
of therocky pit. Fortunately, the fall was shorter than he had supposed, and Andy did not strike
headfirgt, because he glanced from obstructions on the way down.

But those detailswerelost to Andy Ames, for the jolt that he received was sufficient to render him
sensdess.

CLINGING to the brink of the pit, the mestizos were the ones who realized the closer approach of the
spinning blacknessthat Andy had seen. It was dmost upon them, asilently descending autogiro, a
wingless mongter of the air, controlled by the whirl of its horizonta blades asit reached the rough surface
of the pedregd, landing less than a dozen yards from the open pit.

By then, the men who had conquered Andy were scattering to safety. They saw the autogiro bounce and
expected it to overturn as an ordinary plane would have. But the wingless ship held its own, stopping
short with asingleturn of itslanding whedls,

The ugly shout of Panchez told the mestizos that they had to dedl with ahuman foe, not some prehistoric
creature sent here by an outraged Aztec god. Rallying to their leader's cry, the murderous crew surged
toward the autogiro.

Two dozen strong, they expected to overwhelm the sky ship and the daring enemy who had landed it on
the pedregal. But before they could reach their god, afigure lunged to meet them. They did not seethelr
chdlenger; instead, they heard him.

Blackness from blackness: a cloaked shape driving from the giro's center - afighter who issued aped of
uncanny mirth more weird than the continuing thrum of Aztec drumbeets that seemed to form amusica
background with their cadence.

Strange, shivering, that mighty laugh chilled the mixed blood of the sartled mestizos, stopping them with
upraised knivesin their hands. They knew, in that instant, that they were faced with afoe more
formidable than any they could have imagined.

They had heard the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER II1. PATHS OF DARKNESS

GARBED in aflowing cloak of black, wearing adouch hat that belonged to his shrouding costume, The
Shadow was aliving mass of dynamite, quite different from Kent Allard, the taciturn veteran aviator who
hed flown by autogiro from Mexico City only ashort while before.

Though the guise of Allard was hisred identity, The Shadow aways gaveit aweary pose, evento the
pretended limp that everyone identified with Allard. Once cloaked, he became aknight of darkness
whose challenging laugh was but the spear point of his attack. The Shadow knew that he had startled his
foemen amost to confusion; but such did not spell victory.

Once scattered, the mestizos could prove more dangerous than when assembled, unlessthey first felt the
power of The Shadow in physical combat. With that design, The Shadow drove in upon them assilently,
asominoudly as his autogiro had dropped down from the sky.

Histactics were the opposite of Andy's. The Shadow had two guns, big .45 cdiber automatics, but he



did not pull the triggers. Instead, he used them as dedge hammers, smashing down the knife blades that
flashed in belated style; reaching the owners of those wegpons with hard blows that met human skulls.

To Panchez, bringing up the reserves, the scene was one of dark confusion; he could seefigures
sprawling upon the grimy gray surface of the pedregd ; othersrolling, ssumbling in search of safety. But
the center of that human flywhed, the forceful fighter who flung mestizos right and lft, was no more than
acore of blackness, so evasivethat it could only be seen in chance glimpses.

The men with Panchez were armed with carbines. Snarling, the mestizo leader pointed hisrevolver in The
Shadow's generd direction and fired a shot to start the carbineers. The clear air echoed with the volley
from haf adozen guns, then the reverberations were stirred by amocking answer: The Shadow's laugh!

Not asingle shot had reached the foeman from the sky, and Panchez done redlized why. He had chosen
the foreground near the autogiro as histarget, thinking that The Shadow would be whedling back toward
the plane that he had | &ft.

Instead, the cloaked warrior had whisked in another direction, finding some entrenchment on the
roughened pedregd.

To Panchez's men, the thing was uncanny. They were dropping away, leaving their leeder to guesswhere
The Shadow had gone; athing impossibleto tell from the dusive laugh itsdlf. Then, from the darkness,
came awild, haf-gloating cry, uttered by one of the mestizos who had scattered earlier.

The man had stumbled upon The Shadow and was trying to knife him. Two figures came grappling
upward from alava bulkhead againgt a grayish ledge that showed them plainly. They whirled, and
Panchez saw the mestizo sporawl from ahard gun stroke.

But The Shadow, whirling away, was till vaguely visble; moreover, he had lost his refuge behind the
volcanic mound. Again Panchez fired, and hisfollowers began to blast away with their carbines. As
before, they were too late, but thistime The Shadow answered in kind.

He picked out the marksmen by their gun blasts, stabbing shots that wounded them in their tracks. It was
asystem that he had used often in dealing with dangerous foemen, but it did not scatter the present breed
of warriors.

Like Panchez, the unwounded mestizos dropped low and began to copy The Shadow's own tactics.
Trained to convoy parties through the jungle, thiswas the very type of baitle that Panchez and histribe
liked.

The Shadow was ahead of them, both in shifts and gunfire, but his moves were so quick that hisrapid
shots could not take effect.

He had to keep battling while on the go against these sharpshooters, who had demonstrated their skill by
very nearly clipping him. Nor could The Shadow change tactics, for he knew that the men with knives
had rallied and were crawling in toward him.

Even atrifling wound might mean disaster for The Shadow; and he faced the same fate should hisguns
run out of ammunition. The kniferswould come with their deadly machetes, and backing them, Panchez
and the men with carbines would compl ete the mopping-up process.

But The Shadow had away to avoid such consequences. Taking areverse spin ashefired a a
carabineer, hewent straight for the pit where Andy had disappeared, reaching it while guns were blasting
inthe wrong direction.



AT the mouth of the pit, The Shadow encountered a rising mestizo who had picked that very refuge after
the origina fray. Again gunners heard a shout, and aimed in the direction that Panchez pointed out to
them.

The volley brought results, flattening afigure that came regling from the pit. Panchez and his men charged
forward.

A laugh greeted them. They had felled their own man, not The Shadow. Instead of shoving his adversary
down into the pit, The Shadow had hauled him out and whirled him about asashield, dl in one speedy,
superhuman action.

It was The Shadow who held the pit, clinging to the rungs of acrude ladder that Andy had missed in his
fal, but which the lurking mestizo had known about and used.

The Shadow's laugh was like acall to action, addressed to unseen fighters who served him. It should
have stopped Panchez and his men, making them prey for The Shadow's remaining shots.

But Panchez had come too far; he was beside the huge dab that bel onged on the opening of the pit.
There he found himsdaf among men who were cregping in with knives.

With one accord, they grasped the big dab. Four of them managed to tilt the huge lava-hewn stoneasa
shield againgt The Shadow's bullets, but they could move it no farther, until another arriving pair ducked
behind the same shelter. The new hands tossed aside their carbines and helped with the dab.

Overturning, the huge chunk settled into the rough hole, muffling The Shadow's laugh. For the moment
Panchez and his crew thought that they had settled their foe permanently, but asthey started in the
direction of the autogiro, they heard the taunting laugh trickle from acrack benegath the rock. The dab
hed not fully settled in place.

Panchez ordered afew carbine shots, which was abad mistake. In answer, fiery stabs came from the
crack beneath the dab. In closing the pit partialy but not entirely, the mestizos had given The Shadow an
effective pillbox wherein he could not only fire, but reload. He was evidently determined to nick any
persons who attempted to approach his precious autogiro.

Snarling at first, Panchez changed histone to glee as he withdrew his men across the pedregal. He was
telling them that The Shadow, or La Sombra, as Panchez termed him, would smply experienceadow
but merciless deeth, far greater misery than that which bullets could ddliver.

"The professor will not know," said Panchez in Spanish. "Wewill tell him that Senor Ames has goneto
Mexico City. Tomorrow the professor will follow, without crossing the pedregd. Later we can return,
when La Sombraistoo wesk to give us battle. We will close the dab and destroy his autogiro.”

Quiet settled over the pedregd, though the atmosphere still held the quiver of The Shadow'slast laugh. It
had carried a strange tone, that mirth - likeasigna telling certain men to wait. Then, with Panchez and his
mestizos gone, The Shadow's laugh came anew, low-toned, like a summons.

Figures stirred from within the autogiro, two squatly shapes that approached the sunken dab. They were
Xincalndians, belonging to a Guatemdatribe which Kent Allard ruled as awhite king. He had brought
them with him from Mexico City, but had kept them in reserve.

About to summon them when the dab fell, The Shadow had countermanded his order by alaugh of
another tone. At present he needed them.

THE Xincas reached the dab, which had required six men to lift. Each Xinca had the strength of two



mestizos, as did The Shadow.

While the squatly men heaved at the dab, The Shadow provided pressure from below. The rickety
ladder groaned, but The Shadow gained the pit edge with his hands and knees and supplied the upward
pressure with his shoulders.

Thedab tilted away. Emerging, The Shadow turned aflashlight down into the pit, saw Andy's crumpled
figure. Alone, he descended and stooped above the unconscious man. Finding that Andy's strong frame
had borne the shock without seriousinjury, The Shadow lifted him up the ladder to the waiting Xincas.

Studying the pit, The Shadow saw that it had been atreasure cache, as evidenced by odd trinkets of jade
and gold that till remained in pockets hewn in the walls. But Panchez and histhieving crew had taken the
cream of the buried Aztec wedlth.

Aided by the Xincas, The Shadow put the dab tightly in place. With the Indians carrying Andy, he traced
acourse across the pedregd, basing his route on the location of ancient temple ruins where Professor
Hedwin would probably be at work.

The procession came upon the camp; ordering the Xincas to wait, The Shadow moved among the tents.

Men were present, evidently some of Hedwin'sregular workers, waiting for the next shift. Recognizing
that such men were friendly to Andy, The Shadow knew that it would be safe to leave his human burden.
He picked Andy'stent by ingpecting its belongings, and returned to the Xincas. They took Andy into the
tent and laid him on acot.

Then, with a stedth that the Xincas matched, The Shadow |eft the camp. Returned to the autogiro, he
and histwo followerslistened to the rhythm of Aztec drums, which continued their unchanged strain.

"Loot - loot - loot -"

The same cadence; one of passve indignation. Strange folk of the Ajusco Mountains sorrowed over the
loss of wedlth long buried by some forgotten Aztec king. But the mountain tribesmen, stirred only by
vestiges of old traditions belonging to their ancestors, seemed not inclined to interfere. None had
appeared to attack Panchez and the mestizos during the rifling of the treasure cavern.

The Shadow spoke to histwo Xincas, sllently they acknowledged that a certain mission pertaining to
themsdves had been fulfilled. They followed The Shadow into the autogiro. Big bladeswhirred; with a
short roll the strange machine took off verticdly into the starry night.

Abovetheroar of the motor that drowned the throb of sullen Aztec drums came the weird crescendo of
aparting laugh - The Shadow's farewell to a scene of triumph; a prediction that he would later settlethe
matter of stolen treasure.

But this strange terrain was soon to bear anew significance. The Shadow had banished crime, only to
clear the way for acoming menace that would carry itsthreat far from theland of the Aztecs!

The very evidence that The Shadow and his Xincas had come to seek, but had not found, was dready in
the making at thetime of their departure!

CHAPTER IV. THE THRONE OF XITLI

THE pounding of drums awakened Andy Ames. They were beating harder, louder than before, ina
strange, irregular fashion that seemed tuned to the welling throbs of his aching head. Never had Andy
heard them sound like that before, nor had he known them to persist aslate as dawn.



Daylight was bresking from across the pedregd, filtering through the palm trees that fringed the camp.
Men were adtir, babbling excitedly, and the noise of their tongues roused Andy further.

When he demanded the reason for the confusion, Andy received excited head-shakes and the pointing of
hands. The workers were indicating the direction of Hedwin's excavation, and Andy decided that
something must have happened to the old professor. Starting out to find Hedwin, he was passed by more
of the excited workers, who were running into camp.

From the night before, Andy could remember abroken chain of experiencesthat did not seem to make
sense. As herecalled it, he had been with Professor Hedwin, watching the workers, who were mostly
full-blooded Indians, hack away at the lava passagesin the ruins of an old Mayan temple.

Then, as Andy recaled it, he had gone to the pedregd aone. He had been attacked, flung into apit by
men who had been uncommonly like Panchez and the mestizo guards who had been hired to scour the
jungle and keep trouble away. How he had gotten back to his tent was amystery to Andy. There were
vague recollections, however, of strange Indians and aman in black.

Maybe he was wrong about the whole thing. The fight might have happened at Hedwin's excavation, not
out on the pedregal. Certainly it seemed that the professor was at present in some difficulty, theway his
men were deserting him.

Andy found the hewn opening into the old temple. He shouted for Hedwin and was answered by a
hollow voice from within, atone which seemed testy, more than anything else. Entering, Andy used his
flashlight to find the chamber where he had last seen the professor.

There he discovered Hedwin, looking more like a golliwog than ever. He was Sitting on a squarish chunk
of stone that looked like smooth, black basalt.

Apparently the stone had been dragged from some adjoining chamber, for Andy had not seen it the night
before. But he saw now that a hole had been chopped into asmall secret chamber adjoining this big one.

Hedwin held up adoll-szed figurine of baked clay that reminded Andy somewhat of a Buddha, except
that its festures were coarse and grinning. He smply nodded, because he had seen smilar figurines
before.

They represented the fire god which Hedwin claimed the Mayas had worshipped under the name of Xitli.
The expedition had picked up quite afew of the statuettes while coming in from Y ucatan.

"l wasright!" exclaimed Hedwin glesfully. " Xitli wasthefiregod! Look inthat chamber, Andy, and you
will seeatemple of Xitli, completein every detail” - the professor chuckled - "except one."

Andy looked into the temple and marked the arrangement of it. He saw figurines on crude stone shelves,
carved frescoes that represented flame along the walls. At one end of the room was a hewn space that
looked like athrone. But nothing was much different from other tiny templesthat Andy had seen before,
and which Hedwin had identified with the fire god.

True, there were the remains of human skeletons, haf buried in the rubble on the ground, but Andy had
seen such bonesin other excavations. He had particularly expected to find them at Cuicuilco, inasmuch
as the ancient inhabitants had been overwhelmed by the lavaflow from the volcano Xitli.

"It'sjust like the temple that you arranged for the new museum,” said Andy. "Y ou've been shipping all
sorts of fire-god relics to Sdter so that he can put them init. Why, you've even sent him masks and
costumes of the fire god for his other exhibit rooms.”



Professor Hedwin inserted a chuckle, inspired by Andy's mention of Fitzhugh Salter, curator of the
Mayan Museum in New Orleans.

"Yes, | supposethat Sdter isat hiswits end,” Hedwin cackled. "But wait until this arrives. Perhaps he
will then believe that Xitli wasthefiregod!"

RISING, the professor indicated the black stone on which he had been seated. Studying the square of
basdt, Andy looked into the temple again and saw that the black chunk had formed the seet of the great
stone throne.

"Thisexplainsit, Andy." Hedwin was tapping the black stone. "Basdt isaform of volcanic rock, aptly
suited to such adeity as Xitli. But only the true temple of Xitli would contain the god's own throne.

"L ook at the inscriptions on this basalt. They proveitsorigin, Andy. Deciphered, they say that this stone
represents the true Xitli, that thisthroneishisown. Look a some of those picturesin the temple
chamber, where men with torches are bowing to agod crowned with flame. My theory wasright. | have
proven Xitli to bethefiregod!"

Professor Hedwin had raised hisvoice in such high-pitched triumph that he had to relax. He sat down on
the basalt square and began to mop his forehead with aragged handkerchief. Andy asked:

"What's happened to the workers?"

"Thefoold" retorted Hedwin, suddenly remembering that the crew had left him. "They dragged the black
stone from the temple an hour ago. When | sat down to rest they suddenly began to babble. Then they
fled."

Hedwin paused. Springing to hisfeet, he exclaimed:

"I haveit, Andy! They feared thisstone! It was difficult to persuade them to touch it. When | sat upon the
gone | was actudly occupying the throne of Xitli, the fire god. That iswhy they fled!"

It sounded logical to Andy, athough his head was plitting so badly that he could hardly think. Daylight
was cregping into the excavation, and with it, Andy still heard the irregular thrum-thrum of Aztec drums.

"How long have those drums been beating?' he asked suddenly. "1 mean the way we hear them now,
with that funny discord.”

The professor listened, stroking hisdryish chin.

"They began soon after the menfled,” he said. "Do you know, Andy, | wonder -" He caught himsdif.
"No, no, it could not be that. And yet -"

"What could not be?'

"The Tribe of Fire. Y ou've heard of it - an ancient group among the Mayas that continued into Aztec
times. Men something like the thugs of India, who killed to please the god they represented. Y es, there
was such atribe once. Perhapsit still exists today - the cult of Xitli -"

He broke off suddenly and threw a suspicious glance toward Andy, something that the professor aways
did when he had voiced histhoughts aoud.

But thistime Hedwin's glance seemed cannier than ever. Hislips sngpped shut like aclamshdll; then
curved themselvesinto atwisted smile. Stooping, Hedwin gripped one side of the basalt stone and



nodded for Andy to do the same.

The black rock was not heavy, though it needed their combined strength to carry it out through the
passages without dropping it. After abrief rest, Hedwin and Andy continued into camp, bringing the
gonewith them.

Immediately upon their arrival the superdtitious workers scattered.

Daylight wasfull by thistime. The discordant strum of distant drums had ended. Andy, too, was
beginning to mop his forehead, when he turned to see a man who stared at him with unbdieving eyes.

The arrival was Panchez; the mestizo leader was holding a carbine under hisarm. Andy noted that the
wesgpon was shaking, as though it had been imbued with life and was trying to jump from its owner's

grasp.
"W, Panchez?'

At Andy'swords, Panchez recovered himself. He decided that ghosts did not rove by daylight, nor did
they talk with human voice. Panchez licked hislips, smiled.

"l am glad, Senor Ames," he said, "to find that you are ill dive. It was very bad, last night, the fight we
have with the bandiitti."

"Along the pedregd ?'

"Si, senor," acknowledged Panchez. "We hear you fight them and we come with carbines. We shoot” -
he gestured with his carbine - "and pouf! - they run away. But we look for you and do not find you.

"| think, senor" - Panchez had laid the carbine aside and was beginning to roll acigarette - "that maybe
you have goneinto Mexico City to tell the police of trouble.”

Panchez was lying, and Andy knew it from the way the mestizo had averted his eyes. But there was no
use pressing theissue. It was Hedwin's job, not Andy's, to reprimand the guardsfor any faults. At
present the professor was too exuberant about finding Xitli's temple and the throne seet of the fire god to
beinterested in anything else.

Besides, Hedwin'sfind meant that the expedition had completed its purpose. Soon the professor would
order agtart for Mexico City, and men would be needed to carry the basalt stone.

Since the Indian workers would not touch the piece of basdlt, that task would have to go to Panchez.
When Andy pointed out the stone to Panchez, the rogue nodded and summoned a pair of mestizos, who
took up the burden.

WHEN camp was broken, Andy suggested a detour across the pedregal, to which Panchez agreed. His
hand ready to reach for hisrevolver, Andy kept asharp eye on Panchez's carbine as they strolled along
together. He asked Panchez where the trouble had begun, and the mestizo shook his head.

"It isdifferent now, senor,” he said. "Day and night they are different. Sometime we make mistake, senor.
My men, perhaps, could not tell who you were. Y ou may have mistake banditti for mestizos."

Nowhere among the open cisterns did Andy see a cavity that resembled the pit of the night before. He
looked for acrack in the lavarock, but failed to find one. The dab had been fitted tightly into place; even
Panchez |ooked puzzled when Andy was not gazing hisway.



"What about your men?' demanded Andy suddenly. "Y ou are short-handed today, Panchez.”

"'Some have been wounded,” returned Panchez blandly. "Others, they werekilled. Y ou will see them,
senor, when we reach Tlapan, the place where | have sent them.”

Arriving a Tlapan, Andy did see Panchez's corps of cripples; their wounds testified to alarger fight than
the one that Andy had made against them. Andy haf believed that Panchez and his men had actualy
encountered bandits, and that he had therewith migudged them, so he smply congratul ated Panchez on
having put up an excd lent fight.

Later that day atrain took Hedwin and Andy to Mexico City, dong with asupply of Mayan rdlics,
including the Xitli throne stone, and Andy saw no signs of any luggage bel onging to Panchez.

Still, some of the mestizos were not accounted for, and Andy knew that they could have gone ahead with
their loot. He decided to forget Panchez and the rest, as he would abad dream.

Y et there was something that Andy could not forget, and it belonged in the dream class. Vaguely he
could recal brief periods when he had been conscious, after hisfal into the pit.

Out of such recallections came a person cloaked in black who spokein a strange, weird whisper to a
pair of squatty Indians. Andy recaled afloating sensation, which made him believe that the Indians had
carried him into camp at the cloaked rescuer's order.

Hewas il thinking of that episode when evening came and he visited Senor Cuzanaand Graham
Taborn. Andy was with Professor Hedwin, who was too busy talking about Xitli to note the broken beat
of Aztec drumsthat seemed to float in from the mountains.

Angry drums, menacing in tone, the same that Andy had heard a dawn, they seemed to spell amessage
that certain men would surely heed.

Unfortunately, the story of those drums had not yet carried to distant Guatemala, where The Shadow,
otherwise Kent Allard, was bidding farewdl | to the Xincatribe that acknowledged him asruler. Wisdly,
The Shadow did not deny the rumor that worried the Xincas. namely, that the cult of Xitli was about to
form anew.

Helet histwo Xinca servants make the report. They testified that they had been to Mexico with their
great white king and had heard the beat of Aztec drumsthat told of theft dlone. They had seen men
engaged in such theft, and had watched their powerful chief drive away the marauders.

The robbers had been punished, hence no revenge was needed. Protection of the stolen treasure was the
duty of the Aztecs, not of the Xincas.

But when his servants had finished with their story, The Shadow told them to remain with the tribe when
he had gone. They wereto be dert, sill on thewatch for any reviva of the Xitli cult.

It was awise decison on The Shadow's part, considering that the Xitli legend was firmly fixed in Xinca
minds. It strengthened The Shadow's authority with the tribe. When he took off in the autogiro, he saw
the Xincas gathered about their junglefire, their amsfolded as atoken of farewell.

The Shadow's wisdom was to prove twofold. The time was coming shortly when the Xitli rumor wasto
prove redity. Then would the Xincas more than ever acknowledge the foresight of their ruler, The
Shadow, who had warned them to remain aert, even when the menace of the Xitli cult had seemed to be
disproven!



Moreover, they would be pleased because their black-clad chief had left the servants who knew how to
reach him and carry such tidings. When that time came, not one among the Xincatribe would believe that
at thetime of hisactua departure, The Shadow, master of mystery, had in hisown mind classed dl talk
of Xitli asalegend without foundation!

CHAPTER V. THE MAYAN MUSEUM

VIEWED from the window of an arriving passenger plane, New Orleansformed an intriguing Sight, acity
spread upon a broad plain cut by the curving ribbon of the Mississippi. Toy shipswere anchored al
aong theriver front, while beyond, the city showed an array of buildings that marked the new town from
theold.

New Orleans, however, differed from most American cities. Others were distinguishable by modern
skyscrapers, impressive even when viewed from a high dtitude. New Orleans lacked buildings that were
redly tall. A structure of adozen storiesrated high in the Louisanametropolis.

Perhaps it was quite aswell that New Orleans|acked amammoth skyline. Otherwise, the city's newest
landmark, the Mayan Museum, would not have dominated the scene as remarkably asit did.

The museum, built in the form of apyramid, stood on the outskirts of the city, and its glistening white
sepsimmediately caught the eye. Though only ahundred-odd feet in height, its shape made it appear
much greater, and the architectura beauty gained afina touch from the surmounting temple that capped
the pyramid.

It was The Shadow's first view of the great stone structure, which had been completed in arush after a
long delay through lack of funds. Other passengersin the same airliner were dso intrigued by sight of the
pyramid, and they scarcely noticed the hawk-faced traveler with them.

The Shadow was no longer Kent Allard. His hawkish features were fuller, less gaunt. Hiswhole pose
seemed leisurely, indolent. Hisface had a mask-like expression that seemed atoken of reserve. Actualy,
it Sgnified adisguise. The Shadow had assumed a different identity, yet one with which he was quite
familiar.

He was passing as Lamont Cranston, millionaire globe-trotter, who traveled where whim might call him.
Why he had come to New Orleans was something which seemed logically explained as soon asthe plane
landed.

At the airport, Lamont Cranston was greeted by James Carland, the haggard-eyed oil operator who had
s0 recently left Mexico City, where the government had emphatically ousted him from his concessons.

Carland did not in any wise recognize Cranston as Allard. The resemblance between The Shadow's old
face and his new was traceable only in vague fashion, and Carland was not interested in comparisons. As
he shook handswith Cranston, Carland failed utterly to guess the significance behind the visitor's dight
but inscrutable smile.

The Shadow was thinking of the meeting in Mexico City, where Carland had ignored Kent Allard asa
person of no consequence, a broken-down aviator. Here in New Orleans, Carland was sparing no effort
at welcoming Lamont Cranston, man of reputed wealth. The contrast gave an excellent index to
Carland's nature.

Carland's motto was "cash and carry™; others could supply the cash, and he would carry it. If they ever
saw the cash again, it would mean smply that Carland had dipped.



Not that Carland was crooked in the lega sense of the term. On the contrary, Carland was noted for his
ironclad methods, as witness hisMexican oil concessions, to which he dtill argued avdid clam. Carland
amply never missed atrick when it lay within the rules of agame called business.

Inviting Crangton into alimousine, Carland began a string of patter asthey rode away from the airport.

"I'm glad to meet you, Mr. Crangton,” he declaimed. "' Glad to meet anyone with vision enough to seethe
future of riceland in the Mississppi delta. | have thousands of acres of it, the finest land in the world.

"Swampland, somecdl it" - Carland's chuckle showed contempt - "and that's where they are wrong. It
may have been salt marsh once, but today it is covered with rich Mississppi silt, the accumulation of
many years. The reedsthat grow through the silt smply bind it, and help it to thicken.

"Sdt-grass flats? Bah! Two hundred years ago the French cdled those lands 'trembling prairies,” which
proves that they knew the ground was good, although unstable. Modern methods of agriculture weren't
known then, Mr. Cranston, but we understand them today.

"Rice can be grown dong every bayou and lagoon. Big amphibian tractors, with whed slike paddles, will
cultivate the land. Well have barges moving along channdls where now you see only shrimp boats and
natives paddling those funny dugout canoesthey cal "pirogues.™

IT was an impressive saestak, and by the time the car had reached the heart of the city, Carland was
tabulating figures to show the big profits from rice that could be brought straight to New Orleans by the
water route.

Then, asthe car sopped in front of an office building, Carland glanced anxioudy at hiswaich.

"Itswdl after five," hesaid, "but | think we shdl ill find Mr. Brendlein his office. HE's a contractor;
used to lay roads dl over the State. He thinks the rice project isfeasible. | want you to meet him, Mr.
Crangton."

They found Eugene Brendle in his office. The contractor was a stocky, broad-shouldered man whose
concave profile, with bulging forehead and chin, was centered by avery stubby nose. He was the type of
man who evidently thought over al decisions, but once having made them, would not dter hisfind plan.

It happened that The Shadow knew the exact Situation between James Carland and Eugene Brendle, for,
asAllard, The Shadow had heard it from Graham Taborn, the exporter, whilein Mexico City. At
present Carland owed Brendle fifty thousands dollars, and the future rice lands - whether salt marsh or
rich gt - were the security for the loan.

Evidently Brendle mistrusted Carland, and well he might, for thefifty thousand dollars had not goneto the
completion of the museum. Calling the loan when the time came would not help ether, unlessthe ddta
land proved to be worth fifty thousand dollars, which Brendle appeared to doubt. In histurn, Carland
was attempting to convince Brendle that the land was good.

"You're agood judge of property, Mr. Cranston," said Carland, turning to The Shadow. "Y ou know the
factsand figuresonrice’ - glibly, Carland was glossing over the fact that he had just provided Cranston
with such information - "and | think you will agree that my land isworth more than fifty thousand dollars.”

"Asrepresented, yes," returned The Shadow, in acalm tone that suited Cranston. " Of course, before
investing such asum, | would liketo see the land in question.”

"And if you found it up to specifications-"



"I would either purchaseit or offer to invest in its development.”

Carland threw atriumphant look at Brendle, as though Cranston's statement had settled the whole
question. Then, like a man dapping atrump card on the table, Carland stated:

"Your offer isatriflelate, Mr. Cranston. | have aready heard from Jonathan Dorn, the New Y ork
financier, requesting first opportunity to inspect the property. It would not be fair to Dorn to consider any
transaction before he arrives.”

"How soon will that be?'

"Frankly, | don't know," replied Carland. "Within aweek, | hope, Mr. Crangton. If you will be staying in
New Orleansthat long -"

"l shadl be." Crangton'slips formed one of their haf smiles. "My hobby happensto be the study of Mayan
remains. | hoped that | might get a preview of the exhibitsin the new museum before it was open to the
public.”

Mention of the museum brought aglareto Carland's haggard face. Angrily, he exclaimed:

"I'll have nothing to do with the Mayan Museum! If Graham Taborn had waited, giving me achanceto
sraighten out matters, | might have regained my oil concessions on the strength of that museum. The
Mexican government wanted it completed before the West Indian Exposition; they would have listened
to reason while | held the upper hand.”

Brendle gave a steady ook toward Carland.

"You forget," said Brendle, "that others had much to lose while the museum remained unfinished. Sdlter,
the curator, had hisjob to think about. Professor Hedwin was nearly stranded, down in Y ucatan. | had
contracted for materials, and had loaned you fifty thousand dollars-"

Carland's glare had turned to awince. He interrupted Brendle by clapping the contractor on the
shoulder.

"l oweyou alot, Brendle," said Carland. "Y ou're the one friend | had among the whole crowd. The way
they deserted me, like rats, when Talborn came aong! Don't worry, Brendle. Y ou'll get your fifty
thousand dollars, with interest.”

"l hope s0, Carland.”

There was an actua touch of hopein Brendl€stone, inspired, perhaps, by Cranston'sinterest in therice
fields on which the cash depended, plus Carland's statement that afinancier named Dorn had aready
consdered their development.

"Why don't you take Mr. Cranston to the museum?" suggested Carland to Brendle. "Sdter will probably
be glad to see you, though he wouldn't care to see me. Y ou can call me later, after you've looked over
the place.

BRENDLE accepted the suggestion. He closed his office, and they rode to the museum in Carland's
limousine. The Shadow and Brendle | eft the car, and Carland drove away. Entering the museum, Brendle
conducted his new acquaintance, Crangton, to the curator's office.

There, they found Graham Taborn, aso back from Mexico. Like Carland, Taborn failed to identify
Crangton as Allard.



The Shadow aso shook hands with Fitzhugh Sdlter, the curator, amiddle-aged man of portly
proportions, chubby-faced, and of retiring disposition. There was a smug touch, however, to Sater's
features, that marked him shrewder than his surface showed.

"I'll show you the museum from the bottom up,” declared Salter, when he learned why Cranston had
come. "That means from the top down, because dl our exhibits are on the higher floors. The lower floors
arefor offices. Come, gentlemen; thisway."

They went to the very center of the pyramid, which, on the ground floor, did resemble an office building.
The elevators were necessarily in the center, in order to reach the top floor of the tapering structure. They
entered an elevator and Salter took them to the top, where they stepped out to a promenade atop the
temple that surmounted the museum.

Daylight had diminished. New Orleans stretched off into the distance, sparkling with lights, a scene that
reminded The Shadow of Mexico City, except that here there was no throb of Aztec drums. Y €,
somehow, the spell of the past seemed stronger here than in old Mexico.

Like ancient priests who had ruled Chichen Itza, The Shadow and his companions stood beside a
parapet from which they could see the spreading steps of the massive pyramid below. It wasdmost asiif
the structure itself had been lifted from the ancient city of the Mayas and placed, in dl its prime, upon the
fringe of amodern metropolis.

Thispyramid was, of course, areproduction; but that only made theillusion morered. The Shadow
could sense the spirit of grandeur even more than at Chichen Itza, where he had often visited the ruined
temple of the Mayas upon its crumbling mound.

Gazing toward the terraces below, noting the gloom of the low shrubbery that surrounded the museum
grounds, The Shadow could amost picture stedlthy figures of the past, creeping into this chosen place
where avanished glory had been renewed. The lower darkness, like the blackening sky above, seemed
fraught with ominous significance.

Tuned to the unknown, The Shadow possessed a sixth sensethat seldom failed him. Thevery
atmosphere was charged with menace of a sort that he had sensed often in the past. V oiceless tongues
were crying amessage of coming danger that no one else could hear.

Whether it meant evil of an ancient origin, or crime of amodern type, The Shadow could not tell. But his
whole being told him to be ready for strange events soon due!

CHAPTER VI.WITHIN THE MUSEUM

FITZHUGH SALTER stood smugly by while the visitors enjoyed the view from the parapet. The curator
seemed in no hurry to show them through the museum "from the top down," as he had expressed it. Not
until he saw Crangton turn and gaze questioningly in hisdirection, did Sater suddenly rouse himself.

He bowed his visitors toward the stairs leading down from the roof, and they descended. Darkness
greeted them, until Salter found aswitch box and supplied lights to the top-floor corridor. The Shadow
saw astairway leading down around the elevator shafts, dso the doors of various exhibit rooms.

The doors were locked, but Salter produced keys that opened them. The locks were of avery ordinary
sort, which was natura enough, considering that when the museum itsalf was locked, the whole top floor
would be protected.

Many of the Mayan exhibits were dready in place, and they formed aslarge a collection as The Shadow



had ever seen.

There were tablets with hieroglyphic carvings that Professor Hedwin had sent from Chichen Itza; great
stonerings, four feet in diameter, decorated with intertwining feathered serpents.

In another room were pottery exhibits; also some ancient masks fashioned from such hard substances as
turquoise, shell and jet. Sdter said they were ceremonia masks, representing such deities as Quetza codl
and Tezcatlipoca, but he did not undertake to identify any more of them by name, though there were
dozens of the masks.

Passing arack of costumes, garish and of vivid colors, Sater said that they were of modern manufacture,
but that they represented the actual robes used in rituals wherein the masks were aso worn. Then, either
ignoring, or not hearing, questions, the curator opened the door to along room that showed an array of
datuary, al hewn with stone tools.

They were the gods of the Aztecs. Xochipilli, goddess of flowers; Huitzilopochtli, the war god; hissgter,
Coyaxauhqui. Stopping to pick up aremarkable life-szed skull of crystal, Sdter said that it represented
Tezcatlipoca, chief of the Aztec gods. But when they had gone the entire length of the gallery, Sdter had
at no time mentioned any god of fire.

The answer came when the curator opened the door of asmall room that bore a special combination
lock, likethedia of asafe. The room was lined with carved dabs of stone; at thefar end wasa
rough-hewn stone, that seemed part of the wall. At the sides of the room, The Shadow saw empty
niches.

"The throne room of Xitli, thefire god," spoke Sdlter, withasmile. "That is, if such agod belonged in the
Mayan pantheon. Professor Hedwin believesin such alegend, so to humor hiswhim, we alowed him to
ingall thisthrone room. None of the exhibits have arrived, as Hedwin is bringing them in personaly from
Mexico.

"According to Hedwin" - Salter'stone carried the dight trace of achuckle - "astrange cult used to gather
in the throne room of Xitli. They were Mayas, and later Aztecs, who accepted aliving leader asthe
incarnation of Xitli. Murder, torture, pillage were not crimes, when Xitli ordered them.”

Sdter locked the throne room and turned toward the elevators. Politely, heinvited Cranston to come
back on another day, when more relics would be on display. Many boxes, Sdter said, had not yet been
opened. Most of them werein the cellar of the museum.

At that moment, Sdter was interrupted. He was standing by the door of the eevator, which he had
opened, when dl the group detected scraping sounds that seemed to filter through the museum. The noise
was uncanny, for it was quite untraceable, at firdt. It was Cranston who explained theriddle.

"Probably from the elevator shaft,”" he said. "Which might indicate the cellar. Y ou spoke of boxes down
there, Mr. Sdlter.”

Sdter shook his head.
"It couldn't be the cdllar. Do you think so, Mr. Taborn?"

Taborn decided with Salter, that the sounds came from ahigher floor; but Brendle accepted The
Shadow's theory, that the cellar was the source. It was The Shadow who suggested, in Cranston's easy

dyle

"If we go down to the ground floor, we can trace the sounds from there.”



Sdlter took them to the ground floor in the elevator. As he stopped the car, they listened; the sounds il
came from below. Stepping from the elevator, Sdter beckoned the group toward his office.

There, he opened a desk drawer and took out two revolvers, after which, he pointed to some canesin
the corner and a pair of spears crossed on thewall.

"There arefour stairwaysto the cdlar,” he said, "each from acorner of the ground floor. I would suggest
that we each take a separate stairway and converge on the intruders.”

SALTER took arevolver, and so did Talborn. Brendle preferred one of the big spears, while The
Shadow, quite indifferently, picked one of the canes. Softly, they started out into the corridor.

The Shadow et the others go ahead. Then, stepping back into the office, he replaced the cane where it
bel onged.

Opening abrief case that he had brought with him, the leisurely Mr. Cranston became aman of rapid
action. Producing adouch hat and ablack cloak, he put on the garments, then packed a brace of
automatics into holsters benegath his coat. By that rapid transformation, he became The Shadow.

Side-gtepping from the office, The Shadow became agliding shape dong the dim corridor as he moved
toward the outer door. Once he was outside the museum, he vanished. Blackness from the shrubbery
blotted out his arriving form. Picking hisway through the gloom, The Shadow paced the lower wall of the
huge museum.

Somewhere, he expected to find an outside entrance to the cellar, as Salter had termed it, though actualy
it was a basement, itsfloor only atrifle below ground level. The museum, according to report, had been
built upon a solid square of concrete that served as a permanent foundation.

At therear of the pyramid, The Shadow came upon the cellar entrance, which betrayed itself by athin
line of light from adiding door that was not quite shut. Halting, the black-cloaked arrival drew back to a
clump of shrubs, finding cover in the darkness, which was now complete except for the whiteness of the
museumwall.

The door was diding open; aman carrying a burlap sack moved outward, past where The Shadow
stood. The burden was heavy, even for the husky man who hauled it. The Shadow could not see the
man'sface, for it wasturned away, but hisrough clothes and low-pulled cap gave him athuggish

appearance.

The fellow passed the sack to someonein the darkness, then returned to the cellar. Hearing footsteps
move away beyond the shrubs, The Shadow decided to look into the cdllar first. The man who went
insde had closed the door again, but The Shadow worked it open wide enough to wedge through.

A light was glowing in the cellar. Benegth its glare, three men were stooping above alarge box, newly
arrived from Mexico, working on its haf-raised lid. Onefist holding adrawn gun, The Shadow placed his
other hand behind him and did the door shut.

He began a dow advance, unnoticed by the stooping men, who failed even to see the stretch of
elongated blacknessthat crept dong the floor and into their midst.

A few steps more would have brought The Shadow squarely upon the trio of human rats who were
obvioudy engaged in looting the boxes that Hedwin had sent from Mexico. But The Shadow's unseen
command was suddenly broken by a sound from acorner of the cellar.

One of three other invaders, Sdter, Taborn, or Brendle, had stumbled while coming down astairway.



Instantly, the three men by the boxes were up on their feet, one trying to learn which corner the sound
had come from, another grabbing for thelight, the third turning toward the very doorway through which
The Shadow had entered.

All three were armed and when the third man saw The Shadow, hisyell brought the other two about.
There were snarls asthe light went out; then the sudden bark of revolvers.

Thaose shots were harmless, fired by men who were spinning, sprawling over boxes under the
hard-dedged blows of ahuman whirlwind. The man who doused the light hadn't given his pals, nor
himsdlf, sufficient time to witness the speed of The Shadow's lunge.

Darkness was no handicap to The Shadow, especidly when he knew that every figure he encountered
was afoeman, deserving of prompt settlement.

The darkness, however, saved the bewildered crooks, as they scrambled for the corners of the cdllar,
two minustheir guns, the third too anxiousfor flight to try pot shotsagaingt an invisbletarget.

The Shadow could not risk shotsin their direction, because he heard other sounds beyond and knew that
Sdter, Taborn, and Brendle were coming into the fray, where they could receive stray bullets.

Only one of them had aflashlight: Sdter. The curator used it, somewhat frantically, spreading abeam that
he didn't hold in any one place. Each time hislight uncovered a crook, Salter shed the glare somewhere
else, and the thug went scuttling to cover.

Thelaugh of The Shadow reverberated through the cdlar, bringing startling echoes from the stone-lined
room. It told the robbers that surrender was their only course, and they were about to heed it, when new
invaders entered. They came from the outer door, which they did aside, acrew of them with flashlights.

Outlined in the glare, The Shadow furnished gun stabs that brought howls and scattered flashlights. Other
gunswere blazing from the door, but their shots were wide, spasmodic. In the confusion, the three thugs
from the cellar were seeking escape, and blocking off the very marksmen who had helped them.

SUCH were not the only blunders. Salter and Taborn were shooting from their corners, aiming short of
the door for fear that some enemies might be diving in upon them. With bullets ricocheting close a hand,
The Shadow reversed his course, seeking to fire from alonger, but safer, range.

As hewhed ed, the chance sweep of Sdter'sflashlight showed abulky man driving in with abig spear. It
was Brendle, hoping to head off some of the scattering crooks. The Shadow met him with acharge that
sent Brendle backward, his spear clattering away. Seeing Brendlesfdl, Salter charged in, shouting to
Tdborntojoin him.

From the floor, Brendle was bellowing for them to stop; that they had made a bad mistake. Sdter, by
then, was fedling the weight of afist that carried agun. He sagged, clutching hisjaw, and heard Brendl€'s
shouts. Hetried to yell a Talborn, too, but his jaw was too numbed to work.

Taborn was redling away from The Shadow, when Sdter and Brendle reached him. Gone berserk,
Taborn began to battle his own friends and gave them aterrific grapple. He had lost hisrevolver under a
dashing blow that The Shadow had given him, and the fact that he was wegponless drove Taborn to
grester frenzy.

While three men tumbled around the cdllar, they heard The Shadow's laugh again, near the outer door,
accompanied by staccato shotsthat hefired after fleeing crooks. Then the roar of auto motorsfrom a
block away told that crooks had maneuvered a departure, due to the chance mix-up that had retarded



The Shadow.

The crazed fray in the cellar took a sudden end when another man strong-armed hisway among the
battlers. Spilled to the floor, Sdter found hisflashlight and turned it in the direction of grunts and groans.

He saw Taborn lying on the floor, quite subdued by a complacent man who was seated upon the prone
fighter. The seated man had Brendle stymied, too. He had gripped Brendle's arm and was holding it
behind him, so tightly that Brendle could not twist away.

Groggy though he was, Sdter laughed. The man who had pitched him out of things, and separated
Taborn and Brendle, too, was the unruffled Mr. Cranston. It seemed that Cranston must have stayed in
his own corner, until he realized what turn the fight had taken. He had then proceeded to put hisfriendsin
their proper places.

Sheepishly, Taborn and Brendle thanked Cranston for putting them right. Salter, meanwhile, began to
examine the boxes. He found them partly opened, and made a check-up of the contents.

The boxes were loosely packed, but none of the Mayan curios were missing, for Salter had alist that he
consulted while he made the check-up.

"At least, we managed to get hereintime," declared the curator. "Those crooks hadn't finished opening
the boxes, when we disturbed them. They havefled, so we might aswell go upstairsto my office and
inform the police of the attempted robbery.

Lamont Cranston was the last to leave the cellar. He stood aone, with aflashlight of hisown, asthe
othersreturned the gtairs. With his probing light, The Shadow first studied the corner where he had left
his cloak and hat in order to become Cranston again. The garments were out of sight, where he could
pick them up &t leisure.

Then the light glowed on the boxes. A soft laugh, only awhisper, issued from The Shadow'slips.
Fitzhugh Sdter had awrong surmise, as bad as Eugene Brendle's mistaken attack upon The Shadow, or
the sumble that Graham Talborn had made, still earlier, while descending the corner stairway.

Intruders had not been opening the boxes when The Shadow found them. They had been closing those
cratesfrom Mexico. Infact, before entering the cdllar, The Shadow had seen some sneaking away with
the last load of goods that they had bagged.

Nothing was gone from the boxes, according to the list that Sdlter claimed had come from Professor
Hedwin. But the fact still remained that the boxes, loosely packed, could have held agreat dedl more
than the ligt stated; indeed, had actudly held agreat deal more.

The Shadow knew what the crooks had stolen. They had picked up Aztec treasure, which Panchez and
his mestizos had been gathering al aong the route while Hedwin and his expedition were traveling from
Y ucatan to Mexico City. The treasure had been shipped adong with the bone-fide Mayan relics intended
for the museum.

Who was behind the game, remained ariddle. Whether or not Professor Hedwin had secretly engineered
the crooked shipment, was a question not yet answered. Conversdly, it might be that Fitzhugh Sdter was
covering the ddiveries. Y e, ether or both might beinnocent, not guilty.

The best way to solve the problem would be to find the men who had carried away the treasure tonight.
Such was The Shadow's coming problem, in New Orleans.



CHAPTER VII.CRIME'SNEW CHANCE

LAMONT CRANSTON sat at awriting desk, in hisroom at the Hotel M ontebazan. Another night had
cometo New Orleans, the fourth since hisarrival. From the windows of his corner room, The Shadow
covered every angle that he wanted.

In one direction, he could see the city's center; off, far beyond, the white shape of the strange but sightly
pyramid that housed the Mayan Museum. In another direction, The Shadow overlooked the French
Quarter, otherwise the Vieux Carre, which carried the charm of old New Orleans and was a place where
many problems might be answered.

A third outlook showed the Mississippi, with itslong curved line of docks. There lay the waterfront,
where East met West, with North and South to boot, and the law of human surviva prevailedinits
rawest form. No city in the United States had a more polyglot waterfront than New Orleans, and The
Shadow was quite convinced that the men he wanted would be found there.

The New Orleans police had investigated the attempted robbery at the Mayan Museum, but the belief
that the marauders had departed empty-handed made the case an empty one, aswell. Hence, the law
had practically dropped the matter, leaving intengve investigation solely to The Shadow.

On thewriting desk lay alist of names, dl of personswho might have been concerned. Gamblers,
smugglers, petty racketeers, even former paliticians, were on The Shadow's list. He had crossed off
names, adozen and more, until only one remained:

Pierre Laboutard.

It was difficult to class Pierre Laboutard. Some termed him amodern Jean L&fitte, a cross between a
smuggler and apirate, yet aheroic figure who would turn patriotic when occason caled. Such a
description exaggerated L aboutard.

He had been arum-runner in the old days, and later had tried to muscle in on the shrimp-fishing industry,
to the extent of taking over some fishing shacks from their rightful owners. To save his hide, he had
subsequently tipped off Federal authorities to the whereabouts of some gun runners who were shipping
wegpons to Central America

Thus Laboutard, the smuggler-pirate who went patriotic, was, in short, abootlegger and racketeer who
had turned State's evidence. Since then, Pierre Laboutard had faded nestly into the background; but he
and hismixed tribe till had tolive.

Lately, Laboutard Co. hadn't been seen, and it was supposed that they had gone back to the bayous.
But The Shadow had traced them to the New Orleans waterfront.

Laboutard wasn't in the habit of leaving aforwarding address, but The Shadow, familiar with life dong
the New Orleans docks, had finaly narrowed down the hunt. Tonight, he expected to cal on Laboutard;
but first, he had another appointment.

Professor Darius Hedwin had arrived from Mexico, Andy Ameswith him. Fitzhugh Sdter was holding a
reception at the Mayan Museum, in Hedwin's honor, and Lamont Cranston was one of the invited guests.
Since the event promised some threads to the past that might lead to the future, The Shadow had
decided to attend, and look to Laboutard afterward.

Attired in faultless evening clothes, The Shadow reached the museum, where he was introduced to
Professor Hedwin and Andy Ames, Fitzhugh Salter wasthere, of course, and The Shadow also found



Graham Taborn and Eugene Brendle.

Affable as ever, Taborn was surrounded by agroup of prosperous looking men, contributorsto the
museum fund. Talborn's enthusiasm over the museum was quite contagious, and the grizzled exporter was
very generousin his statements. Though Taborn was the largest contributor to the cause, he shared the
credit with others, much to their pleasure.

A contrasting group acknowledged Brendle as their spokesman. They were men connected with the
building trades, who had helped in the congtruction of the museum. There were architects among them,
and craftsmen, and they all received ashare of praise from Brendle.

The contractor made it quite plain that he had left many of the detailsto various speciaists, knowing that
they were both competent and reliable.

One man was noticeably absent: James Carland. He had been invited, as amatter of courtesy, but no
one expected him to gppear. There was adight stir, however, when agirl arrived in Sdter's office. The
Shadow heard her name buzz through the group:

"Yvonne Carland!"

Promptly, The Shadow gathered that the girl was Carland's niece; that she lived in New Orleans with her
uncle. She must have inherited her disposition, aswell as her looks, from the other side of her family, for
shewasn't ahit like her Uncle James.

YVONNE CARLAND was abrunette, with large brown eyes, and a complexion of adelicate cream
that made an excellent contrast to her ruddy, smiling lips. Her features, like her name, denoted the French
ancestry of her mother's family, while her voice had adight touch of the musica Louisianadrawl.

"Uncle Jm wouldn't come," Y vonnetold Sdter, "and | can't say that | blame him. But | thought you ought
to know that we appreciated the invitation, so | up and came mysdf.”

Dropping his smug style, Salter became profoundly polite.

"You are very welcome, Miss Carland,” he said. "Wefed that your uncle would still be one of us, but for
hisfinanciad problems. We hope you will assure him on that point.”

Y vonne shook hands with Professor Hedwin, who scarcely noticed her during the process. His eyes
werefar away, asthough histhoughtswere ill in Mexico. But Yvonne's eyes, The Shadow noted, were
fixed on someone very close at hand. She had awarm smile, too, for Andy Ames.

"I knew you would come," The Shadow heard Andy confide. "Otherwise, | would have telephoned you,
Yvonne."

"Which would have been unwise," the girl returned. "It will take awhile, Andy, before my unclewill bein
agood humor. He won't hear or speak of anyone who has a thing to do with this museum, except Mr.
Brendle

"Because he owes Brendle money?"

"That'swhy. It'sjust good policy with Uncle Jm, to be friendly under such circumstances. Honestly,
Andy" - thegirl'seyesblazed - "sometimes| hate my uncle."

"Y ou haven't anything on Professor Hedwin," said Andy. "All you haveto do is say "James Carland,’ and
he erupts like aMexican volcano!”



Andy's voice had raised atrifle. Hedwin was close enough to hear Carland's name and the reference to
the volcano. Ingtantly, Hedwin's high-pitched voice cackled an interruption to al other conversations.

"James Carland!" he exclamed. "Why mention the man who tried to destroy dl our efforts? He pledged
himsdlf to build this museum, and then abandoned us. He used his evil influence on others, too. Therewas
aman from New Y ork, named Jonathan Dorn, who offered to finance my expedition whileit wasin

Y ucaten.

"But Carland talked to him and wanted him to put money into rice fields. We heard no more from Dorn.
Bah! Hewas as bad as Carland!

"Don't try to stop me, Sdter” - waving his arms, Hedwin pushed the curator away - "because | don't like
interruptions. Let me see.” The professor's glower became areflective stare. "What did | intend to tell
you? Ah, yes!" Hedwin brightened. "I meant to spesk about the volcano; Xitli."

The whole group showed rdlief as Hedwin changed the subject. They listened, with redl interest, whilethe
professor harped upon histheory that the Mayas had identified their fire god with the volcano. Once
talking about Xitli, Hedwin became hard to stop.

"Let usgo updairs,” hefinaly suggested, "and | shal show you the prize of this museum - the throne
room of Xitli, furnished with therelicsthat | personaly brought back from Cuicuilco.”

Riding up in the elevators, the group reassembled outside the throne room. Sdter sarted to turn the
combination, but Hedwin pushed him aside. Those two, it seemed, were the only oneswho knew the
combination to the big strong door.

When he opened the door, Hedwin turned on alight that gave the room aruddy glow, symbolizing
flame.

THE room contained the curios that Hedwin mentioned. Little images of the squatly fire god werein the
niches aong the wals. Two tablets of stone, with odd hieroglyphics, were on either side of the built-in
throne. There were vases and urns about the room, but most important was the seat of the throne itself.

There, The Shadow saw a squarish block of basalt, smooth except for its specia markings. He heard
Andy tdlling Y vonne how the professor had unearthed the black stone on the last night at Cuicuilco.

Then, like the rest, The Shadow was watching Professor Hedwin parade across the room, to take his
place upon the throne. Seated there, the gray-haired excavator cackled happily.

"l am Xitli!" announced Hedwin. "And you" - he swept his withery hand about the group - "are my
followers. Because Xitli had followers' - Hedwin was nodding, wisdly - "yes, many of them. The Xitli cult
was powerful, and dangerous. It survivesto this day, and now its meeting placeisin New Orleans,
instead of & Cuicuilco!"

Sdter was undertoning something to the persons near him. Rising from the throne, Hedwin advanced to
the door, demanding sharply:

"What's that you are saying, Sdter?’

"l was saying," returned Salter, crigply, "that the Xitli legend as yet remains unproven. Thisthroneroomis
your whim, Hedwin, not mine.”

Hedwin's scrawny hands came up, as though he intended to dig his clawish fingernailsinto Sdter'sthroat.
With ashrug, the curator turned away.



"Come, let uslook at the other exhibits" he said. "Then wéll return downstairs, where abuffet supper
has been prepared for us.”

It was Andy who restrained old Hedwin, for he knew how to humor the professor. Blocking the door,
Andy asked Hedwin to identify the various Xitli imagesin the niches, according to their inscriptions.

Y vonne Carland looked quite interested; so did Lamont Cranston. Finding that he had an audience, the
professor roamed the room, picking out the various figurines and stating in what parts of Mexico he had
uncovered them.

By the time Hedwin and his present companions rejoined the group downgtairs, the old professor was
beaming happily, hisfeud with Sdter forgotten, like his outbursts againgt Carland and Dorn. Infact,
Hedwin became deeply interested when he heard Salter tell about the thwarted robbery of afew nights
before.

Both Taborn and Brendle supported Salter's description, and al seemed pleased when they saw
Cranston nod his agreement to their account. Meanwhile, the guests were making inroads into the buffet
supper, and when the story was finished, Professor Hedwin wagged an oyster fork about the group.

"Those robbers were after the Xitli relics, | warrant,” declared the professor, solemnly. "Buit | tricked
them. | didn't ship the Xitli remains; | brought them personaly, instead. But | am glad, Sdlter, that you
stopped the robbery. By doing so, you saved some very fine exhibits.

"Which reminds me, Andy" - Hedwin turned to his assistant - "another shipment is arriving tonight, on the
Amazonia. It isthe last shipment from Mexico. | think that you should be there when the boxes are
unloaded.”

"Y ou want meto go right away, professor?’

"No, not right away." Hedwin threw asmiletoward Y vonne. "1 would say that an hour from now would
be soon enough. They caled me at the hotdl, to tell me that the Amazonia had docked; but thereisno
hurry, Andy. No hurry at al."

Rather gratefully, Andy Ames accepted the professor's decision, because it allowed him another hour
with Y vonne Carland. But there was one guest in the group who felt that the matter of the Amazonia
demanded prompt attention: Lamont Cranston.

Thiswasthefirg that The Shadow had heard of another shipment from Mexico. Its Sgnificance was
plan.

Since crooks had stolen unlisted contents from boxes in the museum cdllar, it waslikdly that they might
intend to repesat the operation. But the museum was better protected than before, and this evening it was
thronged with people. Which |eft the criminals one other choice: arobbery before the boxeswere
unloaded from the Amazonia.

Unnoticed by the chatting group, Cranston left the museum. Stepping into a car, he drove away, drawing
ablack cloak around his shoulders. Again, Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow, aswas
evidenced by hiswhispered laugh as he placed his douch hat on his head.

The Shadow was bound for the waterfront ahead of schedule, to look up Pierre Laboutard. If he did not
find the so-called pirate at the spot where he expected, there would till be another place to look: the
wharf where the steamship Amazonia had docked!



CHAPTER VIII. ALONG THE WATERFRONT

BACK from the extensve line of wharves dong the Mississppi, the huddled buildings of the waterfront
seemed dwarfed and shrunken as they crouched behind the shelter of the levee, where loomed the stedl
sheds of thewharves.

Therewas life throughout that district, as mixed as a score of nationalities could makeit, and at nightfall
the bulking darkness of the sheds shrouded the menace of the district below, frequently hiding deeds as
dark asthe night itself.

Only the bananawharves presented activity by night; the chief danger in their vicinity was from tarantulas
and tropical snakesthat came in with banana shipments. But a ong the docks where coffee and cotton
were unloaded, and near the molasses sheds, menace could exist in human form.

Picking hisway past waterfront dives that emitted the babble of many tongues, The Shadow reached an
old store front that made aforbidding portal. Windows close by betokened watchful eyes, ready to
report the advent of any stranger; but no eye could have discerned the cloaked form of The Shadow in
that gloom.

Working the door open, The Shadow glided through a pitch-black hallway, down ashort flight of steps,
to another door that signified aback room. The room was lighted; it contained a crew of rough-clad men,
who fdt too secure in these preserves to bother about placing aguard on the inner door.

The Shadow was looking in on Pierre Laboutard and his band of thugs. Smugglers, pirates, or mere
cutthroats - any of the termswould have suited them. Laboutard, himsalf, was brawny, hard-faced, and
sharp of eye. But the same description applied equaly to the rest.

A few were Cguns, members of the darkish, indefinable race found in the environs of New Orleans.
They consdered themselves a chosen group, for one of their number was Laboutard's lone lieutenant.
L aboutard addressed the fellow as Jaro, and seemed to vaue his opinions. The rest of the band were
largely ex-sailors, of various nationdlities.

L aboutard was talking, when The Shadow viewed the meeting through the door crack. The leader'stone
camein aforced purr that carried traces of avenomous hiss. Jaro, sested beside Laboutard, saw fit to
put in brief comments of his own, supplementing some of the leader's Satements.

"Tonight will be one morejob," spoke Laboutard. "Like the others, but not at the museum. No. It will be
more wise to go to the ship, the Amazonia. What matter if we make much trouble? This onewill bethe
last time. A few can go to the ship more easly than many.”

"With me" put in Jaro, tapping his chest. "1 pick my men." He pointed to the Cgjuns. "I takefive."

"Then afterward,” continued Laboutard, "after al is over, we come back here. | pay you al; maybe more
than the price | promise. Then we wait, and do nothing.”

Jaro offered an objection.

"First you say there was something more," he reminded. " Some more jobs, for specia men, that would
bring big money, Piere.”

"Ah, oui," recalled Laboutard. "But | have thought it over. | do not likeit. To sted, it iseasy, evenif one
haveto kill. But to kill for nothing but the pay, isdifferent. It istoo foolish."

Jaro looked doubtful on that point, asdid severa of the others, but Laboutard remained unruffled. He



merely made his point more plain.

"Oneman say sted," he declared, "in away that nobody find out. We do it, and even with trouble like we
have the other night, the police do not bother us. So we can steal more, the same way. Good, eh, Jaro?"

Jaro admitted that it was.

"But another man say kill," added Laboutard, "and when we do, what happen? There will be police
everywhere. They ask questions that make trouble for alot of you, even though they do not arrest for
murder."

The ex-sailors caught the point. Some of them would be due for deportation if questioned too closely by
the authorities, no matter what the subject.

"So we wait, after tonight,” concluded Laboutard, shrewdly, "and then decide what is the best to do.
Maybe the man who wish the murder pay for something else. It may be that | know something that he
would not like peopleto hear."

LABOUTARD had madeit quite plain that he had two clients: one, who wanted robberies committed
and was getting them; the other, aman who desired murder done. In typica fashion, Laboutard was
planning a shakedown as an easier way of collecting cash from the second man in question.

The fact that Laboutard had been approached by two different schemers did not strike The Shadow asa
coincidence. The smple fact was that Laboutard was the one man in New Orleans best equipped to
handle specidized crime. He and his band were the clearing house for such operations.

"l send you, Jaro, to the ship," decided Laboutard. "Go, now, and we can follow. Through the dley will
be best for you, while we go out the front. Because maybe you find trouble; but for us, maybe we only
watch."

The Shadow took the route through the front door, while Jaro and his squad were sneaking from the
back. The cloaked fighter was gone when Laboutard and his reserve crew came sauntering from the
front door.

But The Shadow did not pick up Jaro'strail direct. Instead, he took aroute of his own to the pier where
the Amazoniawas docked.

The Amazoniawas an old freighter that often berthed in New Orleans. Her mixed cargo wasn't the sort
that anyone would want to rifle, hence no pains were taken to protect the ship from boarders. Getting
over therail, The Shadow found a convenient lurking place behind ahuge coil of rope, near ahatchway.
There, he waited for Jaro and the Cgjun squad.

They came on board as stedlthily as snakes. Crouching low, they wormed their way to the open
hatchway and descended, one by one. When the last had gone, The Shadow moved forward from the
rope coil and took a careful look toward the wharf, to make sure that Laboutard and the reserves were
not too close at hand.

Then, two guns drawn, The Shadow turned to make his own descent, intending to surprise Jaro and his
Cauns at work in the hold below.

It was abold plan, but a sure one, considering The Shadow's methods. He had trapped crooks before,
bel ow decks, and knew that they did not like it when boxed. Maybe some shooting would be necessary,
but it would be in The Shadow'sfavor.



His shotswould alarm the ship's crew and bring them to take over the prisoners. That would leave The
Shadow freeto greet Laboutard and the reserves, when they made their delayed arrival.

As The Shadow foresaw it, the surprise would strike Jaro and the Cguns, and there would be no way
for them to reverse the Stuation.

But there was one factor not in The Shadow's calculations: the chance that Jaro and his men might
receive a surprise before The Shadow reached them. Such was to happen, for things were happening
below deck without The Shadow's knowledge.

Crouched above boxes which they had rapidly opened, the Cguns were reaching for heavy burlap sacks
that Jaro pointed out, when a stir came from deeper in the hold. Low voices seemed to mutter a chant
that was anything but human.

Bounding up from abox, Jaro gave asnarl that showed actua fright, for his supergtitious nature was
aroused. Then, contemptuoudy, he flung alight into the depths.

The beam showed a sight that froze the band of Cgjuns. They were ready to battle man, beast, or reptile,
but not the creatures that came clumping toward them. They were men, yes, those figures from the hold,
but a sort that could have come from another world. In fact, they did belong to another period.

They were Aztecs, adozen of them, lineal descendants of the bronze fighters who had ruled ancient
Mexico. Chunky-built, with metallic faces topped by sharp-danted foreheads, they were clad in dusky
garb, the hides of jungle beasts.

For arms, they had stone hatchets, which they raised asthey advanced. Then, when Jaro reached for a
knife as a suitable weapon for aslent fray, the sony Aztecslunged.

Jaro sprang away, hisknife haf drawn. The Cgunsfollowed their leader, franticdly trying to get at
weapons of their own. Pursued by the Aztecs, who were charging full force, Jaro and his squad went up
through the hatchway at top speed, with an impetus that even a superhuman force could not halt.

The Shadow learned that when he tried to stop them. He greeted Jaro's swarming men with a challenging
laugh so gtartling, coming from darkness, that it would ordinarily have made the supergtitious Cguns
fdter.

Moreover, he wasin among them with his guns, swinging to beat them down into the hatchway. But the
terror that pursued the maddened tribe numbed their minds to any menace that might lie ahead.

HOISTED high by the mass of crazed men who erupted from the hatchway, The Shadow was swept
back on the crest of ahuman tidd wave. A light from the ship's bridge showed darkish faces and
gleaming knives.

Though too wild to recognize The Shadow as the fighter who had battled them in the museum, Jaro's men
saw him as an obstacle to their path and tried to hew him down.

Faying with hisarms, The Shadow best off the knife thrusts, but could do no more. The swirl carried him
to thefar rail of the ship, where he managed to disentangle himself, though dashing knives threatened to
cut his cloak to ribbons. Spinning sideways, The Shadow brought up against a stanchion and landed on
his hands and knees.

Jaro was going overboard, and his men were copying his example except for one who had sstumbled
short, staggered by agun blow from The Shadow. The luckless Cgjun was on hisfeet as soon as The
Shadow, and seeing the cloaked fighter, the fellow came at him. Grappling, they reeled toward therall,



just asthe Aztecs reached the deck.

The excitement on the Amazonia had been heard by Laboutard and his men, who were lurking far back
in the darkness of a shed. Wondering what had happened to his shock troops, Laboutard started
forward with the reserves. But another man had aready reached the scene. Andy Ames had just come
from the museum and was stepping on board the Amazonia.

Andy saw The Shadow haf acrossthefar rail, aman with aknife poised above him. Andy didn't notice
that The Shadow had dropped one gun overboard and had caught the foeman'swrist. Andy was still
carrying hisrevolver, and he used it. His shot clipped the Cgun. With ahowl, the wounded man went
over therall, carrying The Shadow with him.

His gunshot echoed by a splash, Andy heard another sound that whizzed past his ear. Something landed
with achoppy noisein apost just behind him. In the dim light of the deck, Andy spied the thrower, a
squatly man who had come from ahatchway. Remembering the night at Cuicuilco, Andy mistook the
Aztec for one of The Shadow's Xincas.

Rather than mistakenly battle afriend, Andy turned for the wharf. Stumbling against the post, he found
the object that had driven into it: astone-headed ax. Y anking the weapon from the post, Andy carried it
with him. Hearing asnarly shout from the wharf shed, Andy cut away for cover just as guns began to
shoot in hisgenerd direction.

Then Laboutard and his mixed reserves were surging on board the Amazonia, expecting to find The
Shadow milling with Jaro's Cgjuns. Instead, they discovered a deserted deck. Like Jaro's crew, The
Shadow had gone overboard, and the Aztecs, too, had disappeared.

The strange men from Mexico had sought battle only to keep their presence unknown. Having cleared
the deck, they had taken shore leave before the arrival of Laboutard and his reinforcements. So swiftly
had they saized their opportunity that even The Shadow, busied with the Cguns, had failed to seethe
Aztecs come and go!

CHAPTER IX. TRAIL DELAYED

COMMOTION broke on the Amazonia as soon as Pierre Laboutard and his men boarded the ship.

Andy's gunshot had wakened members of the deeping crew, and the volley that Laboutard's followers
supplied completely aroused the sailors. But as soon as they poked themsalvesin sight, Laboutard
ordered gunfire that drove the sailors back to cover.

Laboutard ordered half of his men below to complete the robbery that Jaro had begun. They scurried
down the hatchway, and the man who remained on deck began exchanging sniping shots with the
barricaded sailors.

All the while, Laboutard was fuming. He knew there would be trouble from the shore, and feared that
time would prove too short to complete his purpose.

Thingsworked to Laboutard's advantage. His men were back in no time, bringing the burlap sacks.
Having found the boxes open, they had smply seized the swag. As soon asthey arrived, Laboutard
ordered aswift trip ashore.

The burden carriers hurried ahead, while Laboutard and the gunnersfired shots to keep the sailors of the
Amazoniain their quarters.



Attracted by the gunfire, two policemen had reached the wharf. They saw the stooped figures of the
scurrying men who carried the bags of loot. Shouting for them to stop, the officers hurried forward, firing
warning shots asthey came.

It was a serious gesture, for they were unwittingly putting themsalvesin the path of Laboutard's gun
sguad, which was coming from the boat.

From the next wharf, where he had found shelter, Andy Ames saw the danger. Andy held two wesgpons.
hisrevolver in one hand, the Aztec hatchet in the other.

He hesitated a mere moment, then flung the hatchet out into the river, where it landed with achoppy
plunk, its stone head carrying it to the muddy bottom. Waving his revolver, Andy dashed toward the
Amazonia, shouting awarning to the officers.

"Look out!" he called. "They're coming from the ship, awhole mob with guns!™

Andy didn't give the copstime to doubt. Hefired at the gangway of the Amazonia, then dropped for the
nearest shelter, easily ahead of the return volley that Laboutard's gunners supplied. But Andy's warning
wasn't enough.

Thiswas more than a ship-sde quarrel, which the cops mistook it to be. Laboutard had just committed
piracy in earnest, and intended to chop down any blockers who might hold him responsible for the deed.

His roustabouts were joined by Jaro and the Cgjuns, who had swum around the ship like water rats, to
come ashore. Some were surging en masse, to overwhelm the two patrolmen, who by thistime were
rapidly retiring; while others, men with knives, were cregping in to wipe out Andy, who couldn't see them
againg the black side of the Amazonia.

Out of that ominous Stuation came the one chalenge that could reverse matters: the laugh of The
Shadow!

The black-cloaked fighter had not swum around the Amazonia. Instead, he had returned to the deck by
way of the anchor chain. He was on the bridge, boldly placing himself where al could see him, confident
that Laboutard's close-range fighters could not put up an accurate fire from the comparatively distant
wharf.

Having regained the automatic that he had dropped on deck, The Shadow was proving that long range
was hisforte. His shots were either nicking Laboutard's followers or ricocheting from the concrete at
their feet. With his second gun, The Shadow added side shots toward the knifers who were cregping
toward Andy.

They were too close to the Amazoniato be picked off, but the shots were dangeroudy close. In scuffling
to the wharf edge under the seamship's Sde, they gave themselves away, and Andy began to blast, glad
that his experience at Cuicuilco had taught him to dways carry extraammunition for hisrevolver.

Laboutard's whole tribe took the quickest coursethat offered flight. It was every man for himsdlf, with
escape the only object, as they scattered everywhere. Laboutard himself was on the run, and Jaro with
him, but when they reached the depths of the shed, the pirate chief and his lieutenants shouted for the
tribetoraly.

By then it wastoo late.

The Shadow's timely demonstration had aready brought acompact crew to action. The sailorson the
Amazoniawere taking over the vessdl's deck, armed with avariety of wegpons. They heard The



Shadow's laugh, saw the pointing stabs of his flashing guns. They took to the land as readily asthe
Cauns had gonefor the water.

Crippled members of Laboutard's band tried to stop that surge, and the wharf became ageneral melee,
with everything favoring the sailors from the Amazonia. Andy and the officerswere cominginto aid,
forgetful that Laboutard might raly his remaining men back from the waterfront.

I'T was The Shadow who foresaw that complication. Down from the bridge, over the gangway, he was
Speeding across the wharf, a black-clad avenger whose stresking figure was actudly invisible under the
gloom of the sheltering shed.

His purpose wasto hurl himsdf asaliving bombshell into the cluster that was forming around Laboutard
and Jaro.

They were across astreet that ran beside arailroad track, and astretch of light intervened. They spied
The Shadow as he reached that |ast 1ap and began to scatter, some aming revolvers, others hurling
knives.

Had they remained grouped, The Shadow would have launched into their midst; but since they were
scattering of their own volition, he smply went into the next stage of his clean-up.

Whedling back into darkness, The Shadow jabbed telling shots at flashing guns, shifting his own position
with such aacrity that hisfoemen were belated when they tried to pick hisgun burgts astargets.

Nor did The Shadow's mocking laugh give them akey. It could have come from anywhere - or from
nowhere.

L aboutard's baffled band was in atight spot, when abig spotlight suddenly blazed in from acorner. It
showed The Shadow, adeek shapein black, dripping from histrip into the river. Guns began a
haphazard tattoo in hisdirection.

Thelight was from apolice car that covered the waterfront. Its occupants mistook The Shadow for the
prime trouble-maker, and to add to the complication, other cars were coming up to follow the example
of thefirst. The Shadow's only course was landward flight. As he sped in one direction to e ude the
reveaing lights, Laboutard's fightersfled in another.

Still misguided, the copsin police carstried to hunt down The Shadow. Those that stopped at the wharf
learned of the mistake, but by then the pursuers were too far away. They spotted The Shadow at
infrequent intervals as he took to dleyways.

Findly reaching his car, The Shadow managed to get astart to safety, but to avoid aclash with the
police, he was forced to drive away from the city's center instead of toward it.

Meanwhile, order had been restored near the Amazonia. Laboutard's cripples had fought to the desth;
not one remained to name the leader who had ordered them into combat.

Andy Ames explained how he had happened to come to the wharf, and sailors from the Amazonia
supported him with the testimony that the ship had boxes for the Mayan Museum in its cargo.

Accompanied by a police captain who had taken charge, Andy went on board to examine the boxes.
Not only did the shipment appear rifled, but sailorstedtified that they had seen maraudersfleeing with
loaded sacks. Nevertheless, the remaining contents of the boxes coincided with alist that Andy had
brought from the museum.



It didn't puzzle Andy. He remembered how Panchez and the mestizos had gathered loot on the way from
Y ucatan. It was plain that they had shipped it with the relics that the expedition had accumulated. Goods
for the Mayan Museum had been passed, almost unexamined, by Mexican officials and United States
cusoms officers.

When the police decided that the sacks might have come from elsewhere in the ship's cargo, the men on
the Amazoniaadmitted that such might be the case. But Andy was thinking in terms of Professor Hedwin
and Fitzhugh Salter, wondering if one or the other could have been responsible for what had happened.

Accompanied by the police captain, Andy returned to the museum. Most of the guests had gone, but the
rest were listening to a hectic argument between Hedwin and Salter on the subject of thefire god, Xitli.
Graham Talborn and Eugene Brendle were still present; so was Y vonne Carland.

Though Hedwin and Sdlter seldom agreed on anything, both the professor and the curator were satisfied
when Andy announced that the list showed nothing stolen. Hedwin couldn't remember precisdy what had
gonein various shipments, and Salter declared that al typewritten lists were precise copies of those that
Hedwin had sent him.

Hence, Andy's quandary still continued until anew and rather startling eement devel oped. It came when
apolice car arrived, bringing adarkish, ugly-faced prisoner whose arm was bandaged.

Andy recognized that the fellow must be the Cajun who had grappled The Shadow by therail of the
Amazonia. The man'swound was from the bullet that Andy had triggered.

FISHED from the river by the police, the prisoner wasin amood to talk. He wastelling a certain amount
of truth because he thought it would be for his benefit and Laboutard's.

The Cguninssted that he hadn't been on the Amazoniaat al, but had smply been strolling long the
wharf when trouble began. That much wasfase, but the fellow followed it with facts.

He said that men from the Amazonia had started dl the trouble; strange men, whose faces|ooked like
copper and whose garments were the rough hides of animas. When he came to the description of thelr
doping foreheads there was an interruption from Hedwin.

"Aztecd" exclaimed the professor, asif quite pleased. " Stowaways from Mexico. Do you know why
they are here?' He shot the question at Sdter. "They have heard that the temple of Xitli hasbeen
restored. My theories are proven!"

"Nonsense!" returned the curator. ™Y our talk of Xitli isal fol-de-ral. I've let you go too far with it,
Hedwin, merdly because| didn't want to argue.”

"What about the mask and robe?' queried Hedwin narrowly. "The costume that you were unable to
identify when you put labelson the rest?"

"It ismerely an unclassified exhibit," defined Salter. "Thereis nothing to prove that it represented Xitli. It
could belong to any unknown Mayan deity.”

Hedwin retorted that there were no unknown Mayan gods, with the possible exception of Xitli. The
discussion brought smilesfrom Talborn and Brendle, who were anxious to see how far it would go. But
the police captain wasn't interested in Mayan lore.

"Let'sdrop this X god," he stormed, "and talk about the Aztecs. They sound phony to me" - hewas
turning to glare at the Cgjun - "and unless somebody el se got alook at them, and | mean somebody
reliable, well count them out.”



Looking for someone reliable, the captain noticed Andy Ames and decided that his opinion would do.

"You werethere a the start, Ames,” he said. "Y ou have dready stated that you saw abunch that looked
like Cguns, along with acrowd of roustabouts. Thisman" - he nudged toward the prisoner - "and the
dead ones at the dock support that statement. But did you see any Aztecs?'

Stalidly, Andy shook hishead. He did not fed that hewastdling aslent lie. In his opinion, the squatly
man who had thrown the stone hatchet was a member of some unknown tribe and could not be classed
asan Aztec.

Coupled to that was Andy's recollection of the Xincas who had served The Shadow. They fell under
Andy's classification of an "unknown tribe." Andy was sure that the hatchet man had come after him by
mistake. There had been other mistakeslater in the battle at the wharf, and by rectifying one, Andy felt
that he was returning afavor to The Shadow.

It never occurred to him that he might be making a greater mistake than al the rest combined, that there
had been many stone-faced men on board the Amazonia, and that those stowaways, al actua Aztecs,
were now loose in New Orleans, forming amurderous flock.

"No Aztecs," decided the police captain. He turned to the Cgjun: "Come aong, you, and keep your trap
shut until you're ready to give usadraight sory."

Trucks had arrived with the boxes from the Amazonia; all were unloaded and safely stored in the cdllar of
the museum. Fitzhugh Salter was preparing to close the big pyramid for the night. Ready to leave with the
rest, Andy Ames was wondering what had become of The Shadow.

It did not occur to him that The Shadow'strail should rightfully have led back to the Mayan Museum, but
that it had been delayed by the interference of the police. Nor did Andy redlize that The Shadow wasthe
one person who could have properly judged the statement of the captured Cgjun.

Thiswas atime when something that The Shadow had not learned was to prove a hideous factor in
schemes of monstrous crimel

CHAPTER X. THE CULT OF XITLI

ALL was quiet outside the Mayan Museum, but the calm itself was so intense that it gave Y vonne
Carland the shivers. She pointed to the shrubbery surrounding the pyramid and remarked to Andy that
she could dmost see the bushes move, as though lurkers were creeping from them.

The comment brought a cackly laugh from Professor Hedwin. He squinted at the bushes, then nodded
wisdly in support of Y vonne's opinion; but he made no mention of Aztecs.

"Perhaps sheisright, Andy," declared Hedwin. "I would advise you to look out for Miss Carland and see
her safely home. From al reports, you handled yoursdf well down at thewharf. If other dangers are
abroad, you can protect Miss Carland from them.”

With abow that sgnified good night, the professor entered a cab and rode away, leaving Andy with
Yvonne. Smilingly, Andy asked if he could see Y vonne home. The girl started to nod, then shook her
head.

"It wouldn't be best, Andy," she asserted. "My uncle might be up, and he wouldn't like to know that |
was redly friendly with anyone connected with the recent expedition.”

Graham Talborn was standing by. He had heard dl the comments. The affable exporter gave a



disappointed smile,

"l was going to offer to take you home," he said to Y vonne, "in case Andy did not quaify. But it seems
that | am on the blackligt, too. Good night.”

Eugene Brendle stepped up when Graham Ta born had strolled away. Brendle offered a prompt solution
to the dilemma.

"Comeinmy car,” hetold Yvonne. "I'll drop you off at the gpartment. If your uncle iswatching, he will
recogni ze the car. He doesn't regard me as connected with the museum. I'm only a contractor who
couldn't help mysdif.”

Y vonne left with Brendle, and Andy strolled glumly to his car. Hetook alook at the shrubbery ashe
drove away and noticed that huddling clumps did seem to move, as Y vonne had suggested. But Andy
attributed it to the swing of the car lights.

One man aoneremained at the museum: Fitzhugh Sdlter. The curator was locking the huge front door,
and al the while he was wearing a haf-smug smile. He glanced sharply about the premises, then walked
away on foot. Sdter lived in the vicinity of the museum and never used acar.

The stir about the grounds became actua. Squetty figures gpproached the museum itsalf. Probing aong
thewalls, they must have found secret places of entry, for they gradualy disappeared. Then camea
half-hour of profound calm, until another visitor appeared upon the scene.

Hewas crouched, and he kept hisface well buried in the collar of alight overcoat that was turned up
about hischin. If he had come from a car, he must have left it afew blocks away. Histactics were rapid,
aswdl as sneaky. Rounding the corner of the museum, he disappeared.

Within the terraced walls of the great pyramid, cregping men were moving upward by degrees. They
were the Aztecs from the Amazonia, and they were fegling out their new preserves.

Clever enough to find some secret route that had been | eft open for them, they were looking for suitable
lurking spotsin the museum itself, and were discovering them among the passages and rooms of the
lower floors. But dwaystheir path continued upward.

Only once did the Aztecs pause when the rumble of an elevator told them that someone was ascending
more rapidly, passing them on the way. Tightening their grips on the one axes that they carried, the
Aztecs kept on toward their top-floor godl.

Ahead of them, the man with the concedling overcoat reached the exhibit room that held the costumes.
He unlocked it quite readily with amaster key. With aflashlight, he picked out the unclassified costume
that Hedwin had identified with Xitli.

Disposing of hisovercoat, he clad himself in the ancient garb. Turning on alight in the inner corridor, the
masquerader stepped into the glow.

HE was both hideous and imposing in his new attire. The mask was greenish, composed from bits of
jade, but with black lips and eyes formed of jet. His robe was crimson, with streaks of vermilion and
dashes of ydlow, including varying shades of scarlet and orange.

Thewhole effect was one of vivid flame, the symbol of Xitli, thefire god.

In fact, the masquerader was Xitli - to the Aztecs, when they saw him. Arriving from the sairs, they
lowered their stone axes and stood in respectful silence asthe fire god addressed them with ahiss. His



words, plucked from the vocabulary of the ancient Mayan, pronounced him asthe true Xitli.

Then, in case hiswords did not suffice, Xitli advanced with extended hands which were encased in rough
gauntlets that had come with the costume. From one clenched fist heflung asmall vid, which cracked on
the floor in front of the stolid Aztecs.

Therewasaburst of dazzling flame that left aquantity of pungent smoke. Their eyes dazzled by theflash,
their nogtrils stifled by the fumes, the Aztecs drew away with startled babbles. When their sight was clear
again, Xitli wasgone.

A few minutes passed while the crouching Aztecs waited. Where Xitli had gone was atotd mystery to
them.

He could have retired along the corridor or he could have passed right through their midst to reach the
gairs. However, their blinking eyes were fixed upon one given spot: the door of the throne room.

It was suddenly siwung open from within. The hand that shoved it was withdrawn. Approaching, the
Aztecs stared into the room itsdlf, to see Xitli standing beside histhrone. His pointing finger indicated the
black stone that formed the throne's sedt.

As hisfollowers entered the room, giving deep-throated tones of eation, Xitli calmly seated himsalf upon
the basdt dab.

Immediately the Aztecs huddled to the floor. To these descendants of the Xitli cult, whose worship of the
fire god had been transmitted down through successive generations, mere possession of that throne
established the flame-costumed man as aliving deity. Tradition had it that if a usurper sat in the throne of
Xitli, firewould destroy him.

Such wasthe legend of Cuicuilco. Once, so0 the story ran, aMayan emperor had taken the throne of Xitli
with the gpproval of his people. Thefire god had therewith destroyed the entire city, dong with its human
ruler, by an overwhelming outpour of green-hot flame and molten rock from the volcanic crater which,
therewith, had been named Xitli, in honor of the fire god who controlled it.

Those excavators who worked with Professor Hedwin were men of sufficient Aztec blood to fear the
basdt throne dab when they uncovered it. In fact, Hedwin had hazily indicated such factsin apamphlet
which he had written and given to Salter.

Amused by the professor'sliterary effort, the curator had shown the pamphlet freely. One of Hedwin's
"daydreams," Sdlter had termed it; something that no one could believe.

But these Aztecs accepted such facts, and more. They were of the pure strain that composed the
long-smoldering Xitli cult. Presumably extinct, like the crater near Cuicuilco, they had been awaiting the
eruption that would bring them back into their own. That time had come, thanks to the green-masked
man who occupied the Xitli throne.

Above the mask, Xitli wore afeathered headgear that matched the rest of his barbaric costume. Those
feathers had the dye of flame that gave added bearing to the pose of Xitli. By way of emphasizing his
power, the pretended fire god repeated the trick that he had performed in the hall. He threw another via
and let it burgt into flame.

To the untutored Aztecs, who had no knowledge of modern chemicals, the act was some of Xitli's magic.
They expected the fire god to disappear; instead, thistime he remained.

From the black, frozen lips of his mask he spoke again, dowly, forcing hiswords, yet making them plain.



He wastdling the members of his cult that aduty lay ahead.
It was atask that pleased them.

Voices mingled in obedience. Hands gripped stone wegpons with new fervor. A wave of Xitli's hand
brought hisworshippersto their feet. A dozen or more, they were waiting only the fire god's departure
before proceeding with the task assigned. They expected another of Xitli's remarkable demongtrations,
and he did not disgppoint them.

A fling of Xitli'shand, apuff of fire more vivid than the one before. When the smoke cleared, Xitli had
vanished. The Aztecs | eft the throne room and started for the sairs.

When they had gone, Xitli himsdlf gppeared surprisngly from the room that they had left. Closing its
door, he went back to the costume room and disposed of his flame-hued garb.

Again wearing his muffling overcoat, he descended in the eevator, once more passing the Aztecs, who
were taking the dower stairway route.

THE modern Xitli had overlooked one detail. In leaving the throne room open while meeting with his
followers, he had supposed that the glare of his chemical flame could not be seen from the windows of
thetop floor.

Hewasright, so far asaview from the ground was concerned, because a series of broad terraces
intervened.

It happened, however, that an observer was much closer at hand. The Shadow had returned to the
museum; desiring to visit itsinterior, he was scaling the smooth walls at the time the flash came.

The Shadow was using hisfavorite method for the climb. He was wearing rubber suction cups on hands
and feet, squidging those concave disks againgt the smooth wall that rose from one terrace to the next.

His eyes, looking upward, caught the reflection of the find flash - dim, yet sufficient to tell that something
was amiss. The Shadow paused, clinging to the wall; then, on the theory that he might find an inner route
from some hidden entrance below, he started downward.

He made rapid progress, for the terraces were only a dozen feet in height, each an easy drop to the one
below it.

By the time The Shadow reached the ground, the man from the elevator had gone. But The Shadow's
keen eyes picked out the swift-moving figures of the Aztecs who had just come from the pyramid. On
foot, The Shadow took up their trall, to find it one of the shiftiest that he had ever attempted to follow.

Had there been less of the Aztecs, The Shadow would have lost them. But with adozen or more, he was
ableto gain flegting glimpses of different natives a sufficient intervasto remain upon their route. It led
through dilapidated digtricts, where houses were thicker, until findly it reached the narrow streets of the
French quarter.

There, under aline of balconies, The Shadow found the trail was gone. Hisonly course wasto diminate
the places that the Aztecs would have avoided, particularly lighted streets. Choosing dleyways and
courtyards, The Shadow soon narrowed down his search, but still he was hunting in the dark.

It was too late to give any sort of alarm that would arouse the neighborhood and bring the police. If the
Aztecsweretrue followers of Xitli, they would hurry whatever deadly work had been assigned to them.
Grimly, The Shadow kept to hisslent task, yet in the stillness of the dleyways he sensed the ominous.



Desth was on the move tonight. Murder insidious, which even the hand of The Shadow might be too late
to prevent.

CHAPTER XI.KILLERSBY NIGHT

YVONNE CARLAND wasn't deepy, though she had gone to bed immediately upon arriving home. The
brisk ten-minute ride in Brendl€'s car had fully roused her by the time she reached the French quarter -
Vieux Carre - where her uncl€'s gpartment was |ocated.

The reason Y vonne had gone to bed was because her uncle was aseep when she arrived. She knew that
if he awakened and found her gill up, he would start to quibble because she had gone to the museum

reception.

So Y vonne had undressed in the darkness of her room, to spend the next three quarters of an hour lying
in bed, listening to distant sounds of merriment which pervaded the Vieux Carre.

It gradually dawned on her that she hadn't bothered to look at her watch; when she did, she found that it
was gtill early. She began to fed quite foolish a coming home so soon.

Andy had said something about looking up somefriendsin town. They weredl in'Yvonne's set, and
were probably having a party somewhere. Andy had mentioned it before his visit to the waterfront;
probably he would remember the invitation, if reminded.

Y vonne decided to make acal to Andy's hotel, so she dipped from bed and went to the telephone in the
hdll.

Cautioudly, she called Andy's hotel, but found he wasn't there. She asked if he happened to bein
Hedwin's room, and learned that the professor had |eft word that he wasn't to be disturbed.

Y vonne was debating whether to get dressed and go out, or to return to bed and try to deep, when her
uncle's door opened on the other side of the hall.

Glaring at his nightgowned niece, Carland demanded to know whom she had called. Very swestly,
Y vonne replied that she had heard the telephone bell ring, but that no one was on the wire when she
answered.

"Perhapsit was Crangton!" exclaimed Carland. Then, shaking his head: "No; he only had my old address.
Bah! What afool | wasto moveto this place!™

"I like Frenchtown," replied Y vonne demurdy. "1t has become quite fashionable to live here, uncle.”

"Not when people know you're broke," snapped Carland. "Which | wouldn't be, if | hadn't sunk so much
money into that museum. The nerve of that crowd, expecting meto fork over a hundred thousand more
after my oil concessonswerelogt. By theway" - his eyes went sharp - “who brought you home,

Y vonne?'

"Your friend, Mr. Brendle," the girl replied. "And if you don't mind, I'm going back to bed and get some
deep.”

Again in bed, more wide awake than ever, Y vonne tried to forget the distant music that floated into the
courtyard on which the second-story apartment opened. Her system was to concentrate on closer
sounds, and she began to hear them, but not in a pleasant fashion.

There were creaksin the hall, strange whispersthat Y vonne could not define. Sometimes her uncle paced



the hal, muttering to himself, but these sounds were less noticesble. So stedithy, in fact, that Y vonne
would not have heard them if her ears had not been more than usudly adert.

They were sounds that she findly classed asimaginary, but she ill wanted to satisfy her mind about
them. Shefdt that by merely opening the door of the bedroom and glancing into the hall, she could put
her worries at re<t.

Opening the door, Y vonne looked toward the end of the hal, where awindow opened on alittle
balcony. The window had ornamental bars, and as' Y vonne gazed she saw two objects that looked like
snake heads come up to the grille. They made a twisting motion, then were gone, so suddenly that

Y vonne believed she had imagined it.

She was scared, none the less, and when she stood behind the door that she had automaticaly closed,
sheligtened intently for further sounds. None came, and the silence terrified her.

She opened the door again; seeing the window vacant, she stole toward it. When she arrived there she
gave ahorrified gasp.

The things that she had seen were hands, powerful ones. Though they had gone, they had |eft the
evidence of their work. The window barswere lying on the balcony, twisted into pretzel shape. Any
hands that could so silently have made a hash of wrought iron must be possessed of terrific strength.

TURNING about, Y vonne saw that her unclé's door was gar, adim light coming from it. Shefelt he
ought to know what had happened; that he might be able to do something about it. Still, it wasn't wiseto
cal him; judgment told her to gpproach hisroom cautioudy.

Not having bothered to put on dippers, Y vonne was able to reach the door very silently. But the moment
that she peered through the opening, atota horror froze her.

She saw the same darkish hands that she had viewed before, but thistime they were dealing with an
object more pliable than iron bars. Those hands were tight-clenched upon ahuman neck, bringing aface
into thelight.

Whatever horror Y vonne felt was written tenfold upon the festures above those gripping hands. The face
bel onged to James Carland; it was petrified in death.

Thekiller's pressure had seemingly bulged Carland's eyes and forced histongueto itsfull extenson. As
Y vonne swayed, the movement enabled her to see the murderer's coppery face, aswell as histawny
hands. It was astony face, yet its very mold seemed one of venom. The man wasrelishing hisevil
handiwork as only asavage could.

Memories of her museum visit swept through Y vonne's brain. This man was an Aztec, amember of the
Xitli cult that Professor Hedwin had likened to the thugs of India. He was a strangler, whose weapons
were hisfingers; afiend inhuman, who served an ancient fire god. Those thoughts camedmost inasingle
flash, and Y vonne's mind was too crowded to think of anything else.

Her scream therefore was involuntary, and louder than any she would have normdly given. It must have
carried through the outer courtyard and off into the aleyways beyond. Her own vocd effort even sartled
Y vonne from her lethargy before the Aztec could spring about.

The girl was dashing frantically along the hdlway while the killer was till reaching for the stone-headed
knife that heworein hisbelt. Y vonne's one hope was to reach the bal cony before she could be
overtaken.



She managed it so well that she was scrambling through the window before her pursuer reached the hall.
But on the bal cony she encountered a new menace.

A figure came over therail, another of the squatly Aztecs, his hatchet aready in hishand. Sight of the
frail, cringing girl dowed the would-bekiller, but only because of his contempt. He was choosing the sde
of Yvonne's neck, above her shuddering shoulder, as atarget for hiswegpon. The girl's eyes went shit,
her lips were gaspless, as she saw the hatchet begin its swinging curve.

Theroar that came from the courtyard was indefinable to Y vonne. It was the burst of agun,
accompanied by echoes from the walls about. To Yvonne it sounded as ablast of doom; which it was,
but not for her. A whir of air went by her cheek; alunging body struck the balcony rail beside her.

Opening her eyes, Yvonne saw the floundering Aztec; as she turned her head, she struck againgt the
stone ax, buried deep in the window frame. Then, from the courtyard, she heard a strange laugh that
awoke new quivers from the surrounding walls. Y vonne saw her rescuer - amarksman cloaked in black
who held a smoking autometic.

Guided by Yvonne'sfirst shriek, The Shadow had arrived in timeto turn the course of the Aztec's ax by
planting abullet between the savage's shoulders.

Danger wasn't past. Y vonne remembered the killer inside the gpartment. Coming up to the balcony rall,
she beckoned frantically to The Shadow. At the same time she saw aladder extending up from the
courtyard, the route that the Aztecs had used for the invasion.

The Shadow was reaching the ladder with rapid strides, but Y vonne feared that he could not possibly
ariveintime,

With both hands, the girl grabbed the hatchet in the window frame and tried to tug it free. It came loose
and she sprawled backward, half acrosstherail. She was facing the window, and there she saw her
uncle's murderer.

The Aztec saw Y vonne, too, and seemed to gloat at her helpless plight. Off balance, her asamsflung
gpart, Yvonne was so posed that the killer had her heart as atarget for hisax.

Again the downward swing of a stone hatchet was beaten by the upward stab of a gun. The Shadow had
actuadly legped haf up the ladder, to thrust the point of his gun between the iron posts below the bal cony
rall.

Theimpact of the bullet from his .45 jolted the sturdy Aztec, sending the tawny knife-hand high. Again a
stone wegpon whirled past Y vonne, thistime skimming just above her upturned face.,

The Shadow was acrosstherail. Plucking Y vonne from her resting place, he swept her through the
window, where she landed, breathless, upon the hallway floor. The stone ax was gone from her hand;
she had dropped it over the balcony rail into the courtyard.

She didn't need aweapon while The Shadow was at hand. Still, she could not understand why this
black-clad fighter had flung her to safety when the danger was dl over.

Then Y vonne saw that danger was not ended.

THE crippled Aztecs were on their fet, both clutching at the cloaked foe who had downed them. A
single bullet couldn't finish those stony fighters unless planted in their hearts. Their hatchets gone, they
were battling The Shadow barehanded, but their wounds had given them afrenzied power.



The Shadow's gun swings couldn't dent the thick skulls of the stony men, nor was he able to work his
muzzle past their warding hands. Hopelesdly, Y vonne saw them bend The Shadow hdf acrosstherall
and thought that no power could save him.

He sagged, then came up with awhip action that quivered his entire form. The snap, to Yvonne's
amazement, catapulted one Aztec over therail. Twisting away from the other'slunge, The Shadow made
across swing with his gun, hooking the killer undernegth the chin.

Thisleverage sent the Aztec backward, and The Shadow's other arm did the rest. Sweeping up, it lifted
the Aztec's legs and tilted the wounded fighter over therail, where he plunged to join his companion. It
was atimey disposa of atroublesome foe, for The Shadow had more by that time.

A third member of the murderous tribe was coming over therail to the bacony, and Y vonne saw afourth
danted face on the ladder below. These fighters had their axes, which made The Shadow's chances ook

dim until he gave them battle. Then he proved that the swing of astone ax was moreto hisliking than the

clutch of tawny hands.

The Shadow dedged one knife hand with his gun and stabbed the other with abullet. Borne toward the
rail by the man on the balcony, he twisted as he met the one from the ladder, | etting one Aztec bear the
brunt of the other'sdrive.

Each was grabbing, one-handed, for The Shadow, and he was wrenching from their combined graspina
sylethat thistime indicated easy victory.

Thefault lay with the balcony rail. It couldn't stand the strain of triple weight. It broke, and the fightersfell
from Yvonne's sight, carrying the ladder with them. Like the enemiesthat he had conquered, The
Shadow had gone to the stone courtyard a dozen feet below!

On the balcony again, Y vonne saw The Shadow. He was on hisfeet, miraculoudy intact, but he was
reeling as he stabbed wild shots, not at four savages, but more than twice that number.

Fortunately, the servers of Xitli had tasted enough of The Shadow's bullets, and supposed that his shots
were taking effect. Moreover, they had their crippled companionsto look after.

Y vonne saw the Aztecs, making off through a passage on the other side of the courtyard, dragging their
wounded with them. The Shadow was staggering after them, blundering into walls and doorways, but till
blasting shots that hurried the fugitives dong their way.

Dazed from the ordedl, Y vonne regained her sensesto find hersalf back in bed. Andy Ameswas
standing beside her, waving back police who wanted to question her.

Mechanicaly, Yvonnetold her hazy story of savage fighters beaten off by afoeman cloaked in black - a
tale so fantagtic that all listeners except Andy believed it the result of Y vonne's strained imagination.

Even Andy had his doubts. He, too, had been rescued by The Shadow, but he couldn't understand about
the Aztecs. Grimly, Andy kept his silence, wondering how well The Shadow had fared at the finish of the

fray.

Yvonnesfina description of The Shadow's staggery departure made it seem that the victor's plight might
be worse than that of his conquered foemen.

CHAPTER XIl. CRIME'S SEQUEL

LATE the next afternoon, Andy Ames stopped at the Mayan Museum to talk to Fitzhugh Sdlter. Hefdt



that the curator was the one man who might be able to link events that seemed divided between Mexico
and Louisana

Andy's suggestion that the men who murdered James Carland might have been Aztecs produced asmile
from Salter. The curator summed up the case quite smply.

"Y ou have spent too much time with Professor Hedwin,” hetold Andy. "Unconscioudy, you have
absorbed some of his strange notions. Histak of the Xitli cult is quite convincing, of course, and |
noticed last night that such men as Talborn and Brendle were impressed by it. Probably the same applied
to Yvonne Carland.

" She was distraught by her uncle's death, and her imagination became overworked. Until we have proof
that an Xitli cult exists- and | assure you that | shal give the possibility athorough and impartid studly -
we must accept the opinion of the police; namely, that James Carland was murdered by loca ns."

L eaving the museum, Andy wondered if he should havetold Sdter dl that he knew. Andy wasina
serious dilemma, for hefelt that he had put the law on awrong trail. It went back to last night, when
Andy had spiked the testimony of the captured Cagun regarding strange men from the Amazonia.

Should he reverse his own statements, Andy would put himsdlf in aserious position, one that might
involve actual suspicion on the part of the police, who were not inclined to accept Y vonne's description
of themen who had dain her uncle.

It would be better not to talk about the stone hatchet that Andy had thrown into the river, though
Y vonne, too, had mentioned such wegpons. None of the primitive hatchets had been found in the
courtyard outside the Carland apartment, which meant that the invaders must have carried them away.

Infact, Andy himsalf was doubtful of Yvonne'stestimony; not regarding the actua presence of the
squatly men, but asto their actua number.

From certain facts, Andy was trying to size the whole situation. He knew that The Shadow wasin New
Orleans; that the cloaked fighter had hel pers who looked like Aztecs, but were not. Assuming that the
squatly man on the Amazoniawas one of The Shadow's Xincas, Andy naturally presumed that Y vonne
had seen men of the same type at the time of her uncle's death.

She could have migtaken them for the killers, and supposed that they were the men The Shadow battled
later. But she talked of many, not amere few, which rather puzzled Andy. He didn't want to fall into the
same error asthe police, that of regarding Y vonne's story as sheer imagination. But he found himsdlf
taking ahdfway view of it.

It never occurred to Andy that The Shadow might not have brought his Xincasto New Orleansat all.
But Andy Ames did strike upon the theory that the Xincas themsel ves might be worshippers of Xitli, who
had suddenly revolted against their proper chief, The Shadow.

Theideagave Andy quams, for it brought back the question of last night: how had The Shadow fared
after staggering off into the night, as'Y vonne had described?

FROM thewindow of his officein the Mayan Museum, Fitzhugh Sdter was watching Andy Ames stroll
dowly aong the street. The smug curator evidently guessed that Andy wasin aquandary, for hissmile
had broadened by the time Andy was out of sight.

Returning to his desk, Salter began to thumb through a sheef of typewritten sheetsthat pertained to the
ancient Mayan language.



These were revisons of an earlier manuscript that the museum had aready published. The work
engrossed Sdter so completely that it was dark when he again looked toward the window. It wastimeto
close the museum, so Salter went out and locked the door, but did not leave. Instead, he returned to his
office and drew the window shades down.

To dl appearances the museum was closed for the night. Deep dusk was settling when a taxicab stopped
at the nearest corner and aman aighted from it. As soon as the cab had | ft, the man walked toward the
museum and stopped to gaze at the greeat pyramid. There was till enough light to show hisface; it was
the withery countenance of Professor Darius Hedwin.

Like probing gimlets, the professor's sharp eyes picked out atiny crack of light that issued past one of
the drawn shadesin Sdlter's office. For a short while Hedwin rubbed his chin; then, giving acackly laugh,
the professor sidled away in stoop-shouldered fashion off into the increasing darkness.

Thiswas acloudy evening. Tonight the shrubbery wasinvisible. Only the museum itsdf could be seen -
like ghostly steps, moving up toward the blackened sky. A perfect night for an outsider to approach
unseen. Once insde the museum, anyone could prowl at will.

Thusit was not surprising that things occurred, a short whilelater, on the top floor of the pyramid.

Ason the previous night, the flame-robed, green-masked figure of Xitli made a sudden appearance from
the room that held the costumes. His casting of achemica flare was the sgnd that brought a horde of
Aztecsfrom their hiding placesto greet their feathered chief.

Thistime the door of the throne room stood wide. When Xitli entered and took to histhrone, the Aztecs
followed at the fire god's beckon.

Xitli questioned them with brief, hissed words. They gave their story of the night before. Xitli sat sillent, his
eyesgligening through theinlaid jet that formed the eye dits of hismask. The Aztecswaited fearfully, until
his hissed voice came again, telling them that what they had done was good.

Evidently Xitli was pleased because of Carland's death; enough so to excuse hisfollowersfor their fallure
to day Y vonne and their inability to overwhelm The Shadow. Then, in his same forced tone, thefire god
spoke new ingtructions, which the crouching Aztecs accepted as absolute. A fling of Xitli's hand
produced a glare that dazzled them; then Xitli was gone.

Stedthily, the Aztecs stole down the Sairs, to find the exit that took them out into the night. Later there
was arumble of the eevator which signified that Xitli, too, had come down from the top-most floor. But
the thick darkness outside the museum was too deep to reveal any departure by those who had
assembled in the throne room.

The gleam of dtreet lamps ablock away did show apair of squatly men moving from the direction of the
Mayan Museum. It was fortunate that Andy Ameswas not on hand to view that pair. Hewould have
believed that his doubtful theorieswere actually correct. For the two who passed that light were not
Aztecs, they were The Shadow's Xinca servants, mysterioudy arrived in New Orleans!

WHILE strange events were occurring near the Mayan Museum, Andy Ames was dining with Y vonne
Carland in a private room of the second floor of a French restaurant. They were avoiding discussion of
the night before; rather, their talk concerned the future as arelief from the horrible past.

Though Y vonne regretted her uncle's death, Andy knew quite well that she held no sentiment for James
Carland. Y vonne's own parents were dead, and it had been Carland's duty to administer the smal fund
that they had |eft their daughter.



Y vonne had been living with her uncle not just as ameasure of economy, but because she knew that she
would have to watch her money aslong as he held contral of it.

All that was ended; from now on Y vonne could handle her own affairs. She wasto inherit Carland's
money; too; but his estate consisted largely of debts. They were not the sort that Y vonne would ever
have to pay; dill, they worried her.

"When Mr. Taborn arrives," declared Yvonne, "I am going to tell him that whatever money isleft will go
to the museum fund toward the pledge that my uncle did not keep."

"Tabornwill be glad to hear it," returned Andy, "if he ever gets here. | wonder what's keeping him? |
cdled him right after | left the museum, and he said he would join us within an hour. But it's been more
than that -"

Therewas an interrupting knock, followed by Taborn himsdf. Smiling gpologetically, the affable exporter
explained his delay. There had been some mix-up in a cotton shipment which had forced him to remain at
his office. Seating himsdlf a the table, Taborn ordered dinner. His smile faded suddenly when Y vonne

began:

"Thereis something | must tell you, Mr. Taborn. It concerns my uncle and the money he pledged to the
museum -"

"One moment, Yvonne," Taborn interrupted. "1 think that we should consider that particular subject as
closed. None of the men who took over his pledges - that is, personslike mysdlf - felt any animosity
toward James Carland. 1, for one, could not possibly have been responsible for his death.”

Taborn's manner rather shocked Y vonne, particularly as she had not intended to blame him. Knowing
what wasin Y vonnes mind, Andy promptly intervened by questioning Talborn very bluntly:

"Who do you think might be responsble?’

"I don't know," returned Talborn, "but there were persons whose plans were badly hampered when
Carland failed to supply the promised funds.”

Andy went hot beneath his collar. One such person might be Fitzhugh Salter, whose job as curator had
depended on the compl etion of the Mayan Museum. Another happened to be Professor Hedwin, who
had faced the problem of astranded expedition in Y ucatan. But Andy himself had been with the
expedition and could take Talborn's thrust as a personal one.

It was Y vonne who tactfully veered the discussion to safer ground. Quite coolly, she said:

"l was garting to tell you, Mr. Talborn, that | intend to pay my uncle's pledge, in part, a least, from
whatever funds his estate provides.”

Immediately Talborn became his affable sdlf, but his head-shake was a doubtful one.

"A generous offer," hesaid, "but | doubt that Carland's debts will be covered. Y ou must remember that
he owed fifty thousand dollars to Eugene Brendle, in return for which he gave the worthless marshland.”

Yvonne'slipstightened. She had to agree that the so-called rice fields were worthless. Too often she had
heard her uncle boast of the shrewd dedl that he had made when he borrowed the cash from Brendle. He
said that if hefailed to promote the rice fields, he would |et Brendle keep the svampland.

"Mr. Brendlewill comefirgt," assured Yvonne. "When | seehim | shdl tdl him s0."



YVONNE hadn't long to wait. At that moment Brendle made an unexpected entrance. The stocky
contractor was quite excited and grestly pleased to see Y vonne. He pulled atelegram from his pocket
and handed it to the girl.

"For your uncle," said Brendle. "They sent it over to my office. It'sfrom Jonathan Dorn, the man who
was going to finance therice fields. I've been looking al over town for you, Y vonne.”

The telegram stated that Dorn was arriving on his yacht that evening and would expect Carland to meet
him. The yacht was to dock on Lake Pontchartrain, in the northern section of New Orleans. Quite
obvioudy, Dorn had not heard of Carland's degth.

"We should see Dorn at once," insgsted Brendle. "It meansalot to both of us, Yvonne. If heredly intends
to finance the rice lands, he might pay more than fifty thousand dollars-"

"Or less" put in Talborn. "But don't worry, Brendle. Whatever comes from the property will go toward
paying the money that Carland owed you."

"I'm sorry,” gpologized Brendle. "'l only thought -

"We know what you thought," interposed Talborn. " Carland stuck you with those swamp acres, Brendle,
and you want Y vonneto help you get rid of them.”

"An outrageous accusation, Talborn.”

Andy arose, to come between the pair. As he urged Brendle toward the door, Andy supplied a
statement that soothed his own fedings as much as Brendle's.

"Don't worry about Talborn," Andy told Brendle. "At least you stand to be aloser because of Carland's
death. So Taborn can't put you in the class of a suspected murderer, as he did with me.”

Asheturned back to look at Taborn, Andy noted a surprised expression on the man's face, asthough
Taborn, for thefirst time, realized that Andy belonged in the same category as Salter and Hedwin.

Y vonne was rising from her chair; sheignored Ta born as she went through the door. Both Andy and
Brendle followed, leaving Taborn to his own accusations.

"Well go to see Dorn right now," declared Andy asthey started down the stairs. "Well put the
proposition to him squardly and seeif he wantsto buy thosericefidds."

It didn't occur to Andy that others might aready be on the way to visit Jonathan Dorn; men whose ways
were dark and deadly, whose propositions were those of primitive law.

CHAPTER XI11. FIENDSOF THE FLAME

NIGHT lights and the sounds of evening were puzzling to The Shadow as he stared toward the windows
of hishotel room. He could not understand the lights at all, for he expected daylight. He could recall a
battle, which he had followed up with an incomplete pursuit. Then he had dragged himsdlf away to rest;
and, considering hisweariness, he should have dept past dawn.

But it was till night, and, more puzzling till, he was wearing his black cloak, amost serious oversight.

It wasn't good policy for Kent Allard to return to ahotel room in Mexico City, clad in agarb that might
create a panic among superstitious employees. It would be understandable, perhaps, if this happened to
be New Orleans and The Shadow had assumed the character of Lamont Cranston, which initself



preserved his actud identity.

Suddenly the answer broke through. Thiswas New Orleans. Mexico City was athing of the past,
despite the fact that The Shadow had battled Aztecs quite recently. Y es, thiswas New Orleans; even
though the city lights were still confusing, sounds told The Shadow where he was. He could hear the
caliope of ariver showboat wheezing out its ceasdess music.

Rolling from the bed, The Shadow moved unsteadily toward amirror. His cloak dropped from his
shoulders, the douch hat fdll fromitsfolds. Finding alight, The Shadow turned it on and looked at his
face. He saw the hawkish features of Lamont Cranston, not the gaunt face of Kent Allard.

The Shadow laughed, hislow tone mirthless. He was Cranston for the present, but he could not recollect
his recent adventures. Pressing his hand againgt the side of his aching head, The Shadow began to
understand.

He had taken afall during the fight and must have received abrain concussion. He knew the effectsfrom
old. Fortunatdly, the result was wearing off.

Then, as The Shadow turned from the mirror, his head whirled anew. He couldn't be Cranston; he must
be Allard, because, facing him, were two stolid Xincas who stood like patient sentinels.

Those Xincas served Kent Allard, not Lamont Cranston. Their very presence caused The Shadow to
gare from them to the mirror, doubting his own eyes, until the Xincas spoke.

They were using their own language, which The Shadow understood, telling him of new drumbests that
had penetrated to their remote domain in Guatemaa, carrying the tale that the cult of Xitli wasagain dive.
These two Xincas, The Shadow's own servants, had smuggled themsavesto New Orleans, to bring their
chief the news.

Asthe Xincas spoke, The Shadow recalled that he had given them such an order. But he had expected
to contact them at another hotel, where he went daily, as Allard. Not having found him there, the Xincas,
through ways peculiar to themsealves, had managed to trace The Shadow in his guise of Cranston.

The Shadow was thinking clearly, rapidly, by the time those facts had been recounted. He opened the
door of the hotel room, found a newspaper in the hall. It wasn't today's newspaper by The Shadow's
cdculation. It wastomorrow's!

Therewith, The Shadow realized that he had spent afull twenty-four hoursin asemiconscious State.
Hours that should have been devoted to further investigation, for the newspaper headlined the mysterious
murder of James Carland.

Scanning the columns, The Shadow learned how far the police had missed the truth, for Yvonne's
description of the hatchet killers was scarcaly mentioned. Turning the pagesto read thefinal paragraphs
of the murder story, The Shadow came upon aminor item that most eyes would have missed.

It smply stated that the yacht Miramar wasto arrive at Lake Pontchartrain; but the news wasweighty to
The Shadow. He knew that the Miramar belonged to Jonathan Dorn, with whom Carland had dedlings.

Congdering the riddle of Carland's degth - namely, why he had been dated for murder - The Shadow
found apartial answer. The menace which doomed Carland might now apply to Dorn!

Seizing hat and cloak, The Shadow bundled them across his arm. Followed by the Xincas, he went down
agtairway, out through an obscure exit from the hotel, to the almost deserted parking ot where he kept
hiscar.



A few minutes later, The Shadow and his companions were whizzing northward along Cand Street, the
wide, main thoroughfare of New Orleans.

It was better than atip-off to police headquarters, that pace set by The Shadow. Traffic whistles shrilled
asthe car roared by, its mad speed forcing other vehiclesto the curb. Attracted by the whistles, police
carstook up the chase, until it seemed that half the New Orleans force was on The Shadow'strail.

But the cloaked driver outraced them, even dackening at times, to make sure they did not lose his
course. Thethreat that loomed ahead was one wherein The Shadow might need dl the aid that he could
muster.

ABOARD hisyacht, the Miramar, Jonathan Dorn was seated in his cabin, going over |ettersthat he had
recelved from James Carland. Hearing aknock at the door, Dorn covered the correspondence, and
testily demanded: "Who's there?'

The door opened and a pale secretary inserted hisface. He was hesitant when he saw the glower on
Dorn's heavy-jowled features. The secretary was greetly in awe of Dorn; ordinarily, be would have
retired at the financier's growl.

"I'm busy, Nevil," boomed Dorn. "Don't you remember my order?1 told you not to disturb me until
Carland arrives.”

"But it'sabout Mr. Carland -"
"What about Mr. Carland? Have you heard from him? Isn't he coming here this evening?’
"No, gr." For once, Nevil wasfirm. "1 think you'd better read this, Mr. Dorn."

He advanced and placed a newspaper on Dorn's desk. When the financier read the headlines that
concerned Carland's death, he broke into afit of rage, which he directed toward Nevil, who was the only
person available.

"Get out!" stormed Dorn. "I'll call you when | need you. What does it matter to me, if Carland is dead?”’
He paused, while Nevil darted through the door. Then, dmost to himsalf, Dorn added: " Perhapsit proves
- dl these"

By "dl these," Dorn meant the letters that lay on his desk. He began to handle them again, asif they were
priceless documents. He was stroking his chin, smiling to himself, half pleased, haf doubtful, when the
door opened again.

Dorn did not heer it, for his attention was attracted by the sound of sirensthat were coming toward the
lake front, where the yacht was docked.

The door closed with aclick. Dorn turned about angrily, expecting to see Nevil. Instead, hisjowlish face
frozeitsdlf, agape, ashis eyesviewed threeintruders. They were men with faces as stony asthe crude
hatchets which they carried; squatly men with doping foreheads, savagesdtired in jungle garb.

With asharp cry, Dorn cameto hisfeet. He was grabbing for the desk drawer where he kept his
revolver; with the other hand, he was seizing the precious Carland correspondence. Dorn's fingers did
not even grasp the handle of the drawer. The Aztecs had released their hatchets with short, choppy

swings.

The stone wegpons buried their crude cutting edges deep into Jonathan Dorn. One ax found his skulll,
another his neck, whilethe third droveto his heart.



As Dorn sprawled, scattering the sheaf of |etters, the Aztecs bounded forward in rubbery fashion and
tugged their wegpons from the victim's body.

Dorn'sdeseth, at least, was merciful, for it was very swift. Each of the axes had struck with sufficient force
to kill him. But the Aztecs were not yet through. Ignoring the arriving police Srens as things which could
not concern them, they produced small, bomb-like objects and flung them against the desk.

These were new weapons, provided by their master, Xitli, and the effect exceeded the expectations of
the Aztecs. The objectswere actualy bombs, of anincendiary type, that broke instantly into gushing
flame, which spurted throughout the cabin.

By the time the Aztecs were safely through the door, Dorn's body was the center of aminiature inferno.
Fery tongues gulped the Carland letters and ignited the desk, threatening to dispose of its contents, also.

Racing for the yacht's deck, the Aztecs encountered Nevil and members of the crew, who had heard the
roar and now saw the raging flames that issued from the cabin. The wild chant of the Aztecs, the anthem
that marked them as servants of Xitli, did more than drown the cackle of the flames. It brought a horde of
other stony men into sight, from lurking spots about the deck.

Nevil and the other unfortunates were diving for shelter that they could not find, with members of the
murderous tribe close after them, when amighty taunt was delivered from the forward deck, risngto a
chalenging crescendo that made the Aztecs halt.

They had heard that mirth the night before. It Sgnified alone foeman, the only onein al their experience
who had out-dealt them in their game of quick-delivered degth.

Thelaugh of The Shadow brought vengeful howls from the Aztecs. Thefollowers of Xitli remembered
those of their tribe that they had carried from the battle of the night before. Nevil and the otherswere
forgotten.

Asabarrage preliminary to their attack, the Aztecs flung more of the incendiary bombs. The Shadow
whedled back to cover asthe deadly shells broke and spewed flame everywhere. Leaping for the gaps,
the Aztecs were upon him with their axes, but swift though their swings were, the stabs of The Shadow's
guns could not be beaten.

Wild savages sprawled, their hatchets flying wide. The Shadow had beaten off the brunt of that attack,
but he knew the wily ways of the Aztecs. Other men of Xitli had reached the superstructure of the
Miramar, and were poising for long throws. They looked like howling demons amid the flames which
they had produced - great sheets of fire that now enveloped the yacht.

The Shadow's only refuge was the bow of the boat. He reached it ahead of flying axes. The axes cleaved
the deck behind him and stayed there, waiting for men who were coming, with long legps, to regain them.
Againg that horde, even The Shadow's guns were not sufficient; but his reinforcements had arrived.

Police were on the dock, shooting at the savage demons who were clearly outlined by the flames. Some
of the Aztecsjolted in midair, sprawled on the deck when they struck it. The Shadow, coolly picking
targets, was handling the foemen that the police bullets missed.

Though Dorn was dead, The Shadow had saved Nevil and the crew of the Miramar, for they had dived
overboard to escape the hell-heat that now possessed the yacht. With his own guns, backed by those of
the deploying police, The Shadow had his chance to exterminate the tribe of Xitli. All that saved the
murderous Aztecs was the thing of their own making: the fire that raged aong the deck of the Miramar.



Even the power of Xitli did not grant them immunity from flames. They gave up their thrust toward The
Shadow and Ieft the yacht in two directions, some diving to the water, otherslegping for the dock. Even
the bullet-riddled members of the band were capable of fight. Seeing them coming, still dive, the police

wisely dropped away, hoping to clip them as they passed.

Then the Aztecs were gone, beyond the reveding range of the flames. With fire sweeping toward him,
The Shadow dived from the bow of the Miramar and disappeared into the |ake. The police controlled the
scene, but their work consisted of smpletask; that of helping Nevil and the crew of the Miramar, who
were floundering inthe lake.

Farther dlong the shore, in the sheltering darkness of a pier, The Shadow came dripping from the water,
to find his Xincaswaiting. They had started to the aid of their chief, only to be driven off by the flames.
Not wanting to be mistaken for Aztecs, they had wisdly did from sight of the police.

From acar which had arrived amidst the strife, other witnesses watched the burning of the Miramar. One
was Eugene Brendle; he was gasping as he viewed the scene. To Brendle, this meant the desth of
Jonathan Dorn, aman he had never met.

Brendle was declaring something very obvious:. that the deasth of Dorn must be connected with the
murder of Carland; that both crimeswere certainly the work of an enemy who had a double grudge
againg both victims.

To Yvonne Carland, the horror of the scene was amost as gresat asthe terror of her unclesdeath. Yet,
through her numbed brain drilled the thought that at last her story of strange hatchet men would be
believed, for those very creatures had tonight revealed themselves amid the flames.

Most stunned of al was Andy Ames. Histheories were utterly destroyed. He knew that he had been
mistaken during the battle on the Amazonia; that Y vonne had been entirely correct in her description of
the gtrife at the apartment.

The men with hatchets were not the fighters who served The Shadow, for Andy had seen the cloaked
warrior engaged in combat with the Aztec throng.

From somewhere, vaguely, came the strident tone of a departing laugh. It told that The Shadow, aone,
could solvetheriddle of the Aztecs, just as he had proven himsdf the one opponent who could make
them taste defest!

CHAPTER X1V. MINIONS OF MURDER

MORNING spread terror throughout New Orleans. The destruction of the Miramar and the desth of its
owner, Jonathan Dorn, presaged the beginning of new, and more fearful, events.

The city wasin agtate of Sege againgt ahorde within its gates. Even by daylight, persons feared to walk
through parks or isolated areas, dreading the menace of squatly killers - strange, sony-faced men who
might have come from Mars.

All day, the police were searching for the Aztecs. They did not use that term to describe the ns,
the police smply called them "hatchet killers" By evening, announcement was made that the search had
been narrowed to the river front; though arather large area, nevertheless, the news alowed people to
breathe more easily.

The waterfront was always a section where anything might happen, and sooner or later, the law could
find any culprits who were hiding there. But it didn't occur to anyone to question why the police were so



sure that the Aztecs were near the river. The smple answer was that the police had not uncovered the
killersanywhere else.

It had not occurred to them that the Aztecs might be living in the colossal new Mayan pyramid that
dominated the New Orleans skyscape. There had been trouble at the museum awhile before, but since
then, the place seemed amply protected. More important, in police estimate, was the episode of the
Amazonia

The police now believed the testimony of the captured Cajun: that squatly men of an unknown race had
started the battle on the docked steamship. Hence, the waterfront was the place to look for them.

At dusk, Fitzhugh Salter stopped at the Hotdl Luzane, where Professor Hedwin was a guest. Sdlter tried
to call Hedwin'sroom, but learned that the professor was adegp and could not be disturbed. Hedwin, it
seemed, had picked up the Mexican custom of taking asiestaevery afternoon.

With asmug smile, Sdter Ieft word that he was dining out, and would cal the professor |ater.

But Sdter did not go to dinner; instead, he returned to the Mayan Museum. There, in furtive fashion, the
curator unlocked the big front door and stole into his own preserves, like aprowling thief.

Despite his stedlth, Salter was observed by awatcher across the street - a stooped man, who repressed
acackly laugh. The watcher was Professor Hedwin.

Waiting until achink of light appeared from Sdter's office window, Hedwin crept into the thickened
darknessin afashion much stedthier than Sdlter. Hedwin was using asystem that he had learned while
traversing Mexican jungles, where safety often depended upon complete stedlth.

Meanwhile, Andy Amesand Y vonne Carland were dining together, athird person with them. Thethird
person was Eugene Brendle, but the contractor was not having dinner. Instead, he was talking about the
degths of James Carland and Jonathan Dorn.

"We are both losers, Yvonne," declared Brendle, moodily. "Whoever had it in for your uncle and Dorn,
certainly hurt us, too. Evidently, al the correspondence concerning the rice land was lost when the yacht
burned.”

"But | haveto raisefifty thousand dollars, somehow," inssted Y vonne. "I owe you the money, Mr.
Brendle

"Y our uncle owed it to me," corrected Brendle, "and after dl, he did give me security, though | was afool
to takeit. So I'll have to bear the brunt of it, Y vonne. Next week, when the money comesdue, I'll smply
become the owner of alot of st grass that nobody wants.”

"Won't someone else buy it?*

"I don't think so. Y our uncle used some sales pressure on Cranston, but | think it was just talk. What's
more, | haven't seen Cranston since that reception a the museum.”

Glancing at hiswatch, Brendle arose. He went to atelephone in the corner of the private dining room and
made acdl, but received no answer.

"I wasto meet Talborn, for dinner," he said. "Both of uswere sorry about our little quarrel. But | can't
seem to get hold of him. He was supposed to be home, but heisn't. Well, | suppose I'll find him at one of
his many hangouts. Looking for him will give me an gppetite.”



When Brendle had gone, the conversation shifted. Asthey finished dinner, nearly an hour later, Andy and
Y vonne began to discuss The Shadow. Both were agreed that the black-cloaked fighter was the one
person who might uncover the missing Aztecs. In that surmise, they were one hundred percent correct.

AT that precise moment, The Shadow was entering the top floor of the Mayan Museum, coming down
from the roof promenade. He could hear the low chant of voices.

Placing his suction cups beneath his cloak, he advanced to the door of the throne room. The door was
ga; peering through the crack, The Shadow saw amost Sngular sight.

On the throne, occupying the basdlt stone, sat theliving figure of Xitli, the fire god. In the foreground
were the Aztecs, as numerous as the night before, despite the fact that The Shadow had considerably
thinned their ranks, in battle. The answer was that more members of the Xitli cult must have arrived from
Mexico.

The meeting was coming to its end, and apparently it had been abrief one, otherwise Xitli would have
ordered the door of the throne room to be locked.

The throned masquerader had given his Aztecs new ingructionsfor this evening; their chant, which The
Shadow understood, was merely their way of saying that the commands of the fire god would be
obeyed.

With an automatic wedged through the crack of the door, The Shadow was preparing to end the cult of
Xitli by proving that the fire god was very human; afact that a single bullet would establish. But he
wanted Xitli aive, and therefore wastaking very careful aim toward the flame-robed figure. The
Shadow's exactitude proved fortunate for Xitli.

Just as The Shadow was ready to squeeze the trigger, Xitli gave a gesture with one hand. Something
struck the stone floor of the room; there was avivid spurt of flame. The dazzle blinded The Shadow, asit
did the Aztecs. When he obtained a clear view of the throne, Xitli was gone.

The Aztecs were coming from the throne room. Still blinking, they did not see The Shadow. He drew
rapidly away, to the door of an exhibit room. His eyeswere keen again, but the Aztecs aso had regained
full vison.

Battle, a thistime, would be fruitless. To meet the Aztecs on their home ground, where they could dive
for every cranny and fling stone axes from cover, would mean odds much to The Shadow's
disadvantage, with no chance of finding the master murderer who ruled this cult in the guise of Xitli.

Having work ahead, the Aztecs moved toward the stairway, and The Shadow followed. To al
appearances, Xitli had gone ahead of the stony-faced tribe. At present, the Aztecs were the personsto
be followed, as on that night when they had murdered Carland.

But whatever the crimethat Xitli had designed for this evening, with the Aztecs asthe perpetrators, The
Shadow intended to block it.

Thetrail led down through the museum cellar, where the Aztecs drew away aloosened block and exited
through agrating on the ground level, afew feet above.

There were numerous gratings around the museum; they led to drainage pipesthat carried water avay
from the foundation of the pyramid. The Aztecs had smply used the grating in reverse; whether Xitli had
loosened the stone for them, or had | eft the task to hisfollowers, was something of |essimportance than
the fact that the secret route existed.



Asbefore, The Shadow kept close behind the Aztecs, after he, too, had used the grating as an exit. But
tonight, the trail was much more certain, because The Shadow caled in two waiting aidsto help him.

Those two were the Xincas, and they wereright in their dement. Not only could they move as créftily as
the Aztecs; they looked like the squatty men, and could approach very close to them, since the Aztecs
mistook them for companions.

Thus, when gtretches of light forced The Shadow to remain behind, the Xincas carried through. One
followed the Aztecs, the other waited for The Shadow. At no time did the trail show signs of breakage.
The amazing thing was the degtination. The Aztecs chose the very areawhere they were being hunted: the
waterfront!

POLICE were on hand in plenty, but the Aztecsfiltered right through the loose cordon. In the main, they
chosedleys, but at intervas, they scaled low roofs. They formed asingdious aswarm as any that The
Shadow had ever hunted; coppery men, who moved with the stealth of reptiles and, moreover,
resembled snakesin the hissed signals that they exchanged.

At last, the Aztecs reached their goa. They became a close-knit cordon around the doorway of an old,
forgotten frame house that was squeezed among other buildings. The door was evidently the rear
entrance to the house, and to cover it, the Aztecs chose various vantage spots.

Somelay in the shelter of alittle fence; others crouched in an dley. The rest were on top of adjacent
sheds, from which they could fling axes with increased effect.

The Shadow drew the two Xincas to a deserted house, pointing them to alow roof. Taking their
positions, they produced arrows and short, thick bows.

The Xincas were deadly with such weapons, and their present duty was to be ready with abarrage
againg the Aztecs, should it be necessary to cover The Shadow's advance. There was enough light,
fringing the yard that the Aztecs watched, for the Xincasto pick out the hatchet-armed fighters.

Then, dong the darkness of the ground, The Shadow entered the degth yard, aone. Entry was easy, for
the Aztecs were watching the rear of the frame house. Approaching the door, however, was a feat
requiring al The Shadow's Kill.

He had to move with the trickling effect of cloudy smoke; and did. His black figure was asflitting asthe
shadowy motion of the wavering pam trees near the door that he sought.

Inch by inch, it seemed, The Shadow blotted the darkened door itself, and gradualy eased hisway
ingde, muffling the very creaks of the woodwork with the folds of hisenveloping cloak.

Hewasinsde, the door closed behind him; next came a passage to aroom where he heard voices. The
Shadow approached, and peered at faces that he had seen before.

Pierre Laboutard was in conference with his motley band; thiswastheir new hide-out, and Laboutard,
backed by Jaro, was assuring them that they had nothing to worry about. He didn't consider it good
policy even to lock the door, or place guards about.

"Perhaps the policefind us," suggested Laboutard. "'If they do, what can it matter? Like many other
people, we are staying away from trouble. So we wait, and say nothing. But if the police do not find us,
S0 much the better."

Laboutard's comments brought approving nods. His men weren't asking him about the "other job" that
they had once discussed. They had done enough crimein the past to be particular about the present. As



for the future, it would have to wait until the Aztec scare was ended.

A jangle sounded from a side room, reached from the hall where The Shadow stood. Drawing back, The
Shadow waited while Laboutard went aone to answer the telephone. He saw the crafty look on
Laboutard's face, listened while the man talked to someone who had called. Therewasalight in thelittle
room, and through the crack of the door The Shadow observed atightening of Laboutard's expression.

"Ah, oui," said Laboutard. "They have been done, those things you wish, but not by me. So you wonder
why | cdl, en?'

The Shadow recognized that Laboutard was referring to the murders of Carland and Dorn, tasks on
which he had hedged. The man who wanted those murders done had found a better way. He had taken
advantage of the Aztecs, and made himsdf their ruler.

Laboutard, at this moment, was taking to the master mind who called himsdf Xitli!

OBVIOUSLY, Laboutard knew who Xitli redlly was, and had sent him word to cal this number.
Smoothly, Laboutard was planning a shakedown. He wanted hush money from the master plotter who
syled himsdlf Xitli. Naturdly, Laboutard wasn't putting it too bluntly. Hiswords were actudly purred.

"You promisemethat | could kill those men" - Laboutard was referring to Carland and Dorn - "and
while |l wait, pouf! - | finditisaready done. It isnot fair that you should forget me, after we makethe
bargan.”

Hisface shrewd, Laboutard listened to Xitli's reply. Evidently Xitli was not willing to pay for work that
the Aztecs had done in place of Laboutard's men. But the wily Laboutard expected such refusal.

"But | tel my men so much,” ingsted Laboutard. "I tell them everything m'sieu’, about those men you say
for ustokill. Everything, oui, except why you wish such murder.”

A brief pause; then Laboutard added, cunningly:

"You think | do not know why you wish murder? Ah, you are very foolish. Y ou should remember that |
come from the bayou, where | paddle many placesin my pirogue. | see many thing whilein my canoe. |
learn - Ah, you understand?”

Triumph gleamed on Laboutard's shrewd features. He was driving home the very point he wanted. But
there were things that L aboutard could see, and learn about, without making another trip to the delta of
the Mississippi. Things right herein New Orleans, which were hgppening right around him.

Shadowy patches were cregping in upon Laboutard, climbing onto the wall beside him. Suddenly
startled, Laboutard remembered his old enemy, The Shadow. He wheeled from the telephone and gave a
sharp cry of darm.

But it wasn't sight of The Shadow that caused L aboutard's consternation. The Shadow was still away
from view, beyond the hallway door. Other figures had caused the creeping blackness.

Pierre Laboutard was enmeshed by a hdlf circle of Aztecs, chunky warriors who had come in from the
windows of thisroom while Laboutard was busy at the telephone. They were menacing him, with their
rased hatchets, asif waiting asignd to bury the wegponsin their victim.

From the dangling telephone receiver that Laboutard had dropped came aharsh, significant chuckle: the
tone of Xitli!



CHAPTER XV.LINKSIN CRIME

FACED by the horrendous Aztecs, Pierre Laboutard showed frantic changes of expression that told a
story which needed no words. Peering from the doorway, waiting with leveled gun, The Shadow could
read the entire tale. It summed to this: Laboutard knew too much.

Xitli had foreseen that L aboutard would try a shakedown, demanding cash for silence regarding the
motives of, aswell as knowledge of, the man who had ordered the deaths of Carland and Dorn. So Xitli
had postponed histelephone call until his Aztecs were on the ground. The jangle of the telephone bell had
been the Signd for the squatly killersto creep in upon Laboutard.

At that moment, The Shadow could have taken toll among the Aztecs. But to do so would have been
sure death for Laboutard. Other Aztecs had crept in from the windows, to support the ones who held
L aboutard encircled. The newcomers were watching the door, and would handle matters from that
direction.

So The Shadow waited in the darkened hall, preserving Laboutard's life for the smple reason that
L aboutard was the one man whose testimony could prove the identity of Xitli.

Numbly, Laboutard groped for the telephone receiver and found it. Then, in gasps, he was pleading over
the wire, promising anything if Xitli would spare him. The Shadow had foreseen that Xitli would give
Laboutard a chance to beg; otherwise, the Aztecs would have struck down their victim without waiting.

"Ah, non!" gulped Laboutard. "I did not mean that | would ever talk. | meant that because of things|
know, | thought that | could be useful to you... Ah, oui, | can do anything you ask, and my men will
help... Non, they do not know why you wished murder. None know, | swear it; not even Jaro!™

The plea seemed to bring results, for Laboutard's voice returned to normal, as did his expression. Then:

"Y ou think | work for someone es2?" queried Laboutard. "That | take something from the museum, and
from the Amazonia?... Very well, | say | have done those things. | take treasure from the boxes, and no
onefind out... Oui, | do it for the man you name, and he has given methe pay...

"Ah, very good!" Laboutard's tone showed his gpprova of Xitli's cunning. "Y ou wish me to rob the man
who has the treasure... Why not? If he do not watch it, he should loseit... We go and takeit, right away,
and bring it wherever you say."

Thistime, the pause was longer, and Laboutard showed atrace of worry.
"Y ou wish to know the place?' he queried. "But if | take my men there, it should be enough -"

Xitli'stone came harsh, from the receiver. Hearing it, Aztecs shifted forward. The edges of their hatchets
actualy grazed Laboutard's neck. There was no more argument from Laboutard.

"l tell you wherel" he exclamed hurriedly. "We put dl the treasure in the old Monseca crypt... Oui, the
onethat standsin the corner of the little cemetery, but which no one ever use... Very good. | send my
men with Jaro, and | bring these men of yours..."

Xitli must have spoken moreingtructions, for Laboutard gingerly passed the telephone receiver to one of
the Aztecs. Hearing the voice of Xitli, the Aztec gave aguttura reply. He pointed Laboutard toward the
door; but when Laboutard moved in that direction, two Aztecs closed in beside him.

They stopped Laboutard when he reached the hal, where The Shadow, by then, was deep in darkness
near the stairway. Laboutard called for Jaro; the lieutenant poked hisface from the rear room. He didn't



see the Aztecs, they were dtill in the doorway of the side room.

Laboutard ordered Jaro to go to the Monseca crypt and pick up the treasure. Jaro began to sputter
something.

"Dowhat | say!" stormed Laboutard. "Take it dl to the old truck, and leave it. Whereit goeslater, ismy
business. But it means more pay for al of us.”

That was good enough for Jaro. He told the men in the rear room to come along.

Meanwhile, the Aztecs were drawing Laboutard back into the side room. They had closed the door
when Jaro passed. Nor did Jaro and the entire crew encounter The Shadow.

He avoided them by moving a short way up the stairs. As soon asthe last of them were gone, The
Shadow crossed the hall and reached the side room.

The door came open atrifle. An Aztec peered out, to make sure that Jaro's men had left. The Aztec did
not see The Shadow, for the cloaked watcher had edged toward the rear room.

But the moment the Aztec pressed the door tight shut, The Shadow sprang forward. Grabbing the
doorknob, he dashed the door inward and came upon the Aztecs with a sudden laugh of challenge.

At that moment, the stony men were surrounding L aboutard, waiting while one of their number talked to
Xitli on the telephone. An order was coming across the wire, one that Laboutard should certainly have
understood by thistime.

His own men gone, Laboutard, surrounded by Aztecs, was definitely on the spot. The Shadow was
actually coming to hisrescuel

THE Aztecs were no longer worried about the door. That was why The Shadow's entry came asa
surprise, and brought them al away from Laboutard.

Reversing his spin, The Shadow was back into the hall, blazing shots while stone hatchets came flying
past him. It waslife for Laboutard, if the fellow had shown sense enough to dive for awindow.

Instead, Laboutard yanked out arevolver and drove for the hall, shooting vain shots that he hoped would
reach The Shadow!

Like whippets, the Aztecs were after him. Those who still had hatchets used them on Laboutard's skull,
feling him on the way. The rest were plucking up their wegpons from the places where they had lodged.
Tomakeit worsefor The Shadow, the door from the yard clattered open, showing apair of waiting
Aztecs, cutting off retreat.

With Laboutard dead, The Shadow had no reason to wait. He made for the outer door in one long dive,
disregarding the fact that the two blockers were aready lunging toward him, their hatchets swinging.

The lunges became sprawls, even though The Shadow lacked time to use his automatic. With abound,
he was across hisflattened foemen, who were writhing on their faces, each with an arrow projecting from
the center of hisback. The Shadow's Xincas had picked off the murderous men who threatened their
chief.

Whirling acrossthe yard, The Shadow avoided other hatchets that were flung from sheds. Again, he
owed hislifeto his bow-and-arrow specidigts. Ther quivers handy, the Xincas were quick to twang
fresh shafts, that downed the hatchet throwers before any could complete aproper hurl.



Then, his Xincas with him, The Shadow was away in his car, leaving the field to police who had been
attracted by the shooting. He knew that the officers would not encounter any Aztecs. Having finished
Laboutard, Xitli'sfollowerswould prefer departure, taking their wounded with them.

MEANWHILE, Jaro and his men werewell on their way to the Monseca crypt. They had lost no timein
getting away from the waterfront, where there were too many police to suit them.

Far from earshot when The Shadow attempted the rescue of Laboutard, Jaro and his mixed crowd had
no idea of what had happened in the hide-out.

The Monseca crypt answered the description that Laboutard had given Xitli. It was amausoleum of a
type very common in New Orleans, and it stood in a corner of asmall cemetery that was dated for
removal.

The Monsecafamily had built the crypt, but had shortly afterward migrated from New Orleans. Never
visited, the empty mausoleum made an excellent place for the storing of secret treasure.

Approaching the crypt, Jaro and his men found it unlocked, which did not entirely surprise them.
Laboutard had been paid for storing the stolen treasure there, and it was never Pierre's policy to
double-crossaclient.

Even Laboutard's recent dedling with Xitli was not a departure from custom, for Laboutard, by hisown
system of reasoning, felt that he was the one who had been betrayed in such matters as the murders of
Carland and Dorn.

Knowing nothing of Laboutard's game, nor his degth, Jaro and his company entered the crypt and began
to stack the heavy sacks that they found there. They had been at work only afew minutes, when aguard
reported that someone was approaching.

With drawn knives and guns, the invederswaited. Asthey heard the door swing open, then shut, they
used ther flashlights.

In the glare stood Graham Taborn.

Obligingly, Jaro hung an dectric lantern from the wal, so that Talborn could see the faces of the crowd.
Taborn promptly recognized them, but the exporter did not show hisusud affable manner. Instead, he
demanded sharply:

"WhereisLaboutard?'
"Heiscoming later," rgoined Jaro. "Maybe heis at the truck, waiting until we bring the sacks."
"Did Laboutard send you here?"

Jaro nodded, in answer to Ta born's question. Eyes narrowing, the exporter looked around the group.
Seeing that Jaro had them quite under control, Talborn addressed the lieutenant.

"When | hired Laboutard,” stated Talborn, "1 had to let him know my game: that | was secretly bringingin
treasure from Mexico with the shipments to the Mayan Museum. Later, you men found out the full facts.
It seemed best to tell you, so that you would be careful never to injure me by mistake.”

"That isright,” agreed Jaro.

"Soit means," continued Taborn, "that you actually worked for me. Any order from Laboutard,



regarding thistreasure; would have to come from me.”
Again, Jaro nodded.

"But | did not tell Laboutard to bring you heretonight,” asserted Talborn. "Thisishisown idea, and it
means just one thing. Heistrying to double-cross me, dthough | have paid him infull. If hewill do that to
me, hewill do the sameto you!"

The argument bore weight with Jaro. It promised him the opportunity that he had long wanted: to
supplant Laboutard as chief of the motley organization. Too long had Laboutard been letting Jaro do the
heavy work; the lieutenant had remained loyd, purely because he knew that Laboutard wasreliable.
Taborn'swords put an end to Jaro's shreds of esteem toward Laboutard.

Naturally, Jaro did not guessthat Laboutard had made a deal with Xitli, under stress; that otherwise,
Pierre would not have double-crossed hisformer employer, Talborn. Even had he known it, Jaro would
hardly have rgjected his present opportunity. Looking among his men, he studied their facesto see how
they stood.

Of adozen, about athird were Cguns, who would side with Jaro under any circumstances. Therest of
the crowd, beachcombers and roustabouts, were dl riffraff who might do anything. Certainly, Jaro could
persuade some of those waterfront rats to see things his way. He decided to sound them out.

"Y ou hear what Taborn says," began Jaro. "Pierre has double-crossed us. Maybe" - he threw awise
look at Talborn - "Pierre didn't pay usal we had coming to us before. If we can't trust Pierre-"

A HOLLOW toneinterrupted from the rear of the crypt. Jaro and his men turned; like Talborn, they
stared in awe at the figure that had stepped into sight from beyond a heap of sacks.

Certainly, their chdlenger was powerful. His very gppearance proved it. The startled men were viewing
Xitli, the ominousfire god, attired in hisfull regdia

Green mask, flame-hued robe, vivid headdress, gave the masquerader the appearance of aliving
mongtrosity, a creature who, for al the viewers knew, could have been created by the very atmosphere
of the crypt. The hollow tone of Xitli's voice seemed, in itself, aproof that he was something more than
human.

Partly muffled by the mask, degpened by the walls of the crypt, the voice did hold an unearthly
resonance. To the mgority of those who heard them, the words of Xitli were commands that could not
be ignored.

"It was| who gave the order!" pronounced Xitli. "Thetreasureisto be removed. Asfor that man” - Xitli
pointed toward Taborn - "heisto be taken, also. Asfor reward" - the tone was scoffing - "I can pay far
more than Taborn can ever offer.”

Xitli'sfind words were amistake. He should have made his rule one of threet, rather than promise. Xitli
won out, so far as Talborn was concerned, for men surged promptly in Talborn's direction despite Jaro's
appeasfor them to wait. But Xitli left himsalf wide open, should anyone supply astronger threst.

One came.

Thewalls of the crypt re-echoed to the fierce crescendo of amighty laugh, that promised desth to any
who laid ahand on Taborn. Flung in from the outer darkness by a chalenger whose might was known,
that sinister mockery brought shiversto men of crime.



Amid the echoes, they saw the very being who had countered Xitli's orders - a black-cloaked fighter
whose eyes burned from beneath the brim of adouch hat, as he whedled into the crypt to prove his
mestery.

The Shadow!

The muzzle of The Shadow's automatic was pointed toward Xitli. Onetug of hisfinger would have ended
the masguerader's career. Such demonstration was sure to cow Jaro and hisriffraff, who, even now,
were at odds among themselves.

Taborn saw the Situation; to him, it promised life. He was ready to bear the blamefor hisown crimes; if
The Shadow won. Taborn's one fear was that some of Jaro's men might intervenein Xitli's behalf.
Madly, Talborn tried to prevent such disaster.

Springing from hands that made no effort to clutch him, Taborn lunged toward Xitli, shouting for others
to follow. Hismad rush put him straight in front of The Shadow's gun. As Xitli shifted oneway, The
Shadow made aside step to get new aim at him. But Xitli's hand had already made afling.

Glass crackled on the crypt'sfloor. There was aburst of flamethat dazzled al but The Shadow, whose
cloaked arm was half across hisface. A .45 thundered itsreply to Xitli's fire bomb, but The Shadow had
been forced to swing too wide.

Xitli was gone, down behind the protecting sacks, and the crypt was becoming a scene of chaos.

To Jaro's men, the great spurt of fire meant that Xitli was more powerful than The Shadow. Knowing that
Xitli favored crime, whereas The Shadow fought it, they took sdeswith the fire god.

Even Jaro and the Cgjuns sprang for The Shadow, who was trapped in their midst. Xitli's promise of
reward now carried the stronger force. One against a dozen, The Shadow seemed doomed.

Hewould have been, could the attackers have managed to find him. But the very blast of firewith which
Xitli had sworn in new followers was the thing that worked againgt them. Still blinded by theflare, Jaro's
men were stabbing knives, shooting revolvers at everything that looked black.

They were making victims out of treasure sacks and the nichesin thewall, but they couldn't find the one
target that they wanted: the cloaked fighter who was dugging through the midst of them, ddlivering the
mocking laugh they hated, that came from every side, gathered by the crypt and flung upon their
eardrumsin afashion that made them think they fought a horde of Shadows.

Xitli saw the muddle that he himself had caused. Like The Shadow, he was undazzled, and took
advantage of it. Unable to reach The Shadow in the midst of the fray, Xitli skirted the battle and reached
the crypt door, while The Shadow was flinging off fightersin order to get a him.

From a corner where The Shadow had thrust him, Talborn saw Xitli. Though Taborn's eyeswere
viewing black spots, too, he couldn't be mistaken about the vivid flame-hued costume.

Taborn lunged, haf blindly, not noticing the glint of arevolver that Xitli had scooped up from thefloor.
Xitli fired, point-blank; then made afrantic legp to outside safety, just before The Shadow managed to
break loose and aim hisway.

Leaping across the dying figure of Talborn, The Shadow issued from the crypt. He saw Xitli going
through a gate, where figures that looked like blocks of stone were lunging in from gloom. Fading for the
crypt wall, The Shadow fired at the lunging figures and sprawled apair of Aztecs, asther hatchets
rebounded from the wall.



Only Jaro had managed to follow The Shadow. Out from the crypt, he saw the black blot against the
marble wdl. Savagely, Jaro sprang, intending to bury hisknife in The Shadow's back.

Hafway to histarget, he was halted short by apair of Xincaarrows, that came from different angles and
crossed pointsin Jaro's heart.

Xitli was gone, the remainder of the Aztecswith him. Wails of srenstold that police were coming.

With astrange, low laugh that sounded like amirthless kndll, The Shadow effaced himself in darkness,
accompanied by the slent Xincaswho had aided him in triumph.

CHAPTER XVI. CRIME BRINGS CALM

FACTS of the fray at the Monseca crypt left New Orleans aghast. That battle was a thing comparable to
the greatest eventsin the city's history. Mere rumors were nothing, compared to the actua discoveries
that the police made when they took over the scene of battle.

The truth about Graham Talborn came out. In taking charge of the museum fund, Taborn had raised the
hundred thousand dollars that James Carland had failed to supply, but in so doing, Talborn had proven
himsdlf as smart as Carland, if not smarter.

Asthe new benefactor of the Mayan Museum, Taborn had gone to Mexico City, not to dispute about oil
concessions, as Carland had, but to arrange the shipment of Mayan rélics, which he had managed very
nicdly.

So nicdly, that Taborn had found it child's play to bring in the treasures that Panchez and the mestizos
found while with the Hedwin expedition, and planted in among therelics.

Naturally, Talborn had bought out Panchez. He had bought out Laboutard, too, to handle matters at the
New Orleans end. Ta born was the one who had mussed things badly during the museum robbery,
helping Laboutard to get away. After that one close cdl, he had shifted activities from the museum; hence
the fina robbery had taken place on the Amazonia.

Sartling enough initsdlf, the exposure of Graham Taborn was smal when compared with the mystery of
the strange opposition that had been raised against him. He had, to all appearances, met up with Xitli, the
fire god that Professor Hedwin talked about!

None other than Xitli could have brought Aztecsto New Orleans. Aztecs who had murdered James
Carland and Jonathan Dorn; who had later dain Laboutard, and then wiped out Jaro and the whole
crew, dong with Taborn.

Such, at least, was evidence; for dead Aztecs had been found not only at Laboutard's hide-out, but near
the Monseca crypt. Besides, there were wounded men, members of Laboutard's band, who claimed that
they had seen afiery figure who matched Hedwin's description of Xitli.

There wastdk, too, of The Shadow, which proved that he had played an important part. Having seen
The Shadow at the burning of the yacht Miramar, the police agreed that the cloaked fighter had again
been the deciding factor; but that thistime, he had handled two factions at once. However, the police
were puzzled by finding certain Aztecs who had been felled by arrows, instead of bullets.

They discussed that point with Fitzhugh Sdter, on the afternoon following the fray a the Monseca crypt.
Sdlter received detectivesin his office at the Mayan Museum, but he was not much help. The curator
could not &t al understand the arrows.



"Tak to Professor Hedwin," he suggested. "He is better informed on Mayan ethnology than | am, or at
least he thinks so. Of course, he will probably attribute this trouble to Xitli, the fire god. | would prefer
that you obtain hisopinionsfirst. Meanwhile, | shal study the subject, and let you know when | have
more to offer."

THE detectives found Professor Hedwin in hisroom at the Hotel Luzane, where he had just awakened
from an afternoon nap. As Salter had predicted, Hedwin promptly plunged into the subject of Xitli and
the cult of thefire god.

"It isquite obviousthat the cult revived itsdlf,” declared Hedwin. "1 should have known that it was
coming" - he shook his head reflectively - "when | heard the beeat of Aztec drumsat Cuicuilco. Mr. Ames
will tell you the same" - Hedwin gestured to Andy, who was seated near him - "and how the drums
disturbed us."

"They disturbed me," said Andy, "but you didn't particularly notice them, professor. Y ou were too busy
digging up thethrone of Xitli."

The professor threw an outraged ook at Andy, then turned to the detectives. He examined stone
hatchets that they had brought, and took alook at the mysterious arrows.

"The modern remnants of the Aztecs sought vengeance againgt Talborn," decided Hedwin, "because he
was respong ble for the thefts committed by Panchez. That iswhy they revived the Xitli cult and cameto
New Orleans. Unfortunately, they aso identified Carland with the thefts, and dew him first. They killed
Dorn next, because they thought that hewasinit, too.

"In attacking Talborn, they met with opposition from Laboutard's men. | cannot give the exact details,
sncel know nothing about crimina investigation. But | can help you regarding these arrows. They arethe
sort used by certain primitive tribesin Guatemaa. Therefore, | would say that certain natives, unfriendly
toward the Xitli cult, also cameto New Orleans.

"Y ou spesk of amysterious avenger caled The Shadow. Perhaps he employed those tribesmen who
were unfriendly to the Xitli cult. That would account for his remarkable success, aswell asthe finding of
the arrows."

It sounded logical to the detectives, and to Andy, too, inasmuch as he knew of The Shadow's Xincas. In
fact, many things, particularly the fray at the Amazonia, were clearing themselvesin Andy's mind. He had
struck upon the fact that the Aztecs must have come to New Orleansfirgt; the Xincas|later.

There was something €l se that occurred to Andy. He expressed it to Hedwin, after the detectives had
gone.

"About the Xitli cult,” remarked Andy. "Sinceit isactive again, right herein New Orleans, wouldn't the
members meet in that throne room at the museum?’

Professor Hedwin darted asharp look toward Andy, then gave awithery smile, accompanied by a
head-shake.

"l doubt it," he said. Y ou must be careful, Andy" - Hedwin's hand fell on Andy's shoulder - "or they will
accuse you of harboring absurd notions, like myself. Why should clumsy detectives tramp through the
throne room which | so carefully arranged? No Aztecs have been reported around the Mayan Museum.”

Nodding his agreement, Andy remarked that he was going out to dinner with Y vonne. He went down to
the lobby, where he ran into the detectives. He guessed what was on their minds before they spokeit.



"We'd likeyou to do afavor for us," said one. "Stay with Professor Hedwin, and see what he does. It's
for hisown good, Mr. Ames. He's atrifle eccentric -"

"If you mean that he didn't like Carland or Dorn," interrupted Andy, "I'll agree with you. Carland left our
expedition high and dry, and Dorn didn't help us out as we expected.”

"Then you think thet the professor -"

"I think he'sdl right. To proveit, I'll do exactly what you want. I'll go up and chat with him, and sound
him out on the whole Xitli busness

RETURNING to Hedwin's room, Andy told him that he had called Y vonne, but that she was out. He
began to talk about Xitli and the throne room. Hedwin was right, in Andy's opinion, about keeping the
police away from the place; till, as Andy put it, avist to the throne room might be avery good ides,
later.

"A very good idea," decided Hedwin, with anod. "It might even be that someone is masquerading as
Xitli. Look, Andy!" He picked up asmal statue of thefire god from among his curios. "Hereis Xitli,
himsdf. How cunning hisfesturesarel”

With an upward sweep, Hedwin drew the statue from his outstretched palm. The thing was hollow, and it
|eft an object behind - asmall revolver, which gleamed from Hedwin's hand. As Andy gave an indinctive
shift, Hedwin cackled glesfully. Laying the Satuette aside, he pocketed the gun. Then:

"I think | shdl call onour friend Sdter," declared Hedwin, "and learn what he redlly thinks about Xitli."

The professor went out, and Andy grabbed for the telephone. He knew that the detectives had |eft the
lobby, hence they wouldn't be there to stop Hedwin. Andy had to call someone, so he chose Yvonne,
whose phone number wasin hismind. The girl answered Andy'scal promptly. In atensevoice, hetold
her:

"Professor Hedwin just left the hotel. HE's going to the museum to talk with Sdlter. | want you to cdll
Sdter and tdll him. Thencall -"

Before Andy could add "the police," achuckle interrupted. It came from the door of the room, where
Hedwin was standing with the revolver. The professor gestured for Andy to drop the receiver oniits
hook, which Andy did, glad that Hedwin had not heard him mention Y vonne's name.

Then, keeping Andy covered, Hedwin picked an odd-shaped chain from among the Mayan relicsin the
room. With a deft sweep, he linked Andy'swristsin the primitive handcuffs.

"So you came back to spy on me," Hedwin clucked. "Very well; we shal put astop toit! Y our ankles
next" - he applied another chain, that bound Andy'slegs- "and, findly, thigl"

Thefina object was alooped thong, with ameta ring through its knot. Hedwin threw the noose over
Andy's head and twisted the ring, thus tightening the loop. The thing was much like agarotte, and afew
more twists would have choked Andy; but Hedwin was kind enough to stop it just before the
srangulation point.

"Breathe carefully,” suggested the professor, "and dowly. But if you try to shout, what happenswill be
your own fault. | shall seeyou later, Andy" - Hedwin's cackle reached a high, gleeful pitch - "after | have
finished what | intend to do."

Again, Hedwin waked from the room, and soon afterward the telephone began to ring. Andy knew that



Y vonne was cdling back, but he wasforced to listen grimly. At least, Andy decided, Y vonne was safe
from harm. She had probably called Salter, and was wondering who should be called next.

Andy was hdf right.

FROM the hotel where she had been residing since her uncle's degth, Y vonne had called Sdter, but
without an answer. Shewas caling Andy, to tel him so.

Receiving no reply, Y vonne hung up. Deciding that Andy might have gone to the museum himself,
Y vonne went out and called ataxicab. She rode to the Mayan Museum.

It was dusk, and the great pyramid loomed forbiddingly against the last touches of sunset. Y vonne went
to the door and found it open; but when she arrived at Salter's office, it was closed. A note on the door
dtated that the curator would return in fifteen minutes.

Pondering, Y vonne wondered if Sdter could still be in the museum. She thought of the exhibit rooms on
thetop floor.

Walking to the elevators, Y vonne found one open. The car was of the automatic type, and asudden
impulse seized Y vonne. Entering, she pressed the button to the top floor. Smoothly, the elevator carried
her to her destination.

Sdter wasn't on the top floor, but the exhibit rooms were still open, with the exception of Xitli'sthrone
room.

Wandering from room to room, Y vonne was gripped with ashuddery feding. Thelight was getting
dimmer and the statuesin the gdlery looked like living figures. So did the costumes in the next room, for
they were hung from racks. Deciding that the hall was better, Y vonne started through a doorway, then
hdtedinred fright.

Squatty shapes were moving through the hal. They were dive, and very red. From the primitive
costumesthat they wore, Y vonne identified them as Aztecs, the murderous members of the Xitli cult
known to be at largein New Orleans. Franticaly, she groped back toward the costumes, expecting to
hear padded footsteps follow.

No footsteps came. Evidently the Aztecs were staying in the corridor. Perhaps they were gone, leaving a
clear path to the elevator. But Y vonne was afraid to venture out among killers who might recognize her
from the night when they had invaded her uncle's gpartment and dain him.

A sudden hope struck her.

She had evaded the Aztecs that other night, up until the time she screamed. She might be ableto do it
again, if she used red stedth. Asfor recognition, therewasaway to avoid it. Among the costumes were
primitive dressesworn by Mayan maids, that resembled the very garb of the Aztecs.

Finding one, Y vonne kept deep behind the racks and hurriedly disposed of her modern garb, putting on
the Mayan costume, instead. It wasn't avery elaborate outfit. Skirt and tunic formed one piece, and there
were dippers shaped like moccasins. Y vonne decided to dispense with the headdress that went with it,
because the Aztecs wore none.

With pounding heart, she crept out through the corridor, which had grown darker. A dim glow greeted
Y vonne as she passed a corner; it was the light from the open elevator. No Aztecs were in sight, but the
chance to reach quick refuge made Y vonne forget her stedlthy tactics. She started aquick dash for the
elevator.



Her haste betrayed her. Squatty men popped out from lurking places and overtook her before she could
reach her god. Y vonne held back a scream; knowing that it might be recognized; and her silence proved
sdvation.

Instead of drawing stone hatchets, the Aztecs merely suppressed her struggles. They bound her, hand
and foot, with thong-like cords that they wore as necklaces with their deer-hide costumes. Quite
solemnly, the Aztecs carried Y vonne to the door of the throne room and rested her upon the floor.

They began alow-pitched babble, in which Y vonne identified asingle word: "Xitli." It chilled her more
than the coldness of the stone floor for it meant that the rumors concerning Xitli were actual. Someone,
Y vonne was certain, must be masquerading asthe fire god.

Murderous captors had spared Y vonneslife, only that her fate might be decided by Xitli, the fiend of
flamel

CHAPTER XVII. TRAILSLEAD HOME

ABOUT thetime of Yvonne's capture by the Aztecs, two men were having dinner together in ahotel
dining room. One was Eugene Brendle, and the stocky contractor was more takative than usud. He had
found the man he wanted to see: Lamont Cranston.

Brendle was discussing red estate. He had thetitle deeds to Carland's deltaland and was going over
them in detail, calculating the price per acre and talking about the possibilities of rice production.

As Brendle warmed to the subject, Cranston listened, hisfeatures remaining quiteimmobile. At last,
Brendle shook his head and leaned back in his chair.

"It'sno use, Crangton,” he said. "Carland was a promoter, while | am not. He sold me on the idea that
thisland was worth thefifty thousand that he wanted to borrow; but after | gave him the money, | wasno
longer sure.

"I've been tdlling you things that Carland told me. I've been more conservative in my statementsthan he
was, but at that, I've overstepped mysdf. Thereisonly oneway to learn if rice can be grown on thisland.
That way istotry it."

The firgt semblance of asmile appeared upon Cranston's lips. Brendle was encouraged.

"I know what you have been thinking," he admitted. "Y ou suppose that | am trying to dispose of awhite
elephant - and you areright. But | am not actuated because of my own interests; at least, not entirely. |
am thinking of Y vonne Carland.

"Sheingsts upon paying her uncle's debt, and she cannot possibly do it. But she is determined enough to
try, and for yearsto come, she will be thrusting dribs of money upon me. Even worse, Y vonne intendsto
marry aman as determined as herself: Andrew Ames. Hewill consider it adebt of honor, too.

"I I could write the whole thing off, by getting rid of the property for the amount | loaned Carland, |
would be satisfied. But | can't keep trying to convince you that you ought to buy. I've merely given arosy
picture of the proposition, and therest is up to you."

For answer, The Shadow drew a check book from his pocket. In Cranston'sleisurely style, he wrote out
acheck for sixty thousand dollars and handed it to Brendle.

"That coverstheloan," he said, "with ten thousand dollars over, which | expect you to pay to Y vonne
Carland, after deducting interest. If this property was good enough to interest Jonathan Dorn, it is



satisfactory to me.”

"I hadn't looked at it that way!" exclaimed Brendle, in atone of surprise. "l wasthinking purely in terms
of James Carland. But you areright, Cranston. Dorn intended to buy -" Brendle paused, gave hishead a
rueful sheke. "Or did he?"

"Carland clamed that he did.”

"Not precisaly. Carland said that Dorn was willing to finance the rice project. But frankly, Crangton, it is
impossibleto rely on anything that Carland stated. However, you have offered a solution to the
problem.”

Folding thetitle deeds, Brendle placed them in his pocket. Then, picking up the check, hetoreit into
smdll pieces. He expected Cranston's face to register surprise; but it did not. Neverthel ess, Brendle felt
that there must be some puzzlement on Crangton's part; inwardly, at least.

"Our best plan isto leave the proposition open,” explained Brendle. "If you wish, you can give me aletter
gtating that you value the property at Sixty thousand dollars, which you evidently do, and that you are
willing to buy. That, in turn, should satisfy Y vonne regarding her debt to me.

"We can then proceed to have the land inspected from amarsh tractor. If it proves suitable for planting
rice, | shal gladly sdll it to you at the price named. In fact, | can sign acontract to that effect. With a
clause, by theway, stating that any amount in excess of fifty thousand dollarswill go to Yvonne
Carland.”

Therewith, Brendle proceeded to draw up amemorandum stipulating the terms. He made two copies,
and handed one to The Shadow. Brendle emphasized the point that the contract would specify the sdle of
riceland, not salt marsh, which automatically protected Cranston.

"If you see Yvonne," Brendle added, "you might show her the memorandum, Cranston. If | told her, she
would smply think that | wastrying to eradicate the debt. She mistrusted her uncle - of that, | am sure-
and this Talborn business must have worried her, too.

"Think of it, Crangton! Only last night, | was looking everywhere for Talborn, wondering where he had
gone. All the while, he must have been watching that precious crypt where he had stored a quarter million
insmuggled treasure.

DINNER ended, both men |eft the hotdl. The Shadow went to his car and blinked asigna with alittle
flashlight. It brought no answer, which meant that the Xincas had gone. Their departure wasin keeping
with The Shadow's plans. A soft laugh came from hislips.

Driving from the parking lot, The Shadow thought over the case of Graham Taborn. The police had
appraised the treasure, and the estimate given by Brendle, aquarter million dollars, was about correct.

It would have been dl profit for Taborn, too. Being in the export business, he could have shipped his
spailsfar and wide. Much of the treasure was pure gold or fine jade, which could aways find amarket.

Again The Shadow laughed.

Not only had he balked Talborn, but he had spoiled the game for Xitli before the masgquerader could
acquire Talborn'streasure as his own. But the crimes of the salf-styled fire god were by no means settled.
The Shadow did not share the increasing popular opinion that Xitli's main purpose had been to obtain the
loot that Talborn secretly possessed.



Behind the machinations of Xitli lay alarger game, something concerning Carland and Dorn.

One person might, unwittingly, be able to supply proofsthat The Shadow needed. That person was
Y vonne Carland. It would be easy to talk with the girl and subtly urge her to unravel the past. As
Cranston, The Shadow would start proceedings by telling Y vonne that he proposed to buy therice
lands.

Y vonnewasnt at her hotel when The Shadow stopped there. He called Andy at the Hotel Luzane, but
recaived no answer. Next The Shadow tried Professor Hedwin, again with no success. Hefinally
decided to go to the Hotel Luzane. There he learned that Hedwin had gone out, but that the clerk had not
seen Andy leave.

It struck The Shadow as rather curious that one should have been noticed, the other not, particularly as
the clerk's desk was directly opposite the elevators and the lobby quite small.

The Shadow went upstairs; he tried Andy's door with a specia key and found the room empty. Then, as
ameatter of routine, he went to Hedwin's room.

Gargly sounds greeted the opening of the door. If ever eyes had expressed welcome, they were Andy's
when they saw Crangton in the doorway. With a speed quite unusua for Cranston, The Shadow released
Andy from the Mayan chains and removed the strangling thong. After feding histhroat and finding he il
had one, Andy gulped hisstory.

"The professor has gone haywirel" he said. "He went to the museum, and didn't trust me enough to take
meaong. | can't exactly blame him, because he guessed that | was spying on him - something that the
detectives asked meto do.

"It'sthe Xitli stuff again. The professor can't think of anything € se. Sometimes| wonder -" Andy caught
himsdlf, urged by afading loyalty toward Hedwin. "I'm wondering about Y vonne. She was on the
telephone when the professor grabbed me. Y ou don't think that she went to the museum, too?"

Andy wasn't merdly changing the subject; he was redlly anxious about Y vonne. Camly The Shadow told
him not to worry, and suggested that they go to the museum, which suited Andy.

Riding in Cranston's car, they made arapid trip, and to Andy's ddlight they found it open, with afew
lights on the ground floor.

Starting in through the museum door, Andy felt himsdlf restrained by Cranston's grip. He heard the calm
tone of hiscompanion:

"Wait, Andy. Suppose we enter quietly and look things over. Professor Hedwin does not trust Fitzhugh
Sdter. He may have treated Sdlter as he did you.”

THEY moved quietly toward Sdter's office, where, again, Cranston's hand drew Andy back. From a
turnin the dim corridor they saw the door of Salter's office. Two men were standing there, shaking
hands. One was Sdlter, the other Hedwin; they seemed on the best of terms.

"I owe you an gpology, Sdter," Hedwin was saying. "'l thought that you might have stressed the Xitli story
and thereby caused meinconvenience. | was annoyed, of course, when the police came to the hotel."

"As| was, when they came here," returned Sdlter. "So | reserved comment until after they talked to you,
professor. We agree on one thing, Hedwin" - Sdlter was smiling pleasantly - "and that isthat neither of us
careto be disturbed.”



Hedwin came shambling toward the outer door, apparently engrossed in histhoughts. But his eyestook
on akeen light when he heard adight dam behind him, indicating that Sdter had gone back into the office
and closed the door.

Hedwin did not see Cranston or Andy; they had drawn toward a deep corner of the corridor. But they
saw what Hedwin did next.

Turning about, the professor tiptoed past Salter's office toward the elevators. As soon as he had turned a
corner, Andy started forward. The Shadow let him follow asfar as Sdlter's office. There, the gripping
hand asserted itsdf again.

Deftly, without the dightest trace of noise, The Shadow turned the knob of Salter's door. Opening it a
crack, he motioned for Andy to listen.

Sdlter was on the telephone. He was calling police headquarters. They heard him requesting detectivesto
cometo the museum. Coolly, Sdter wastelling them that he had obtained new facts concerning Xitli, the
firegod.

Perplexed, Andy looked toward Cranston, who was silently closing the door. The Shadow pointed
toward the outer door. More puzzled than ever, Andy came aong.

"Wait here," was Cranston's suggestion when they stood on the outside steps. "\When you see the police
arriving, go into Salter's office and be there when they come. Let Sdter do thetalking, and learn al you

With that The Shadow strolled away. Andy watched Cranston'sfigure enter the parked car and decided
that hisfriend intended to wait there. It happened that the car wastoo obscure to allow Andy aview of
the cloaked shape that emerged.

Clad in black, The Shadow was skirting toward the museum, totally unseen by Andy. Nor did the
watching man hear the low, sibilant whisper that came from somewhere near the shrubbery. In answer to
that cdl, two chunky men joined the figure in black. They were the Shadow's Xincas.

Then dl three were gone without asingle glimpse on Andy's part. The lights of police cars were coming
toward the museum. Remembering Crangton's injunction, Andy turned to go inside. More puzzled than
ever, he was wondering what the next events would be. One person done could have told him:

The Shadow!
CHAPTER XVIII. THE CHANT OF XITLI

FITZHUGH SALTER wasnot at al surprised when Andy Ames entered his office. Hetook it for
granted that Andy had heard from the police. A few minuteslater the police themselves were slamping
into the curator's office in afashion that made Sdter motion for silence.

"I have something to tell you," declared the curator. " Something which may bein the nature of a
demondtration, though | am not quite sure. Meanwhile" - he glanced at the haf circle composed of Six
detectives- "I must insst upon absolute silence.”

The quiet was broken by new footfals coming in from the outside door. Hurriedly, Salter went to quiet
the newcomers. He came back with two more detectives and another man: Eugene Brendle. As soon as
Sdter closed the door, Brendle explained that the detectives had called him, to which Salter nodded.

"| asked them to do s0," he said. "Odd things have been happening in this museum, Brendle. Matters



which concern both of us, aswell as others."

He turned a half-doubtful glance toward Andy. In Sdter's gaze Andy recognized areviva of the curator's
old feud with Professor Hedwin.

If Sdter had known how Hedwin had treated Andy before coming to the museum, the curator's doubt
would have vanished. However, since Salter decided not to protest Andy's presence, Andy smply
followed Cranston'sinjunction to remain silent.

Andy wasthinking about Y vonne, and hisworry wasincreasng. He findly reassured himself that Y vonne
could not have come to the museum, or Salter would have mentioned it. When Salter began to spesk,
Andy did not redlize that the curator's own statement proved that Y vonne could have come without
Sdter's knowledge.

"Professor Hedwin believesin acult of Xitli," Sdter told the group. "In my opinion, such atheory was
more than unproven; it was preposterous. Such, | say, was my opinion. | have modified it within the past
few days. When Aztecs were reported in New Orleans | began to wonder.

"Hedwin laid great stress upon the throne room of Xitli. He claimed that the basdt block which he
brought back from Cuicuilco was the throne seet of Xitli. But, mind you, in dl histalk of Xitli rituas
involving aliving fire god, Hedwin never declared that ared Xitli existed.

"He madeit plain that someone, masked as Xitli, could control the cult. It would be possible, by
Hedwin's own analyss, for aclever man to assemble Aztecsin the top floor of this museum and there
give them orders which they would accept aslaw.”

Opening a cabinet, Sdter produced a phonograph record. Moving a screen from acorner, hereveded a
recording machine. Running hisfingersaong acrack, he drew athin, green wireinto sight.

"| stayed in the museum purposaly,” declared Sdter, "and on certain evenings | was sure of two things:
that persons were moving about, and that someone was using the evator. So | ingtalled amicrophonein
Xitli's throne room and carried the wiring down here.

"Last night | not only heard al that happened in the throne room, but | recorded it. Unfortunately, my
knowledge of spoken Mayan islimited. | wasforced to play the record over and over to make sure of al
that Xitli had said to his Aztecs. It would have been no useto cdl the police until my work was finished.

"By then the thing had happened. The Aztecs had done what Xitli told them. They had goneto the
waterfront and murdered Pierre Laboutard. Fortunately” - Salter showed arelieved smile - "the loss of
Laboutard was not serious.”

"But they killed Tdborn, too!" exclamed Brendle. "If you had natified the police in time, you might have
saved him, Sdter!”

"Not at dl," insgsted Salter. "There was no mention of Talborn, or the Monseca crypt, in the recording.
Xitli must have learned about the place where the treasure was hidden through Laboutard. This
trandation” - he placed typewritten papers on the desk - "provesthat hetold his Aztecs not to harm
Laboutard until Xitli gave theword."

THE detectives were picking up the sheets, but Brendle was more interested in the phonograph record.
He asked Sdlter to run it through, but the curator shook his head.

"Not yet," hesaid. "I have anew disk on the machinein case the cult meets again tonight. Though the
Aztecs gpparently can go in and out at will, | purposely |eft the museum open to encourage themif they



came here. | was gone mysdlf for amatter of fifteen minutes.”

That statement was the one that should have impressed Andy. It meant that Y vonne could have cometo
the museum and entered unobserved. But Andy was thinking in terms of Professor Hedwin, who had
dayed insde the museum after leaving SdAter's office.

At this moment the professor could be up in the throne room, garbed as Xitli, ready to receivethekillers
who formed the Aztec cult!

Startling though the thought was, its redlization was far more sensational. Almost in response to Andy's
thoughts, a crackling came from the loud-speaker above Sdlter's recording machine.

Excitedly, the curator sprang to the corner and started the blank disk that promised to receive again the
words of Xitli, to keep them as permanent evidence.

From out of the crackling came the voice of the masquerader; amuffled tone, yet startling. It was fluent,
proving the speaker's knowledge of the strange tongue that he spoke. Sdlter, motioning for silence, was
ligening intently.

Asthe voice paused to receive areturn babble from Aztec throats, Sater whispered excitedly:
"I can understand it! Hiswords are more coherent since | improved the reception -"

Thevoice of Xitli interrupted. Salter was nodding, at moments excitedly, at others solemnly. He kept
pushing back the persons who asked him to trand ate the things he heard. There were intervas when Xitli
let the Aztecs reply, but Salter managed only to wedge in afew remarks.

"Thisisther last meeting," said the curator. " Xitli istelling them that their work isdone. They areto
disband and return to Mexico."

Again, after anecessary pause while Xitli spoke, Sater relayed the words of the fire god.

"Heis spesking of asacrifice,” declared Sdter. "The Aztecs are clamoring for one. Heistelling them to
wait until the time when -"

Xitli's voice had begun again, rising above the clamor of the Aztecs. Before Salter could say another
word, alow chant began. Strange, discordant, it became aterrifying thing; into itsweird cadence came
the beat of drums.

At every break there was aword from Xitli, as though the fire god had picked up the burden of the chant
and reduced the others to a mere accompani ment.

Turning from his corner, Sdlter started toward the door, moving mechanicdly, like aman in astrange
dream. Hewas reaching in his pocket for arevolver. Moving after him, the detectives did the same.

At the door, Sdter paused, listening to the swelling of the chant, which had reached a hideous, outlandish
pitch punctuated by the sharp articulations of Xitli.

"Come," spoke Sdter. "A few of you - no more. It would not be safe for many. But if we watch -"

At that ingtant the chant was broken; not by the voice of Xitli, nor the hammering of drums, but a shriek
S0 ardent that it seemed the only human thing in dl that voca horror. To most who heard it, the scream
was an appeal for help from some unknown person whose distress was so packed in the cry that words
would have been superfluous.



To one, the shriek signified more. Andy Ames redlized that only one person could have uttered it:
Y vonne Carland. Hisworst fears had been redlized. Y vonne had fallen into the power of the Aztec cult.
She was the sacrifice that the fiends demanded from their monstrous leader, Xitli!

ONE man stood in Andy's path; that man was Fitzhugh Salter. He had sprung about, was waving his
arms, apparently to tell his numbed companionsthat a mere venture to the throne room of Xitli would
mean their doom. But Andy wasn't one to be convinced by Sdter, though the detectives were willing to
take the curator's advice.

Shoulder firgt, Andy bowled Sater from the doorway, sent him sprawling across the corridor. Andy had
the gun that he had used in Mexico, and he tugged it from his pocket as he sped for the elevator.

His boldness influenced the rest. Brendle came from the curator's office with aflood of detectives that
nearly trampled Sdlter in the rush.

Asheran, Andy could till hear the chant of Xitli coming from the loud-speaker in the office, above the
surge of many feet. It wasloud, discordant, still carrying anote of frenzy; but there was no repetition of
Y vonne's scream.

All was ablur to Andy as he reached the elevator. Rescue was his motive, but over him had come the
appalling thought that he might be too late to save Yvonne. Y et Andy's ardor did not fade. If he could not
save Y vonne, another motive would inspire him; that of revenge upon Xitli, god of fire!

CHAPTER XIX. XITLI SPEAKS

THEY dashed into the throne room in the same positions as when they had |eft the curator's office, Andy
ahead of the detectives. But in the race aong the corridor of the top floor, Andy doubled hislead on his
companions. He had one thought: to reach the throne room in the least time possible and consider
consequences later.

So ardent was Andy's dash that he lunged into the fateful room before he could stop himsdlf. A firewas
burning in the center of the floor; beyond it, Andy saw Y vonne, attired in Aztec costume, senselesson a
dabinfront of Xitli'sthrone,

In the throneitself was the green-masked, feathered fire god, his flame-hued costume blending with the
flickering of the flames. Poised between the pams of Xitli's gauntlets was a stone knife, its handle against
one hand, its point againgt the other.

Theknife of sacrificel

Too wdl did Andy know the practices of the ancient Mayas and their successors, the Aztecs; their way
of sacrificing maidens to appease their mythical gods. But al that was summed in Andy's one desire -
desth to Xitli!

Rescue or revenge. It would be one or the other, dependent upon whether or not Y vonne il lived. By
downing Xitli, Andy could end the curse of thefire god and the power that went with it. But Andy found
no timeto aim hisgun, let done pull thetrigger.

He had precipitated himself into the midst of the Xitli cult, and Aztecswere upon himin awave.
Floundering, his revolver spinning from his hand, Andy saw the cleaving edges of hatchets brandished
above him, ready to descend in timeto the still persisting chant and the beat of the drums.

Thething that saved Andy was the voice of Xitli. At thefire god's harsh command, the Aztecs restrained



their wegpons. Then Andy found himself faced about, his arms pinned behind him. They had dragged him
to the throne at Xitli's order

Other Aztecs had covered the doorway. They were flanking it, their stone hatchets at their fingertips.
Stopped almost under the blades were apair of detectives who were motioning back to others, telling the
rest to wait. They had falen into atrap amost asbad as Andy's.

They could have used their guns; in fact, they were il ready to do so if the Aztec hatchets budged. But
it was better policy to wait, for no shots could reach Xitli. Aztecs were blocking off the path of am
toward the fire god. Thisfrozen scene at least meant life, if no one disturbed the Situation.

It was the voice of Xitli that all awaited; the one tone that could decide between life and death.

The words from the green mask were harsh, yet lulling to the Aztecs. The chant faded and aweird
slence gripped the throne room, wherein the dight crackle of the fire seemed to grow in accompaniment
to thetone of Xitli. Then thefire god did amost sngular thing.

Gripping the knife by its blade, he proffered the handle to Andy. With his other hand Xitli gestured
toward Y vonne, motioning for Andy to cut the thongs that bound her.

Numbly, Andy did so, and he saw the girl's eyes open. A moment later he waslifting Yvonneto her feet,
helping her past the fire where Aztecs stood immohile, their hatchets il upraised.

Andy heard the tone of Xitli, avoice that he recognized, speaking in English. As he reached the door he
told the detectivesto put their guns away. Andy till could not understand the Situation, but he knew that
he had been spared by Xitli and that the fire god was afriend.

The detectives pocketed their revolvers, and Xitli'sfollowerslowered their stone hatchets. They retired
to the wdls and squatted there, like patient lions obeying the mandate of atrainer. Then Xitli himself was
coming from the throne room to meet the group in the hall.

He stepped toward the costume room where the Aztecs could not see him. There he removed his mask,
to revea himsdf as Professor Hedwin.

"BE careful," warned Hedwin in alow tone. "The Aztecs must not know that | am one of you. They
cannot be blamed for the murders which they committed. They did those deeds through ignorance.”

"Y ou mean you aren't Xitli?' queried Andy. "That is, you weren't the man who brought the Aztecs here?"

"A correct assumption,” returned Hedwin with asmile. "In fact, | actualy doubted my own theoriesfor a
while. But when | redlized that the Xitli cult must actualy exist, | decided to disband it. There wasonly
oneway: to pose as Xitli mysdf.”

Hedwin was taking off the headdress and the flame-hued robe. But his argument, though it appeded to
Andy, did not go over with the detectives. They crowded in upon the old professor, then looked about
for Salter. The curator had not yet arrived, but Eugene Brendle was on hand. He gave Hedwin a scathing
look.

"It won't do, Hedwin," declared Brendle. "The proof isall againgt you. Smart business, trying to framean
aibi, but it won't go, under the circumstances.”

"The proof isagainst me?" queried Hedwin. "Y ou mean these?' He shoved the robe, the mask, into
Brendle's hands, along with the headdress. "Bah! What do they mean? Put them back where they belong
in the costume room. L et thered Xitli have them when he comes.™



"Thered Xitli?"

"Yes." Pressing Brendle aside, Hedwin pointed a bony finger toward aman who was coming from the
corner of the corridor. "Here heig!"

The man was Fitzhugh Sdlter. He was il bregthless from his spill outside the office. Before Sdter could
say aword, Hedwin had the floor.

"I watched you, Sdlter," cackled the professor. "Night after night you came to the museum, thinking that
no one knew it. But | understood your game. While you pretended that my theories were worthless, you
were gathering the Xitli clan.

"You knew that | detested Carland and Dorn. But so did you, Sdter. Y ou found a perfect way to murder
them, for which | cannot entirely blame you. But it was despicable on your part to throw the guilt on
m"

In his harangue, Hedwin made no mention of Talborn'streasure, which initsdf provided aprofit motive
for the crimes of Xitli. But the question of the treasure merely weighed each side of the balance between
Hedwin and Salter.

Either of the two could have learned what Taborn had done. Hedwin might have looked over the
shipments from Mexico, while Sater had such opportunity upon their arriva in New Orleans.

"Cdl Brendle," suggested Hedwin, turning to Andy. "Have him bring back the Xitli costume. Or better
gtill, suppose we take Salter to the costume room and let him put on the regdia. Well make him show
himsdf as Xitli!"

Hisface thrust close to Sdter's, Hedwin gave the curator afierce glare. Quite undisturbed, the curator
findly found his breath and turned to the detectives.

"Does Hedwin know about the recordings?’ he questioned. "'If he did, he might change histune.
Suppose" - Sdter was smiling as the detectives shook their heads - "that | tell him."

A baffled look came over Hedwin'sface. Then Salter was detailing the scene that had taken placein the
office; how, on the night before, he had also listened in on ameeting of the Xitli cult and had kept a
record of it.

Hedwin couldn't seem to find an answer; even Andy, whose leanings had turned toward the professor,
was convinced by Sdter's argument. Only Y vonne still had apleafor Hedwin.

"I shouldn't have screamed,” shetold Andy earnestly. "When Xitli held the knife above me, my nerves
gave way. But he was only trying to quiet the Aztecs."

"Quiteright," agreed Hedwin quickly. "1 told them that the sacrifice should wait until they returned to
Mexico. | had to go through all the drama of an actua threat to show them that Xitli could restrain his
hand at the very moment of a sacrifice.”

THE detectives were not restraining their hands. They had heard enough of Hedwin'sdibis. They sarted
to drag Hedwin toward the elevator, and the professor made no protest. Right then Salter inserted a
sngleword:

"Wat! n

Surprised that Salter would intervene for Hedwin, the detectives halted. Facing the dumped professor,



Sdter spoke in atone of marked apology.

"I believe your story, Hedwin," he said smply. "But first | had to prove my own. | was never Xitli; neither
were you until tonight. Do you remember" - Sdter had turned to Andy and the detectives- "how | tried
to hold you back downgtairs?

"It was because | understood the things that Xitli was saying when Y vonne screamed. He wastdlling
them that there had been enough of blood, that they were to leave thisland asthey had come here. He
sad that Xitli would dwell donewithin histemple.

"But that was not dl. Thevoice of Xitli was more fluent than it was|ast night. Then he spoke only in
forced phrases; tonight he used the language asiif it were hisown.

"I have satisfied everyonethat | was not Xitli, now | declare Hedwin innocent, too. The proof isin my
office. You will al recognizeit when | play the records. Y ou will hear the voice of the Xitli that we seek,
the one who actualy demanded murder -"

They heard it without going to Sdlter's office. It came from behind them at the very door of the throne
room, which everyone had forgotten. Turning about, the startled group saw Xitli himself, come upon them
S0 suddenly that he seemed actudly to have materiaized himself like agenuine god of fire.

Masked, feathered, in full regalia, Xitli wasthroating the order to his Aztecs, who still occupied the
throne room - an order which, even to those who lacked al knowledge of Mayan, could mean but one
thing. Degth!

CHAPTER XX. THE FINAL DUEL

THE surge toward Xitli wasimmediate but hopeless. Before Andy and the detectives could bring their
gunsinto action, the feathered fire god had swept into histhrone room.

Hoping to stop him before he roused the Aztecs, the attackers swarmed through the door, only to be met
by lunging men with swinging hatchets. Wl did Xitli know the speed with which his Aztecs acted, how
little they feared degth themselves.

In one swift ingtant it seemed that doom was certain for Andy and the over-ardent detectives. Then,
without asingle gunshot, Aztecs were plunging headlong to the floor, tripped by two of their own
companions - the men nearest the door. A pair of squatly blockers had literaly flung themselvesin front
of the surging horde.

They were not Aztecs, those two, even though they had passed as such in the flickering glow of the
throne room. They were The Shadow's Xincas, sent to the meeting by their chief with ordersto thwart
murder when the time came.

Thefact that they had not intervened earlier was proof that Hedwin's story wastrue. All aong the Xincas
had known that Hedwin, garbed as Xitli, was trying to cam the cult.

But it was adifferent Xitli who now commanded. His attacking Aztecs had been dowed, but not
stopped. Andy and the detectives were plunging into battle, unwisely giving the Aztecsthe close range
that the squatly fightersliked. Above dl rose the triumphant voice of Xitli, with itsloud command to kill.

Only apower more startling than Xitli's could turn the tide. Such a power did.

It began with aroar from the throne of the fire god toward which Xitli himself had turned. The roar was
the splitting of the built-in throne as it spread in two parts, revealing ablack passage behind it.



From the blackness came a challenging laugh, the mockery of an invisblefoe. At that mirth, Aztecs
turned, for they knew thefighter thet it meant.

Xitli himsdf tried to drown the challenge with another cry to kill, but the tone of The Shadow, increased
by the hollow behind the throne, still dominated.

Like blocks of stone cometo life, The Shadow's Xincas rose and hurled themsaves toward the door,
bowling Andy and the nonplused detectives out into the corridor.

Starting to shoot at Aztecs, the surprised invaders did not see the Xincas until the pair hit them, below
gun leve, with the force of battering rams.

The Xincas were smply clearing the battleground, where only one combatant was needed: The Shadow!

Tongues of gun flame were stabbing lead from the sundered throne, clipping the Aztecswho tried to fling
their hatchets. Others were dropping back, amazed by the broken throne, which seemed to spell an end
to the power of Xitli.

But one thing more was needed to throw the murder tribe into utter confusion. The Shadow supplied the
necessary deed.

Springing from the secret passage, he reached the seat of Xitli'sthrone and poised, crouched with his
aming guns, upon the basdlt block that was the symboal of the fire god.

To the Aztecs, it was death to touch that stone. In The Shadow they saw agod of death, the only sort of
being that could defy Xitli!

FROM behind the shelter of hisfollowers, Xitli howled for anew attack that did not come. In
desperation, he flung one of hisfirevids. The Shadow saw it coming and swept his cloak over hiseyes.

Thething burst with ablaze, and with the flare the Aztecs heard the shout of Xitli, competing with the
laugh that The Shadow delivered through his muffling cloak.

Blindly the Aztecs charged. The Shadow side-stepped, |etting them stumble toward the throne, from
which they quailed asthey fdt itstouch. Through the mass of blundering figures, The Shadow was
looking for Xitli. He saw the masquerader beyond the throng, coming up from the floor, where he had
stooped to shidd hiseyes.

Xitli saw The Shadow and gave another fling. Thistime his wegpon was astone ax that one of his
followers had dropped. He lobbed it over the heads of the Aztecs and howled new triumph as he saw
The Shadow make a desperate twist.

But in that spin The Shadow found the opening he wanted. With his sdeward dive he stabbed a shot
between the figures of two Aztecs.

The Shadow's aim was perfect. Xitli never saw the finish of the ax fling as the stone blade diced the brim
of The Shadow's hat and harmlesdy dashed the black cloak before clattering on the floor. For Xitli's
heart had received abullet straight from The Shadow's gun.

No longer could Xitli command. The only tone that echoed through the throne room was the laugh of The
Shadow.

Thrusting Aztecs asde, The Shadow reached the throne. There hislaugh ended; he was speaking
commands that the Aztecs understood. Hisvoicewasin their language; it came from Xitli'sthrone. It was



the word of a power greater than the fire god. Submissively, the Aztecs dropped their weapons.

They heard the clatter of the closing throne. When their blinking eyes could view the change they saw that
The Shadow was gone. But Xitli sill remained among them, adead figure on the floor. Death to Xitli
meant the end of the fire god's cult. No longer would these Aztecs murder.

From the corridor, Professor Hedwin entered. He spoke to the Aztecs and they listened, for The
Shadow had told them to await another's order. Behind Hedwin came Fitzhugh Sdlter.

The curator stooped above the form of Xitli and removed the dead man's mask. He beckoned othersto
comeand view thelifelessface of Eugene Brendle, the man who had covered his crimes, aong with his
identity, when he posed as Xitli.

A SHORT whilelater they found Lamont Cranston down in the curator's office, where he had just
arrived. A mere spectator, Cranston listened to the details that the others pieced while detectives were
marching the surviving Aztecs out from the museum.

It was easy to fit facts regarding Brendle once he had been identified as Xitli. He had been connected
with the Mayan Museum from the start and had heard the Xitli legend. Asthe contractor who
superintended the building, Brendle had easily installed the secret entrance to the throne room.

"Brendle suffered more than either of us, so far as Carland was concerned,” said Sdter to Hedwin. "The
same applied in Dorn's case. But Brendle was clever. He kept up afriendship with Carland so that the
blame would be placed on one of us."

"Y ou mean on me," corrected Hedwin. " The throne room was my idea. But do you know" - the
professor's eyes gleamed wisely - "1 don't think that Brendle expected the Aztecs a all. He intended to
use Laboutard for murder; then, perhaps, hold some brief masquerade to draw attention to the Aztec
cult.

"The throne room was of my design; Brendl€'s addition of a secret passage would have been attributed
to me, though | knew nothing of it."

"But when the Aztecs came -"
"Brendle used them, of course. He posed as Xitli and put the Aztecsto the task that Laboutard refused.”

Silently, The Shadow admired Hedwin's analyss. It lacked afew details, but was otherwise correct. The
Shadow could have supplied the missing points, for he had recognized them while many were dtill in
progress. But when the story had been thrashed out, The Shadow had something to add, which he could
do quite capably as Cranston.

"Y ou speek of adouble game," he remarked. "Taborn was after treasure. When Brendle learned it, he
followed up the murders of Carland and Dorn by attempting to take Talborn's treasure.”

"Quiteright," agreed Sdlter. "The idea of wealth appealed to Brendle."

"He needed money," ins sted Hedwin. "He was congtantly worried over the fifty thousand dollars that
Carland owed him."

"Thenwhy," came Crangton's query, "did Brendle refuse sixty thousand that | offered him for the Carland
property thisevening. | actudly gave him acheck for it, but hetoreit up and ingsted upon thisinstead.

Y ou will find the duplicate in Brendle€'s pocket, dong with the title deeds that still belong to Y vonne
Carland."



The Shadow produced his copy of the written memorandum. At first sght Brendl€'s contract regarding
the rice lands looked like a generous arrangement, but Brendle, exposed as Xitli, could no longer be
regarded as generous. Cranston'slipsformed asmile as his keen eyesroved the puzzled group.

"Theremust beacaich toit,” he said. " Otherwise Brendle would not have made the offer. | think the
catch concernsthe term 'rice lands.’ Brendle knew that the property was salt marsh, unfit for raising rice.
All hewanted was a chance to survey the land and find something € se, presumably by accident.”

"What else?' queried Andy.

"l would say oil," replied The Shadow. "The land was Carland's to begin with, and oil was his business.
Histalk of rice was merely ablind. Having to borrow on the property, he did not want Brendle to know
itsred worth. But Dorn knew dl about it. Carland talked to him in terms of ail, not rice.”

The whole of Brendl€'s scheme opened wide. His double murder had been a quest for wedlth, not a
mere grudge againgt Carland and Dorn. It brought home another point, which the listeners heard
Crangton supply in ameatter-of-fact fashion.

"Laboutard knew the ddltaregion,” said The Shadow. "Heis probably the man who informed Brendle
that therewas oil on Carland's property. Which madeit al the more necessary for Brendle to dispose of
Laboutard, the one man who could have blackmailed him | ater.

"I have heard that there are great possibilitiesin Louisianaoil land." The Shadow turned to Yvonne. "So
alow meto congratulate you, Miss Carland, on the future wedlth that you deserve. From what | have
learned of Brendle, he would not have played for smal stakes. If you need fifty thousand dollarsto regain
those title deeds, my check book is till available"

STROLLING from the office, The Shadow left the museum and returned to his car, where the faithful
Xincaswaited. They had kept right on through, after turning battle over to The Shadow.

As he garted the car, The Shadow gazed toward the great museum, its piles of pyramiding stepsleading
to the topmost floor, where crime had risen to its heights, then fallen. From Cranston's lips came the laugh
of The Shadow.

Those within the museum caught the echoes of that mirth. 1t was fanciful, weird, seemingly distant, yet as
red asthe vast bulk of the mighty pyramid above them. Red to those who had seen the fray in which that
laugh had resounded from the lips of a black-clad battler who fought for justice.

They knew the parting laugh of The Shadow, the tone that symbolized histriumph over Xitli, god of firel
THEEND



