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CHAPTER I. SHADOWS OF NIGHT
“TURN left, Holland.”

“YS, S'r.n

The uniformed chauffeur thrust a warning am from the window of the sedan. He swung the big car
across the dippery road. The glaing headlights showed a driveway between two lion-topped stone
posts. Grave crunched benegth the tires as the automohile rolled through the entrance of the Long Idand
edate.

The man in the rear seat was leaning forward, weatching the driveway reved itsdf through the drizzing
migt. Rain-soaked shrubs and dripping trees bounded both sides of the roadway. The chauffeur drove
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carefully as he sttled back behind the whed, relieved now that he was free of the heavy traffic on the
highway.

The headlights, swinging dong the curving drive, invoked moving shadows of the night. Broad streaks of
blackness wavered and swung away. Heavy blotches faded as the car passed. They seemed like living
things these shadows. The passenger watched them as he stared over the chauffeur's shoulder.

A bright lignt gleamed like a beacon through the night. The car swerved and pulled up before a flight of
steps thet led to the doorway of a large manson. The beckoning light was under the shdltering roof that
extended from above that door. Compared to it, the glimmers from the windows of the house seemed
fant and obscure.

The passenger stepped from the sedan and spoke to the chauffeur:
“You may cdl for mein one hour, Holland.”
“Yes, Mr. Tracy,” replied the uniformed man.

The sedan rolled away and Ieft the passenger stlanding under the shdltering roof. While he waited for an
answer to hisring at the door, Tracy turned toward the steps, and his face was dearly discernible in the
night.

A MAN of medium heght, his face firm and aristocratic, this individua made an impressve appearance
as he waited before the closed door. His eyes, keen and perceptive, were saring out into the night,
toward those spots where the sedan's headlights had so recently invoked strange, moving shadows.

All was blackness now. Tracy's eyes saw only mig; his ears heard nothing but the sounds of dripping
water.

The door opened behind his shoulder. Turning, the man entered with the assurance of an expected guest.

Farland Tracy, attorney at law, now stood within the confines of a gloomy hdl. The man who admitted
hm was standing a few feet away, bowing in courteous gregting.

“Ah, Headley,” said the lawyer. “Mr. Boswick is expecting me?’
“Heisupdairs, dr,” responded the attendant, in a quiet monotone. “1 shdl inform him that you are here.”

Tracy watched Headley wak across the hdl and up the gtairs. The man's tread was soft and catlike,
quitein contrast to his heavy appearance. The lawyer rubbed his hands thoughtfully and turned his gaze
toward the floor, until the sound of gpproaching footsteps caused him to glance up.

A young man had entered the hal from a side room. Sight of form, sallow of complexion, and drooping
in appearance, he made an excelent picture of disspated youth. He was attired in a tuxedo, and in his
loose left hand he held along holder which contained a lighted cigarette.

“Drew Weslling!” exdamed Farland Tracy. “How are you, boy? | haven't seen you for amonth!”

“Perhaps it's as wel you havent,” drawled Westling, with asckly grin. “1 haven't forgotten the last time. |
hope you don't intend to mention it to the old gentleman.”

“To your Uncle Houston?' quizzed Tracy. Then, in an amiabdle tone “No, Drew. Lawyers usudly keep
thar dients afars to themsalves. | am here to discuss business affairs with your uncle. Your name will
not be mentioned—that is, in reference to the matter of which you have just spoken.”



“Thanks,” responded Wedtling, in ardlieved tone. “The old gentleman has been quizzy enough about my
afars without him learning anything that won't do any good. I've kept out of jams since thet last one—"

“And you don't intend to get into any more,” amiled Farland Tracy. “All right, Drew. I'm glad to hear it.”
Drew Wedtling turned away and strolled back across the hall.

FARLAND TRACY noticed that Headley was returning down the stairs. The lawyer smiled. He fancied
that Drew Westling would not want the attendant to hear the discussion that had just taken place.

Houston Boswick, owner of this mangon, was, as Tracy had mentioned, Westling's uncle. The old man
hed been away for severd months, and hence knew nothing of Westling's activities during his absence.

It was Farland Tracy who had twice gained Westling's release, without scandal, after raids on gambling
houses where the young man had been. Such information, coming to Houston Boswick, would prove
most embarrassing to Drew Westling. The young mean depended entirely upon his uncle for support.

“Mr. Boswick will see you, gr,” announced Headley. “He isin the upstairs study.”

Farland Tracy waked up the steps. Drew Westling, dowly puffing through his long cigarette holder,
stood in a corner of the hdl. With shrewd gaze, be watched Headley depart toward the kitchen. Then,
turning his eyes upward, he waited until Farland Tracy had passed the head of the gtairs.

Hadily gecting his cigarette into an ash stand, Drew Wedtling pocketed the holder and followed the
direction that the lawyer had taken. He tiptoed rapidly up the steps, turned into a narrow hdlway, and
softly approached a door near aturn in the corridor. He stopped beside the closed portal, turned about,
and crouched with his ear to the door.

Watching toward the steps, Weslling knew that he would be indantly aware of Headley's approach,
should the butler come updtairs. Ligening intently, he could hear the greetings being exchanged between
Farland Tracy and Houston Boswick.

Ready to glide dong the hdl at the dightest darm, Drew Westling was in an ided pogtion to learn what
might be said within the study.

STRANGE purposes were a work within this gloomy old mansion. Standing secluded from the highway,
it was invigble to the passng world. But while one man lisgened within, there were others who were
watching without.

Across from the lighted porch, amid the blackness of a dump of shrubbery, low voices were discussng
the arrivd of Farland Tracy. Those voices came from a spot where the lawyer had |ooked, but had seen
nothing in the misty night.

“Jud lay low, Scully,” came a smooth command. “Weve got an hour to wait, at least.”
“An' maybe nothin' to wait for,” was the growled reply.

“Probably nothing,” rejoined the smooth voice. “But were not going in while the old man has a vigtor.
We're not going in blindly, elther. That sort of uff is through. Well wait until we have a reason.”

“All right, Stacks. Y ou're the boss. Bt it's too blamed wet out here—"
“Comedong,” interrupted “ Stacks’ impatiently. “Well dide under the cover of the sde porch.”
Two figures emerged from the bushes. They were no more than huddled shapes, but they cast long



shadows as they moved toward the shdlter of the Side portico. Both Stacks and “ Scully” were cautious in
this maneuver, kegping just on the fringe of light that came from above the front door.

Confident that they were not being watched as they crept through the blurry drizzle, the men did not
bother to look behind them. Hence they falled to notice a peculiar phenomenon which accompanied
them.

From a spot not ten feet away from the bush where they had hidden, came a third shadow, longer and
more pronounced than ther own. A sniger shape of unredity, this strange silhouette accompanied the
men. A black vagueness in the mis—so obscure as to be dmost unseen —was the only living token of
thisweird streak of blackness.

Y et, had Stacks or his companion stared back toward the bushes, they would have seen a more potent
dgn of abeng in the darkness. Two burning eyes, their brightness reflecting the glimmer of the light above
the door, were falowing the snesking men. Phantom eyes that seemed to floa through the mig, they
watched the progress of these sedthy spies.

“Well be dl right here?” came Scully's question, as the porch was reached.

“Sure” was the whigper that came from Stacks. “Old Boswick will be up in his sudy—the little room
that opens on the back yard—"

As he broke off his satement, Stacks chanced to glance back toward the driveway. He caught a
momentary glimpse of a gliding shape dong the ground; then attributed it to hisimagination.

THE owner of that shadow was invisble Thetdl form of aliving being was skirting the edge of the porch
even as Stacks spoke. Sharp ears had heard the reference to the little upstairs room. The phantom shape
moved onward, unseen in the darkness.

A dim light glimmered from a smdl window on the second floor, at the back of the house. Benesth that
window, a tdl form emerged from the dampening darkness. Gloved hands pressed againg the rough
sone wall of the building.

A figure moved upward. The folds of a rain-soaked cloak flapped gently againg the stones. A creature
of the night was making its way to the window. Shortly afterward, a blackened hand appeared againgt
the dim light, and noisdesdy pushed the window sash upward.

The shadowy shape of a douch hat was momentarily reveded by the vague illumingtion. A few seconds
later, the head beneath the hat had moved to the Side, and was no longer visble. The weird phantom of
the night dung bat-like to the sde of the house.

While Drew Westling, ligening by the door of the study, overheard the conversation within the room, this
egrie vidtant of darkness was a0 learning what passed between Houston Boswick and Farland Tracy.

Slent, gniger, and unseen, The Shadow, man of darkness, had come to this secluded spot. The
Shadow, myderious personage who thwarted crime, was interested in the same discussion that had
intrigued Drew Wesiling.

What was the purpose of The Shadow's vist? Did danger lurk about this place? Did the presence of
huddled watchers in the shrubbery meean that crime was brewing?

Shadows of the night had moved amidst the drizzing mit. One was a living shadow. Where plans and
cross-purposes unfolded; where men of evil desgn maintained a secret vigl; there did The Shadow
venture!



CHAPTER Il. TALK OF WEALTH

WITHIN a gmdl, but findy funished study, Houston Boswick and Farland Tracy faced each other
across a mahogany desk, totdly unaware that liseners were stationed at both door and window.

The two men formed an interesting contrast in the glow of the desk lamp. Farland Tracy, ill in his
forties, showed virility in every action. Firm-faced, square-jawed, and sdwart, he had a dynamic ar
combined with self-assurance. With it, his eyes expressed understanding and sympathetic feding.

Houston Boswick, in opposition, was aged and weary. He was a man past sixty, and his thin face
marked him as one who had logt dl former initigtive.

His eyes, done, reveded his intelect. At times they were colorless; but a intervals they sparkled with
quick purpose. Occasondly, they showed a distinct trace of innate shrewdness.

Those eyes were Tracy's key. The lawyer watched them steedily and camly, knowing that they done
could serve as an index to Houston Boswick's true emotions.

“Tracy”—Boswick's voice was pitifully thin—*1 am an old man who has nothing left to live for.”

“Hady old,” rgoined Tracy, in a quiet tone. “You have not yet reached the dividing line of threescore
and ten.”

“l am nearing it,” asserted Boswick, with a dight shrug of his narrow shoulders, “and my life has been
one of ceasaless labor. The accumulation of wedth isno sinecure, Tracy. | have made my share —more
than my share, to be exact. | began dmog in childhood. That iswhy | am nearing the end of life”

“You have retired from busness” Tracy reminded him. “Tha should give you the opportunity to
recuperate.”

“I retired,” interrupted Boswick, “purely because | could no longer continue. When an old horse can no
longer stand in harness, his days are numbered.”

Farland Tracy had no reply. Houston Boswick could see the sympathy in his expresson. The old man
amiled wanly.

“Do not attempt to delude me, Tracy,” declared Boswick. “This lagt trip to Horida was for my hedth. Its
purpose faled. The writing is on the wall. My physcians have told me that | may not have long to live |
am ready to die”

“Why?" questioned Tracy increduloudy.

“Because” explained Boswick, “life holds nothing in store for me. What is wedth when one can no
longer work? That has been my creed, Tracy. | shdl dways adhere to it.

“All my business associates were older than mysdf. One by one they have dropped from sght. Death has
accounted for most of them. Senility has seized the rest. For the past year, | have lived with only one

hope.”
“Your son's return.”
“Yes. Now, Tracy, that hope is assured.”

“You have heard from Carter?’



Houston Boswick nodded.

REAL dation appeared upon Farland Tracy's countenance. The lawvyer had often heard Houston
Boswick speak of his absent son, Carter.

Y ears before, the younger Boswick had gone out to seek his own fortune. He had traveled in many parts
of the world. Indirect reports had reached Houston Boswick that Carter was doing wel. But not until
now had the old man received direct news from Carter Boswick himsdf.

“Let me become reminiscent,” remarked Houston Boswick. “Tragedy entered my life some twenty-odd
years ago. Directly falowing the death of my wife, my sster Stella—my only living relation—yperished in
atrain wreck with her husband, Hugh Westling.

“| raised their boy with mine. My son, Carter, and my nephew, Drew Wedtling, were like brothers. The
same age—but Carter was the stronger, and Drew the weaker. Redizing it, | favored Drew.”

“That was consgderate,” observed Tracy.

“Too congderate,” corrected Houston Boswick. “Carter became obsessed with independence. Drew
became a weekling, with no initiaive. The result was that Carter went away, and Drew remained.

“Only a week ago, | received a letter from Montevideo. It was from Carter. A friend of mine had met
hm there, and had given hm my Forida address. In thet letter, Carter announced that he was coming
home.”

“How soon?’

“He has dready salled. He is aboard the seamship Southern Star. He is coming by way of Havana, and
will be here within two weeks.”

“Wonderful newd” exclamed Tracy. “He will be glad to see you—and | know that he will receive a
glorious welcome.”

“Hardly,” responded Boswick, in awigful tone. “1 shdl not be here to greet him.”
“You will be—"
“Dead. Yes, Tracy, | sdl be dead.”

The lawyer dapped his hand upon the table. He could not believe his ears. This statement seemed
incredible—the absurd fancy of afaling mind.

“Dead,” repeated Houston Boswick quietly. “I fed the end of life approaching. It will be for the best,
Tracy. | should not like Carter to see me as | am now. He should always remember me as | was when he
went away—close to ten years ago.”

The lavyer settled back in resignation. He saw that it was no use to dispute the matter with the old man.

“Thet is why | have summoned you, Tracy,” resumed Houston Boswick. “You have been my lawyer
sncemy old friend, Glade Rupert, passed away. Our friendship has been a matter of but afew years, but
| fed that you have been most competent and kindly. Therefore, | am relying upon you now.”

Farland Tracy bowed quietly.

“Hra of dl,” resumed Boswick, “my son Carter must not know of my death until after his arriva in New



York. You undersand?’

Tracy nodded. The lawyer, to humor the old man, was accepting Houston Boswick's desth as a forgone
maiter of the immediate future.

“Then,” added Boswick, “you will arrange full discharge of my estate, according to the terms. The bulk
to Carter, with the provison of a comfortable life income for Drew Westling.”

The old man paused speculatively. Then, with a sad air, he continued on a new theme.

“My nephew Drew,” he garted, “is a waster. | have provided for him because he is my sigter's son. |
have logt dl confidence in Drew. | have not told him thet | have heard from Carter. Drew knows that my
hedlth isfailing. He will expect the ful estate for himsdlf. Indeed, it would be his, but for Carter.

“Thet is the reason, Tracy, why | have dways minimized the amount of my possessions. People will be
surprised, after my deeth, to learn that my edtate is scarcdy more than a round million. Only the heir
—whether it be Carter or Dren—will learn, some time after my death, that ten times that sum is
avaladle”

“You have made a great mistake,” declared Tracy serioudy. “This secret of yours—the strange hiding of
avast sum of money—might lead to serious consequences. Some schemer might seek to learn the place
of its deposit.”

“How can any one learn?’ questioned Boswick, with a shrewd smile. “I, done, have knowledge of the
hiding place. My old lawyer, Rupert, told me that he thought the scheme was safe”

“Even though he, like mysdlf, was never informed of the spot where you had placed the money?’

“Rupert never knew,” amiled Boswick. “But he knew me when | was younger—at the time when | firg
evolved the plan of hidden wedth. He had more confidence in me than you have, Tracy. You have
known me only snce | became old.”

The lawvyer nodded. He redized that Houston Boswick spoke the truth. Nevertheless, his expression dill
betrayed doubt, and old Boswick was aware of it.

“Secrets,” remarked Tracy, “have away of lesking out. Y our congtant effort to minimize the size of your
edtate could certainly excite suspicion.”

“| believeit has,” declared Boswick quietly.
“You do?’ questioned Tracy, in momentary darm. “What cause have you to think so?’

“Thishouse,” explained Houston Boswick, “was closed while | was away. Drew Westling was living at
his club. Headley paid occasiond vidts here to see that dl was wel. Upon my return, today, | noticed
that certain things had been disturbed. | questioned both Drew and Headley.”

“Wht did they say?

“Drew damed to know nothing about it. Nor did Headley, urtil | pointed out certain traces which he had
not noticed. He became darmed then, Tracy. He believed, with me, that this house had been entered and
searched from top to bottom.”

“Hm-m-m,” mused Tracy. “Was anything missng?’

“Nothing,” responded Houston Boswick. “That shows that a definite purpose was a work. Some one



was looking for something that could not be found.”
“You are sure that the marauders were not successful?’

“Pogtive. They would never discover my secret, Tracy, dthough it lies within this house. Only my
heir—whether he be Carter or Drew—can gain the clew to my hidden wedth.”

FARLAND TRACY was thoughtful. Houston Boswick's discovery surprised the lawyer; now, he was
trying to find a plausible explanation for this mysterious occurrence. The old men divined the attorney's
thoughts.

“Do not worry, Tracy,” he said dryly. “I do not care to know the identity of the ingtigator. It could be
Drew Wedlling; it could be Headley; it could be some one entirdy unknown to me. As you say, | have
been dmogt over-emphatic in my efforts to make it appear that my supply of worldly possessions has
ghrunk to exceedingly smdl proportions.

“But what do | care now? Carter is returning. He will receive my visble wedth. Let him find the unknown
treasure, if he has the initiative. Should any thing happen to prevent Carter's return, the task will belong to
Drew Wedling.”

Farland Tracy shook his head in stern disgpprova. This strange method of handling vast resources
seemed atrocious to the lawyer.

“Suppose,” he presumed, “that Carter—or Drew, for that matter —lacks the initiative. Then what will
become of the wedth?’

“It will remain where it is” smiled Houston Boswick weskly. “Why not? | shdl have no use for it. My
har will not deserve it. But do not fear that consequence, Tracy. Smply proceed with the Ssmple duties
governing the affairs of my estate. The rest will take care of itsdf.”

The old man's gaze became prophetic. Farland Tracy was amazed at the change which filled those sad
oray eyes. He lisened while Houston Boswick spoke in a far-away voice.

“Carter will return,” presaged the old man. “I am sure of it now. He will find the wedth that is rightfully
his Drew Westling will subsst upon the income that | have provided for him.

“I know this, Tracy. | know it as pogtively as | know that | shdl be dead when Carter reaches New
York. | have made my plans. They will succeed, no matter what may oppose them.”

The old man was leaning weskly on his desk. With one hand, he made a feeble mation to indicate that
the interview was ended. Farland Tracy arose and grasped the hand. Concern showed in the lawyer's
face.

NEITHER Tracy nor Boswick heard the dight motion that occurred outsde the study door. Drew
Westling, hearing footsteps on the stairs, had moved quickly dong the hall.

Now came a rap a the door, followed by the even voice of Headley, Boswick's serving man. The old
men pointed to the door; Farland Tracy gave the order to enter. In came Headley.

“Mr. Tracy's car is here, dr,” announced the servant.
“Good night,” said Houston Boswick. “Remember, Tracy. Remember. | rdy upon you.”
“l shdl remember,” replied the lawyer.



Farland Tracy's lagt view of Houston Boswick showed the old man collapsed upon the desk, with
Headley bending over himin apprehension. Going downgtairs aone, the lawyer began to bdieve the old
man's statement that his death was near.

There was no 9gn of Drew Westling on the gloomy firg floor. Farland Tracy donned coat and hat, and
left the house. He found Holland standing by the door of the sedan. Tracy hurried into the car to escape
the drizzle. He ordered the chauffeur to drive him home.

Lurking figures came from the sde portico after the automohbile had gone. They reached the shrubbery
and lingered there for severa minutes. Then came alow voice in the darkness:

“All right, Scully. It'sdl off for tonight. Side dong. I'll take care of mysdf.”
“O.K., Stacks. | thought thiswaiting would be a lot of hooey.”

The figure of Scully moved dong the shrub-fringed drive, and was swalowed by the darkened mid.
Stacks dill remained, as though expecting some dgnd from the house. Findly, he followed in his
companion's course.

A dim shape emerged from the shdlter of the Sde portico. It was the same vague figure that had dung to
the wall outside of Houston Boswick's study window. Weird and phantom-like, it took up the tral of
“Stacks.”

The Shadow was fallowing the chief of the two watchers. Into the darkness he had gone, traling a man
whose purpose here had been one of evil. Slently, myserioudy, a being of darkness was hounding a
minion of crime.

Thelight went out above the front porch of Houston Boswick's home. The old mangon loomed dull and
forlorn amid the swirling drizzle. Its inmates no longer concerned The Shadow this night. Hidden
watchers had remained unsummoned. Their work dill belonged to the future. Representatives of a plotter
who had sent them here, they had retired.

Out of the night had The Shadow come; into the night had he returned.

An unwitting spy was leading this master of darkness to an evil lar where a man higher up awaited!

CHAPTER Ill. THE BIG SHOT
“STACKS LODI isoutsde, chief.”

“Bringhimin, Twider.”

The man who uttered the order was seated in a degp-cushioned chair, in the corner of a sumptuous
gpartment. His words were spoken in a harsh monaotone that befitted his importance.

For the speaker was none other than “Hub” Rowley, big-time gambler and racketeer, a man whose
disdain for the law had gained him fortune, and whose smooth and devious cunning had kept him aoof
from the tails of the police.

Here, in his gpartment on the twentieth floor of the Hotel Cadtillian, Hub Rowley dwdt in royd state. The
portas of his abode were under the jurisdiction of “Twider” Edmonds, Hub's bodyguard. The
meagnificent suite occupied hf the floor.

Attired in garish dressng gown, cigarette in hand, and a haf-emptied glass upon the table beside him,
Hub Rowley appeared to be a gentleman of leisure.



His hardened face, with pudgy lips and thick black eyebrows, marked him otherwise. Yet Hub preferred
to keep up the pretense. He considered himsdf an aristocrat, even though he bore the stamp of the
underworld.

The door opened, and Twigter, a wiry, learing fdlow, ushered in the vistor. Stacks Lodi, wearing a
rain-soaked overcoat and carrying a dripping hat, came into the presence of his chief.

Stacks was a suitable underling for such a master as Hub Rowley. Stocky, swarthy, and shrewd of eye,
he was schemer rather than mobster, yet his deportment showed him to be a hardened product of the
school of crime.

“Hdlo, Stacks,” greeted Rowley, in amethodica tone.
“Hdlo, Hub.” was the rgjoinder. “Nothing doing tonight.”

“So | supposed,” remarked the big shot. “Cdl Twister. Hell get you a drink. | guess you can use it from
the way you look.”

Twigter, stepping out through the door, heard the order and promptly reappeared. Stacks Lodi threw his
hat and coat on atable, and took a chair near Hub Rowley. Both men watched Twister Edmonds while
the man uncorked a bottle and poured out a supply of liquor for the vigtor.

IT was one of those minor incidents that happened to attract the attention of al concerned. Hence it was
not surprising that none of the three observed what was happening at the haf-opened door while ther
interest was centered on the bottles.

There, from the gloom of the dim outer room, came a tall, gliding shape that stopped when only partialy
in view. Gleaming eyes detected that the men in the room were looking elsewhere. Those same eyes
spied apair of curtains that led to another part of the apartment.

There was not an ingant's delay. A tdl form clad in black moved boldly into Hub Rowley's reception
room. The Shadow stood in full view; then, with swift, slent dride, the black-garbed vistant glided
toward the curtains beyond which lay darkness.

It was a coal, daring venture; and one that succeeded only by the fraction of a second. Hub Rowley,
glancing up, noted that the door was gjar. He grunted his disapprova as his eyes swept about the room,
sopping at the curtains just after The Shadow had vanished behind them.

“Close that door, Twigter,” ordered the big shot. “ Stay outside. I'l let you know when | need you.”

Twiger handed the drink to Stacks, and obsequioudy obeyed Hub Rowley's order. A few moments
later, the big shot and his caller were donein the room, neither one suspecting that a hidden listener was
there to hear the conversation.

“Nothing to report, en?’ growled Hub.

“Only that some fdlow cdled to see the old man,” declared Stacks. “That was about nine o'clock. The
ouy went away at ten. You told me that some fdlow was coming there, and to lay low until after he had
gone. That was the time for the tip-off; but it didnt come.”

“| doubted that it would,” said Rowley, in a cdm tone. “In fact, | fdt rather sure that | would not need
you tonight. Just the same, | wanted you there—in case—"

Stacks nodded.



“O.K. by me, Hub,” he affirmed. “Scully acted grouchy because he was getting soaked in the drizzle. |
told him it was dl in the night's work. Sent hm away when | figured dl was off. Say, Hub"—Stacks
paused to consder his words—“who was that bird that came to see the old man tonight? | wouldn't be
asking you to tdl meif he hadn't looked like some one I've seen before—"

“There's no harm in your knowing,” interposed Hub Rowley. “That was Farland Tracy, the lawyer. He
represents old Houston Boswick.”

“Now | remember hm!” excamed Stacks. “He was the guy who came to see you about young
Westling, Boswick's nephew—the time the kid dropped ten grand in your uptown joint when—"

“Say Louie Gurtz'sjoint,” corrected Hub in a cold tone.

“Wel—Louie Gurtz's joint,” repeated Stacks, with a sheepish grin. “I dways cdl it that, Hub, except
when I'm talking to you. Anyway, | remember Tracy now. He came to see you about getting back
Wedlings| O U, didn't he?’

“Yes” admitted Hub Rowley, “but | dill have it. Just halding it —that's al. Westling knew he was in a
jam, 0 he went to his uncles lawvyer. When Tracy came to me, he asked me to go easy on the boy. |
figured thet if | didn't, the old man would throw the nephew out, so | talked it over with Westling himsdif.

“That's the way it looked to the kid. A throw-out—no dough for me. So I'm holding Westling until 1 want
him, that's dl. I've worked the same way before.”

“What did the lawyer think about it?’

“Well, hed like to havethat | O U, dl right. I've got afew more of Westling's, besides. Just about twenty
grand in the hole—that's where the kid stands.”

“Hell never have the dough to pay it.”

“That's wha Tracy told me. But | talked with Westling. His uncle's estate is coming through one of these
days. Twenty grand—with plenty of interest.”

“| guess you're gtting pretty, Hub,” said Stacks admiringly. “But ligen—if the dough's sure, what's the
good of going through the place while the old man is away?’

“Stacks,” remarked Hub reprovingly, “sometimes it is not wise to know too much. That gpplies to you.
Understand? However, jugt to ease your mind, I'll ask you to recal my policy concerning every 1 O U
thet | hold. What do | do when oneisn't paid?’

“You collect it.”

“Right. Do | stop with the face amount?’
“No. You take plenty over.”

“How much over?’

“No limit. Whatever you can get.”

“All right,” concluded Hub. “Wedling didn't pay. His uncle's lawvyer told me that the old man wouldn't
pay. The old man's got some dough that | know about. It's likdy to be Wedtling's later on. If | can get it
now, | will. If I can't get it now, I'll get it after Westling hasiit. The sooner the better—that's dl.”



THERE was slence. Stacks Lodi sensed the keenness of Hub Rowley's words. Stacks, with Scully and
others, had invaded Houston Boswick's home not long ago. Their search for a treasure vault had brought
no results.

But Stacks could see the probabilities. Somewhere, Hub Rowley must suspect, the old man had hidden
wedlth. Hub Rowley intended to get it.

Stacks shrugged his shoulders as he thought of Drew Westling. The young man was a weegkling, and a
gpendthrift. What could he do to oppose Hub Rowley? In fact, it would be easy for Hub to force Drew
Wedtling to do his bidding.

Stacks recaled measures that the big shot had adopted in the past. He had made his vicims squed;
double-cross their friends; stoop to any foul measures to meet their gaming debts.

The telephone bl rang while Stacks Lodi was engaged in this soliloquy. With an easy sweep of his hand,
Hub Rowley plucked the double-ended ingrument from its hook and quietly spoke into the mouthpiece.
Stacks ligened intently.

“Hello... Yes..” Rowley's voice was unperturbed. “Yes, | thought so... Nothing developed tonight,
eh?...The old man looks bad, you say... His son is coming back?...When?.. Where is...”

Congernation sudden came upon Hub Rowley's thick brow. The big shot did not like this news
concerning Carter Boswick's return. Stacks Lodi had assumed—ogicdly and correctly—that the term
“old man” referred to Houston Boswick.

“All right...” Rowley was spesking again. “Don't worry...You jus play the game...I'm holding those | O
Usuntil the pudding's baked, that's dl... Sure, | understand. If the son gets the tip-off the old men talked
about, it leavesyou in a hole... Well—theré's ways of handling that... Left Montevideo, eh? What boat?
Yes... Seamship Southern Star... Havana... Say, just keep mum. Leaveit to me...”

Hub Rowley finished his conversation and lad the phone in the cradle. He studied Stacks Lodi
thoughtfully; then asked a pointed question.

“How would you like to play the boats again, Stacks?’
“l wouldn't care for it,” said Stacks suavdly.

“Thet's where you got your name, wasn't it?” purred Hub. “ Stacks Lodi—the smoothest card sharper in
the business. You can stack afull house, ded bottoms and seconds—"

“But on the boats no more, Hub.”
Thebig shot amiled.

“They made it pretty hot for you, didn't they, Stacks?’ he questioned. “Got to know you too wel. Faro
deding in agambling joint became a hedthier job.”

“They knew me on every fird-class ship between here and Europe. They've got nothing on me, you
understand; but the name “ Stacks” has stuck. They called me that because of the way | handled the
pasteboards, and it's suicide for meto try that racket any longer—"

“How about the South American boats?” interposed Hub.

“No gravy on them,” was Stacks Lodi's verdict.



“But do they know you?’ questioned Hub.

“No,” responded Stacks. “I'd be as safe as a person aboard one of those packets. But theréd be
nobody to trim unless a Paraguayan ambassador or some such bird showed up to be plucked.”

“l think a boat trip would do you good,” nodded Hub Rowley, with a quiet amile “Just a little
tester—that's dl. Suppose, Stacks, that you hop down to Havana by air. Spend a few days around the
casino. Pick afew friends there and invite them to travel up to New Y ork with you by steamship.”

“On any boat?’ Stacks was wondering at Hub's purpose.

“No,” responded the big shot. “Not any boat, Stacks. A particular boat—the Southern Star of the
Panorama Line”

Hub Rowley continued to smile as a sudden light appeared on Stacks Lodi's face. The suave henchman
was connecting this suggestion with the big shot's telephone conversation.

THE amile faded, and Hub Rowley became suddenly grim and emphétic.

“Ligen, Stacks,” he said, in afirm tone, “I've got an important job for you. I'm counting on you to do
it—and I'm giving you enough reason for it. Keep mum about what I'm tdling you.

“Big rackets are my business. | don't go in for andl suff. Whatever | do, | do right. Savwy? That's
enough to let you know that I'm not playing old Houston Boswick for lunch money. I'm after plenty, and |
don't mind you knowing it.

“l had things the way | wanted them. The old man away at fird —ready to kick in now that he's
back—young Wedtling sewed up so he can't move. But | haven't been adle to locate what I'm after. |
wanted to grab the gravy right away, and let the howl follow, if thereis one. I've seen too many good lays
gpoiled by a bad break.

“Right now, the bad break is coming. It just shows that my hunch was right. 1've got dope that Carter
Boswick—the old man's son—is coming back to America He'd been gone so long, it looked like he
might be dead. If he gets here, Westling will be out. No money—no pay—no chance for me to pick up
the dough without a fight on my hands.

“Carter Boswick. That's his name. Coming north on the sseamship Southern Star. It's due in New Y ork
on the twentieth, and it comes by way of Havana, with a lay-over. Y ou're coming in on that boat”—Hub
Rowley's voice became low and ddliberate—*and Carter Boswick is not. Do you get me now?’

“Surething,” nodded Stacks dowly. “But you know my limit, Hub. I'm dl right at the card table.”
“But not with the rod, en?’

“I'm O.K. there, too,” asserted Stacks, now hasty in his tone, “but | may not be one hundred per
cent—and, besides, on board a boat—"

Hub Rowley was leaning forward in his chair, eyes agleam.

“You heard what | told you, Stacks,” he indgted. “Find yoursdves some friends. Invite them aboard.
Play your own part—the lone gambler. Evenif you get watched, it will be dl the better. It leaves you out

of what may happen.”

“You mean the others—"



“Certanly. But | want you there to make sure. You can handle Scully and other gorillas like him, can't
you? Wel—thisis the same thing in a different way.”

“Sure enough, Hub,” agreed Stacks, in a relieved tone. “Say—this won't be hard a dl. Il need
dough—"

“I'm giving you twenty grand—"
“And I'll have to hudle for Havana so—"

“By air, tomorrow morning. Pick your gorillas down there. The town usfull of them. They're getting ideas
from Chicago, those people. Bumped off a big political friend of the president with machine guns”

“Leaveit to me, Hub.”

The big shot amiled, broadly this time. The smirk showed his dlittering gold teeth. Hub pulled a thick
wadlet from his pocket and counted off a mass of hills which he handed to Stacks Lodi.

The former card shark knew that the interview was ended. He rose, donned his hat and coat; then
departed toward the anteroom, followed by Hub Rowley's shrewd gaze.

MINUTES drifted by. The big shot finished his drink and arose from his chair. He waked across the
room to a door opposite the hanging curtains. He went into a next room; then cdled loudly for Twister
Edmonds.

The bodyguard appeared from the outside room and came to join his chief.

Theway to the outer door was clear. The blackness below the hanging curtains seemed to move. Asiif
by wizardry, it transformed itsdf into an upright shape—the tdl figure of aweird being clad in black.

Asslently as he had entered, The Shadow made his departure, crossng the reception room, and entering
the outer chamber that gave him access to the outsde door. Stacks Lodi had gone; again, The Shadow
hed followed.

The aftermath to this strange scene occurred an hour later & an agency where air travelers made their
reservations. The man who was going off duty made a chance comment to the one who rdieved him.

“Funny how they come in at the lagt minute sometimes” he observed. “Take that Havana plane, for
indance. Here we figured she would run light on this trip. Now, within a haf hour of each other, two men
book transportation.”

The new man looked at the ligt. He saw the names inscribed there. One was Antonio Lodi; the other was
Lamont Cranston. Those names meant nothing to the agent. He shrugged his shoulders and went about

hisduty.

Y et those names actudly held a peculiar ggnificance. The firg was the genuine name of a man of crime;
the second, the assumed identity of one who warred againg the denizens of crookdom, from smdl to
large.

Stacks Lodi was Havana bound; tomorrow, his plane was siling. Aboard the same ship—unknown and
unrecognized by Hub Rowley's agent —would be the one personage whom dl the underworld feared.

The Shadow, like Stacks Lodi, was traveing to Havanal

CHAPTER IV. IN HAVANA



STACKS LODI, versdile minion of Hub Rowley, was a man of chamdeon qudities. His dbility to
change his physicd appearance was remarkable, despite its limitations, but his great aptitude was the
fadlity with which he fitted himsdf into any environment.

During the period that he had gained a profitable living through his gambling activities aboard transatlantic
liners, Stacks had frequently resorted to methods of semidisguise which had served himwel until dl of his
various artifices had become known.

After that, he had settled down to the routine existence of a faro deder in gambling joints secretly
controlled by Hub Rowley. The big shot had findly promoted Stacks to the role of lieutenant in charge of
mobsmen. Stacks had served as such when he had been conducting activities a the home of Houston
Boswick.

Now, as ambassador of hidden crime, Stacks had been dispatched on a new misson which had begun
with the airplane flight from New Y ork to Havana. At the time of his departure, Stacks had boasted a
short, flat mustache across his upper lip. From the hour that he had left Hub's apartment, Stacks had paid
particular atention to that adornment.

Perhaps the effect of tropicd dimate had helped the quick growth of hair upon the gambler's upper lip.
Perhaps the judicious use of dark dye and wax were chigfly respongble; whatever the case might have
been, Stacks Lodi, by the time he had been three days in Havana, was possessed of a conspicuous
mustache with pointed ends.

Now, as he stood within the portads of the magnificent Gran Casno Naciond, Stacks had the
appearance of a suave, sophisticated habitue of paatid gambling hdls

His keen, intuitive eye was watching the brilliant throng which crowded about the whirling roulette
wheds. There, Stacks was observing people, not the game; dthough any who noticed him would have
fancied that he was most interested in the way the croupiers deftly raked in the stacks of coins that lay

upon the gaming tables.

Stacks Lodi had spent mogt of his time in the casino. He had come there because the place was the
naturd gathering point of dl adventurous persons who visted Havana

With the cool, practiced eye of the professond gambler, Stacks had been looking for men whose faces
were no more than masks that hid the cunning brains of criminds. He had not only discovered three such
individuas, he had made the acquaintance of the trio.

Those three were in the Gran Casno Naciond tonight. But they were not under Stacks Lodi's
survelllance for the present. The shrewd, mustached observer had found a new interest.

He was watching a amdl group of Americans who were enjoying ther roulette. These were passengers
who had come ashore from the seamship Southern Star, which had docked in Havana that afternoon.

Bound from Montevideo to New York, the Southern Star, delayed by a heavy equatorid storm, was
dated to remain in Havana for only twenty-four hours. The ship would sall tomorrow afternoon. Between
now and then, Stacks Lodi planned nefarious action.

ONE man among the Americans from the Southern Star was the individud whom Stacks Lodi sought.
Thisman, tdl, vigorous, and youthful, possessed the qudities of a powerful athlete.

His face was wdl molded, and showed a carefree dispostion, backed by sdf-control. His dark-blue
eyes and light-brown hair rendered him conspicuous among his companions. Stacks had heard the young



man's name spoken by two of those who were with him. He knew that this was Carter Boswick.

“Hey, Carter”—one of the crowd was addressing the young man now —*we're going to skid out of
here. We're running down to Soppy Joe's bar. Coming dong?’

Carter Boswick amiled and shook his head as he placed a stack of money upon the roulette table.

“Il be here awhile” he remarked. “I'm staking three hundred and fifty dollars just to see how | make
out. It's half gone now; if | get it back or loseit, | quit. I'll see you flow's on the boat.”

Three minutes later, Carter Boswick was deserted by hisfriends.

Completdly engaged by the play at the roulette table, the young man was due to remain there for some
time at least. Thiswas the very opportunity thet Stacks had awaited.

Sralling through the room, the gambler stopped three times. On each occasion, he dropped a chance
remark in the ear of a different man. Then, continuing his gtrall, Stacks reached the outside garden, and
followed the promenade that circled about the beautiful pond, with its centra fountan of dancing
bacchantes.

Here, a an gppointed spot, Stacks found three men awating him. All were garbed in evening
clothes—the same attire which Stacks Lodi wore.

Although they had no more than a speaking acquaintance with each other, these men possessed much in
common. They were adventurers dl, and Stacks Lodi had made no hazardous guess when he had judged
them as men to whom crime was not foreign.

“Buenos noches” purred Stacks Lodi, speaking in smooth Spanish. “1 have something to engage your
attention, senores. It will bring money more swiftly than a good turn of the roulette whed.”

Soarkling eyes and crafty glances assured Stacks that hislisteners were interested.

“Tomorrow,” resumed the gambler, “the seamship Southern Star sails for New York. | shdl be aboard
that vessd. | am quite willing to engage fird-class passage for three gentlemen such as yoursalves. It will
be addightful trip—"

Stacks paused to light a cigarette. His cunning face showed above the flame of the maich. The ligening
men detected the knowing amile that curled the lips below the black, pointed moustache.

“Therewill be another person aboard,” continued Stacks, as though changing the subject. “Senor Carter
Boswick is his name. An Americano booked through from Montevideo.

“l do not care to make his acquaintance, senores, but | have no objection to my friends doing so. Much
comes from chance acquaintance. | do not object to seeing Senor Boswick go aboard the Southern Star
tomorrow afternoon but | would fed a keen regret should | see him leaving the same boat & New York.”

The innuendo was plain. The hearers knew it. They exchanged cunning glances. Then one spoke in a low
tone.

“What is your offer, Senor?’

STACKS was thoughtful. His eyes suddenly wandered as he fancied that he saw a dight motion beside a
hibiscus bush a dozen feet away. A second glance reassured him. He was positive that no one could be
inthe vidnity.



A long dtretch of black shadow extended from the bush, and reached across the promenade to Stacks
Lodi's feet. But the gambler thought nothing of that phenomenon. Other bushes in the luxuriant garden
cast shadows aso.

“Two thousand dollars to each of my friends” remarked Stacks quietly. “Two thousand dollars payable
immediatdy after—"

The questioner nodded. Another man uttered a short gaculation beneath his bregth:
“Two thousand dollars! Four thousand pesos!”

Thisexpresson of the sum in terms of South American currency was gratifying to Stacks Lodi. He was
sure that his offer would he accepted. The conjecture proved correct.

“l am ready, senor,” announced one of the trio.
The others followed the acceptance.

Stacks Lodi smiled. He knew now that these men were polished assassins—a fact that he had aready
discerned. Only the arrangements for passage remained. Stacks was about to explain this detall when
one of his hirdings put forth a question.

“Thisman we are to meet,” suggested the would-be assassin. “ Senor Carter Boswick—we shdl see him
aboard the Southern Star?”’

“You may see im now,” responded Stacks.
“Whereishe?’ came the question.

“Inthe casno,” answered Stacks. “At the roulette table.”
“Alone?’

“yYes”

The man laughed in an even tone as he heard Stacks Lodi's reply. With a twiging smile upon his dark
lips, he asked another question.

“Would it disgppoint you, senor.” he quizzed, “to have this senor Boswick stay aways in Havana?
Would you regret it if tonight—"

The man's eyes were flashing with a murderous intention. Stacks Lodi amiled. The others buzzed their
approva. Stacks shrugged his shoulders.

“Would you be kind enough,” continued the man who made the suggestion, “to point out to us this Senor
Boswick? There are opportunitiesin this city of Havana. Perhaps we shdl make use of one.

“Whether we succeed or fal, we shdl board the Southern Star. Success will mean that New Y ork would

be preferable to Havana, despite the dimate; fallure would meen the necessity of a new opportunity
aboard the seamship.”

“Come” sad Stacks.

He led his new hirdings dong the promenade, past the hibiscus bush where the long stretch of blackness
dill manifested itslf.



The brightly lighted door of the casino attracted the atention of the four walkers. None glanced back.
They did not see the motion in the blackness beside the hibiscus. Nor did they see the strange,
phantom-like shape that emerged from that patch of dark.

A being of the night was following the quartet dong the paved promenade. The Shadow, Strange shape
of mystery, had overheard the negotiations. He, too, was interested in Stacks Lodi's plans.

At the door of the gambling room, Stacks Lodi, with a low tone and an dmost imperceptible motion of
hishand, sgnded out Carter Boswick. The young American now sported a large stack of winnings He
was preparing to leave the gambling hall.

The three minions of Stacks Lodi took ther separate courses. They spread out, each with no apparent
purpose. Stacks Lodi, idling by the door, was watching them.

He knew that when Carter Boswick left, these three would follow. Stacks had given them find
indructions they were to cdl for their seamship tickets at the Hotd Seville.

Stacks had not introduced the men to each other; but he knew thar individud names. None of them were
Cubans; dl were South Americans.

Stacks made afind note of them:

Cassdta—he was the one with the traces of pockmarks on his face. Bolano—that man had busy
eyebrows and protruding jaw. Herrando—he had been the spokesman with the murderous grin.

Now, as Stacks Lodi camly watched them, these men appeared to be persons of leisure, their veneer of
gentlemanly deportment completely covering their actud evilness.

STACKS became suddenly conscious that another man was standing beside him. He turned to see a tdl
individual with calm, cold-chisaled face and hawk-like nose.

He recognized Lamont Cranston—an American who had come down to Havana on the same plane with
him.

Stacks amiled. He was sure that Cranston would not recognize Stacks Lodi.

The tal American was just beginning a chance conversation with a Cuban friend a the moment Stacks
happened to turn. The gambler overheard them.

“You say thet a boat sallsfor New York tomorrow?’ Cranston was asking. “That surprises me. | did not
seeit on the salling schedules.”

“Itisa ship from Montevideo, senor,” the Cuban replied. “The Southern Star, of the Panorama Line. If
you wish to return to New York by sea, you can probably engage passage aboard that boat.”

“Excdlent,” decided Cranston. “I bdieve | ddl do that. Thank you, senor, for the suggestion.”

Stacks Lodi gave no further consderation to the tak that he had overheard. He threw a find glance
toward Lamont Cranston and turned away.

Had Stacks dlowed his gaze to drop to the floor, he might have gained a momentary surprise. For the
length of Lamont Cranston's shadow was very strangdly like that splotch of darkness that had extended
from the hibiscus bush in the garden.

Tha dlhouette, done, was the feature that marked Lamont Cranston as the hidden observer who had



overheard the conversation between Stacks Lodi and the three South Americans. This man who caled
himsdf Lamont Cranston was actudly The Shadow.

Keenly watching the roulette table where Carter Boswick had been playing, Stacks Lodi did not redize
that he, himsdf, was under observation. All during his sojournsin the Gran Casino Naciona he had been
under the survelllance of the eyes that were now watching him—the eyes of The Shadow!

Carter Boswick was leaving. His stakes had been changed to United States paper currency, and he was
pleased because he had regained his origind sum. He passed within two yards of Stacks Lodi, but did
not even glance in the direction of the shrewd-faced gambler.

Stacks watched the trio of intended assassins follow. Cassdlta, Bolano, and Herrando—these were the
gadwarts who would work for him tonight. They disappeared in the same direction that Carter Boswick
hed taken. A triumphant smile curled upon the gambler'slips.

Stacks Lodi did not notice that Lamont Cranston, too, had left the gambling hdl. In fact, he had forgotten
dl about the man. Hence Stacks had no reason to suspect that trouble was brewing for his minions

He did not know that the evil trio who were traling Carter Boswick were themselves being followed.
Outside the Gran Casino Naciond, a strange, uncanny figure had materidized the moment that the three
hed passed.

In a spot of secluson, the tdl figure of Lamont Cranston had stepped unobserved. Now, when it
emerged, it was the man no longer. The Shadow, master of darkness, was the being who had taken up
thetrall of Stacks Lodi's hired killerd

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW'S MIGHT

HAD Carter Boswick been of a less adventurous temperament, he might have completely avoided
danger on that evening in Havana.

His firgt impulse, upon leaving the Gran Casino Naciond was to return to the Southern Star. But as he
hailed awalting taxi, it suddenly occurred to him that this evening was yet young. He had no desire to join
the other Americansin such atourists resort as Soppy Joe's; but he did have a yearning to see the night
life of old Havana.

Speaking in fluent Spanish, Carter quizzed the cab driver before entering the vehicle. The Cuban grinned
and nodded.

The Americano would like to vigt a place where tourists sedom went? Very wdl; he would be taken
there. He would visgt the old Barcdona Club—at one time the mogt exclusve private gambling place in
Havana—now a spot where revolutionary plots were hatched.

Scarcely had the taxi drawn away before a man stepped into view and beckoned to two others who
were a short distance away. Herrando was summoning Cassalta and Bolano.

In a few quick words, he explained what he had heard—the destination chosen by Carter Boswick.
Gleaming amiles greeted the revelation. Cdling another cab, the three South Americans entered and gave
indructions to be driven to the Barcelona Club, in the old city. No one was in 9ght when Herrando gave
the order, but the words were loud enough to be heard in the darkness that lurked beyond the pavement
where the cab had stopped.

Meanwhile, Carter Boswick, in the cab ahead, was finding his ride mog intriguing. After ralling dong
broad boulevards, the taxi entered an area of crooked, winding streets, among picturesgue buildings that



hed stood here for years—some, perhaps, for centuries.

Accustomed to life in South America, familiar with the cities of Buenos Aires and Montevideo, Carter
Boswick, with his knowledge of Spanish, had no quams whatever about vigting a digtrict so little
frequented by Americans. When his cab pulled up before an archway that was blocked by an iron-grilled
gate, Carter Boswick fdt the intriguing appeal of the unusud.

The cab driver spoke to a man who was sanding by the gate. He was explaining that this Americano
wished to enter. Carter followed with afew words of his own. The gate opened, and he waked through
the archway into a patio with alittle fountain in the center.

Passing beyond the fountain, Carter ascended a flight of steps and came to a large room that once mugt
have been the chief gaming hdl of the club. It was surrounded with smal, uncurtained booths, and the
center portion of the floor had scattered tables. The place had been changed into a restaurant.

Carter took his seat a one of these tables and surveyed the motley persons assembled there. Grimy,
sordid faces showed members of Havanas underworld; but mingled with them were persons of a higher
socid plane.

Carter noted that the more respectable people seemed to segregate themsdves in the little booths at the
sdes. He remembered what the cab driver had said about revolutionary activities.

EVIDENTLY this place was tolerated because it enabled the police to keep tabs on the meetings of
persons who were under ban. Carter knew that Cuba was a republic which seethed with an undercurrent
of repressed animogty toward the exising adminigration. He imagined that some of the persons here
were government spies.

His own experience of intrigues and counter-plots which he had found exising in Buenos Aires and
Montevideo enabled him to identify this former club immediatdly.

Here, Carter fdt, one sat just above the crater of a quieted volcano. One untoward incident—a cry of
revolution—an accusation of a police spy—an unexpected brawl—such would suffice to create tumult.

Carter noted a huge stairway at the sde of the room. It started at one corner, ran upward diagondly
dong the wdl, and terminated in a bacony that made three sdes of a square. He could see little
doorways up there; and he sensed that they marked the entrances of private dining rooms or gambling

apartments.

While Carter was watching, a Spaniard of dignified appearance entered and went up the dtairs. A few
moments later, a handful of ruffians came in and scattered themsdves about at different tables.

Carter noticed that the gentleman entered one of the upstairs rooms. He caught a few words in Spanish
uttered at another table. They gave him an inkling. This man was a former senator, no longer in palitica
favor. His purpose here might be a secret mesting; these ruffians were, in dl likeihood, a bodyguard.

Interested in the buzz that passed through the room, Carter did not observe the three men who entered
and gdled over toward histable. They were the trio sent by Stacks Lodi.

With mutudl design, they reached a table only a short distance from where Carter was Stting, but behind
his back.

The room was quieting when one of these men arose. It was Herrando, the one who had appointed
himsdf aleader. Learing as he stared a Carter's back, the man caught the attention of various persons in
the place.



Carter, unaware of Herrando's presence, saw the scattered ruffians stare suspicioudy in his direction.
The next moment, he was seized roughly by the shoulder, and loud words of accusation were hissed in
hisear.

“Americano! Bah!” Herrando's words came in a venomous voice. “You are a traitor! You have come
here to spy—"

Like a flash, Carter was on his feet. He sivung a swift punch in Herrando's direction, and sent the man
gorawling. Cassalta and Bolano were legping forward.

In the gloomy light of the big hdl, Carter could not disinguish their faces—he knew only that they were
enemies. Plucking up the light table beside him, he flung it againgt the pair, and saw the two men sprawl
backward. Then, with a mad rush, he ran toward the door, seeking escape.

Escape was not so easy. Carter's quick response had done exactly what Herrando had hoped. It had
excited wild darm, and had apparently proven the truth of the accusation.

The scattered ruffians were on their feet, ready to block the flight of this fdse Americano. A spark of
flame had been &t to the powder barrel of lurking suspicion.

A machete gleamed as one of Havanas mobsmen leaped forward to end Carter Boswick's dash. The
American side-stepped the ruffian's swing, and planted a swift blow upon the Cuban's cheek. The
machete flew across the floor; the man sprawled and started to draw a revolver from his belt.

Seaing hisintention, Carter fdl upon him. The action was awise one. Jugt as Carter yanked the gun from
the downed man's grasp, other revolvers flashed. Loud cries sounded, and startled men came from the
booths to join the attack in which Carter Boswick was the focd point.

Risng, Carter pointed the revolver and fired toward a ruffian who was aming a him. The shot went
wide. With a snarl, the man moved hisfinger againg the trigger.

But the report which followed did not come from the Cuban's gun. Instead, it issued from the door that
led to the patio. It was the terrific roar of an autométic.

The Cuban sprawled upon the floor, and dl the others turned quickly to greet the source of the
unexpected attack.

Jugt within the doorway stood a tdl figure in black. A sniger form, garbed in flowing black cloak and
broad-brimmed douch hat, The Shadow had arrived in time to save the doomed American!

Each hand, covered with a thin black glove, hed a powerful automatic. Sharp, burning eyes glowed
benegth the brim of the douch hat. The Shadow's perfect am had crippled Carter Boswick's antagonist.

Redizing that aid had come, Carter dropped dmogt to the floor. Crouching, he headed for the nearest
corner.

The Shadow had diverted the attack. Fiendish cries arose as the ruffians and others of thar ilk turned
toward the invader. Revolvers flashed and scattered shots broke forth.

The reports of The Shadow's automatics sounded above the din. Stabs of flame burst from the huge
.45s. Hodtile weapons seemed usdess. Bullets struck the wal beside The Shadow, but his tal form
seemed to weave back and forth with uncanny precision.

The hasty amers had no luck; those who were more deliberate never gained the chance they sought. For



The Shadow's unerring guns delivered their shots at the ruffians who were coolly seeking to day him.

Gun arms dropped as The Shadow's bullets found them. Evil-faced killers staggered and dropped to the
floor before the thunder of The Shadow's wrath.

The briefness of the fight was surpriang. The Shadow was aming to wound, not to kill; and that very
policy brought quick results. The cries of the crippled men were gppdling to their comrades.

There were doors in the wal away from the spot where The Shadow stood. Redizing the power that
lurked in The Shadow's weapons, some of the fighters began a mad dash for safety.

The flight dimulated a generd effort toward escape. Many of the denizens of this place were feaful of
consequences, should they be discovered here.

Scurrying fugitives headed for the path that led away from this danger zone. The Shadow's guns spoke
only a intervas, when some more daring ruffian would turn in an effort to shoot him down.

Suddenly, the black-gloved fingers opened. The automatics, their bullets spent, clattered to the floor. In a
twinkling, those hands, reaching benesth the folds of the black cloak, produced another brace of guns.

The gesture was sufficient. With wild cries, the lagt of the fugitives hurried through the doorways, and did
not return.

Three men, however, had avoided The Shadow's shots with fdl design. Those three were Stacks Lodi's
men. Balked in their firg attack on Carter Boswick, the trio had left the American in the hands of the
ruffians.

With The Shadow's intervention, Herrando had immediady feared the consequences of the riot that he
hed begun. With a quick gesture to Cassdta and Bolano, he had gained the long flight of stairs, and the
other two had followed him.

Upon the bacony, the three were waiting. They were done, for there was another exit from the second
floor; and dl upgtairs had taken it. The trio remained, with revolvers in therr grasp, awaiting a moment of

opportunity.

Carter Boswick, back againg the wal below, did not offer the suitable target that they wanted, but a
drange freak of chance brought him into range.

As the lagt of the departing patrons were scurrying from the rear doors, whistles sounded from beyond
the gate outsde the patio. The shrill sounds signded the arriva of the police.

Carter Boswick, acting upon impulse, sought a quick exit. He sprang to the stairs, and hurried upward, a
the same time calling out a warning to the black-clad rescuer a the outer door.

THE SHADOW'S eyes gleamed as they turned upward. He saw Carter Boswick's intention, and
redized that the American was trying to show him a way to safety. The Shadow's laugh resounded
through the room, a burgt of triumph that rang out in the face of danger.

To The Shadow, the invason of the police was no more a menace than the flight of the panic-stricken
cowards who were now scurrying through the doors beyond. But there was a note in The Shadow's
mirth that betokened more.

His keen eyes saw that Carter Boswick, who thought himsdf safe, but feared for The Shadow, was
actudly the one who was about to encounter danger.



Three figures were rigng to block the young man's path. Foremost was Herrando; behind him, ready to
joinin the assassination, were Cassalta and Bolano.

As he faced the top of the dtairs, Carter Boswick stopped short. Almogt before his eyes was the
geaming muzze of a revolver. Herrando, leaning coolly upon the newd post of the bacony balustrade,
was about to deliver afatd shot.

Carter's gun was in his hand—the wegpon that he had seized from the ruffian whom he had downed in
combat. It was too late to use it now. He had run into certain death. The barrel of a threstening revolver
scarcdy ayard from his face; The Shadow, his rescuer, rods away, by the outer door!

Indinctively, Carter was sure that The Shadow could not aid him now, due to the distance of the range.
The same thought had occurred to Herrando. It accounted for the South American's boldness.

But neither Carter nor Herrando had reckoned with The Shadow's might.

In that moment of tense suspense, when Herrando's finger wavered on the trigger, The Shadow's right
hand acted. The same hand had raised its automatic in time with the lifting of the head above it. The
automatic spoke. One sngle shot.

Herrando's body twisted. A cry came from the assassin's evil lips. His murderous form toppled against
the balustrade. The ornamenta parapet faled beneath his sagging weight. Decayed wood crackled; the
ral broke, and Herrando shot forward with awild shriek, plunging heedlong to the floor below.

The Shadow's thrust shattered the morde of the other two villains Cassalta and Bolano did not wait to
learn of Herrando's fate. The unexpected stroke was proof of The Shadow's power, even a this
distance.

Carter Boswick, ragng hisrevolver as Herrando fdl, was dso a menace close a hand. Instead of rasing
their guns, the two South Americans plunged medly into the doorway of a room behind them. Carter
Boswick fired futile shots at their retregting forms.

With the foiled assassins gone, Carter looked below to see what The Shadow was about to do. He saw
one black arm raised; he noted the pointing finger that bade him to follow the route which the fleaing pair
hed taken. Carter hestated a moment; then, as the stern finger continued to point, the young man

obeyed.

He found that the room into which his enemies had run had an opening to an outsde corridor. He
followed this and came to a stairway. It led him to an outer doorway on a narrow, deserted street.

Thiswas the way thet dl upgtairs had taken. No one had remained in the vicinity. No police had arrived
here as yet. Pocketing the revolver, Carter Boswick moved rgpidly aong, confident that he could find his
way to the Southern Star unmolested.

BACK in the man room of the old Barcdona Club, The Shadow stood aone. The iron gate was
danging as police sought to break their way into the patio. Camly diding his two braces of automatics
benegth the folds of his cloak, The Shadow moved among the tables until he reached the spot where
Herrando lay.

The murderous villan was dead. The Shadow's timdy shot had not killed, for it had been designed to
prevent Herrando from usng his own wegpon, and The Shadow had picked the man's right shoulder as
the most accessible spot. But the plunge from the bacony had finished The Shadow's work. Herrando's
neck was broken.



A terrific dang came from the distance as the iron gate broke before the attacks of the enraged police.
The Shadow's laugh seemed to join in the echoes of the clatter. There was a reason now why The
Shadow did not want his presence known to these invaders.

With drident mirth il ringing from hislips, the black-garbed fighter stooped and picked up the body of
Herrando as one would lift the form of a amdl child. With his burden dung across his shoulder, The
Shadow strode through one of the farther doorways.

When the police arrived, a minute later, they found the hal deserted, save for a few wounded ruffians
who 4ill lay among the tables. These were attackers whom The Shadow had crippled so effectively that
they had been unable to join the othersin hasty flight.

The Shadow, himsdf, was gone, leaving no token of his departure. Somewhere amid the narrow streets
of old Havana, he was carrying away the dead body of the find victim.

The Shadow had prevented assassination tonight. In so doing, he had defeated a horde of Cuban
apaches, and had spread terror among the evildoers of the idand's capital.

The Shadow's work was not yet ended. He had not prevented the danger that was due to come. How
the intended murder of Carter Boswick could 4ill be thwarted was the next problem that The Shadow
mud mest.

Carter Boswick might believe hmsdf safe aboard the Southern Star. The Shadow knew that the menace
dill hung over the homeward-bound New Y orker. When danger ruled again, The Shadow would met it,
by craft as wdl as might.

CHAPTER VI. THE SHADOW'S STRATEGY

THE Southern Star was plowing northward. Thefirg night out of Havana, new passengers were meking
friends, and old ones were renewing acquaintances. Only the more experienced seefarers were in the
smoking room, however, as the weather was rough, and the ralling of the ship was none too pleasant.

Two men—apparently chance acquaintances—were seated in a corner of the smoking room. One was
Cassdta; the other Bolano. Each had picked up his ticket without reporting to Stacks Lodi. This was
their firs meeting, and they had not yet interviewed ther chief.

Bolano was raisng a glass of liquor to his lips. Suddenly be stopped, and his hand trembled. Cassata
looked in the direction of his companion's eyes. There, gpproaching the table, was ther fdlow villain of
the night before—Herrando.

Both the seated men repressed gasps of astonishment as Herrando joined them. They noted that ther
returned comrade was pae; that his right am was held iffly a his sde. But he amiled in the villainous
fashion of Herrando.

“You thought | was dead, eh?’ he questioned, in Spanish. “Well, comrades, you were wrong!”
“But you were shot.”

Herrando ill smiled as he heard Bolanss muffled exclameation.

“In the shoulder,” he said camly. “A flesh wound—that was dl.”

“You fdl through the rail?’

“Yes. A nasty tumble. It shook me terribly, but did not injure me”



“But the men a the door?’
“He fled. The police were coming. I, too, was able to escape. It was most fortunate.”

A pause followed. Bolano and Cassdta gulped their drinks in slence, wondering a the miraculous
escape which Herrando had made. Then ther newly arrived comrade spoke again.

“l have seen Senor Lodi,” he announced quietly. “1 talked with him but an hour ago. He gave me a
message. He does not wish to talk with any of us at present.”

The others nodded. They knew that this policy was awise one.

“The wesether is rough tonight,” continued Herrando. “It is lessening, so the captain has said. Therefore,
tonight would be best for the—let us say accident—that we propose. | am confident that the Americano
will not recognize us, if we keep wel away from him. | spoke to Senor Lodi about last night's mishap,
and he agrees.

“Senor Boswick has an outsde cabin. It is likdy that he will come to the smoking room tonight.
Afterward, hewill probably go by the door over yonder. When he shows such sgns of departure, | shal
precede him. Y ou, my comrades, will follow.”

More nods of agreement. Herrando arose to go away, giving hislast words of ingruction.
“Senor Lodi will be here to give the Sgnd for each of us. Keep apart, senores.

With that, Herrando went across the smoking room. Cassdlta and Bolano separated. The three were
gpart and obscurely Stuated, when Carter Boswick entered the smoking room. Stacks Lodi came later,
and joined agroup in a card game.

The gambler was wise. He did not care if he might be recognized as a card sharp. The offense would be
passed over; and it would free im from connection with the other work.

IN Carter Boswick's mind, last night's events were a muddle. He knew nothing of what had caused the
trouble at the Barcelona Club. He remembered very little concerning any of his assailants.

He thought the whole affair had been a matter of mistaken identity. Furthermore, he was eated by a letter
that he had received on shipboard just before saling.

He produced the letter now. It was from his father in New York, and it filled Carter Boswick with
gladness, despite atinge of gpprehension that it had aso created.

He looked at the message.

Y our return will be a welcome one, my son. | am overjoyed because you have been successful in foreign
lands. | am nearing the end of life whatever | have will be yours, save for a pension to your cousin, Drew
Wedtling.

Life is uncertain; dthough your return will be soon, | may not be here to welcome you. But | have
confidence in you, and whatever test may arise, | know that you will meet it.

Should | not be here, Carter, my lawyer, Farland Tracy will tdl you of my wishes. From him you will
learn much—but there will be more to learn, even though | may be dead. Be discreet, my son, beware of
hidden danger and meet dl hazards that may confront you.

The odd phraseology of the letter was gartling to Carter Boswick. He read the message over and over;



dill, he wondered at its hidden meaning. He thrust the letter in his pocket, lighted a cigar, and lapsed into
areverie of the past.

Stacks Lodi, seated at the card table, was watching Carter Boswick from the corner of his eye.

There was another for whom Lodi was watching—Lamont Cranston. He did not know why; he smply
wondered if Cranston were about. He had learned that the man had booked passage on this ship. Not
seding Crangton, Lodi decided that the man mugt be in his stateroom. Many of the passengers had kept
to their cabins tonight.

Carter Boswick wasfinishing his cigar. Stacks Lodi sensed that he would soon leave the smoking room.
The gambler was pleased when atimdy |ull occurred in the game. He got up from the table and walked
to the bar. On the way, he flashed a quick 9gnd to Herrando.

The South American arose and Ieft the smoking room. But he did not stop when he reached the outsde
deck. He moved swiftly, despite therall of the ship, and gained a near-by cabin. It was not the one that
belonged to Herrando. It was the cabin engaged by Lamont Cranston.

A few moments later, a figure emerged from the cabin door. Tdl, black, and spectrd, it loomed like a
ghogt from the brine that swept the deck. Herrando, the man who had so srangely come back to life,
was no longer Herrando. He was The Shadow!

Had Stacks Lodi been there, he might have understood. Lamont Cranston had come aboard, and had
left the ship later. Then Herrando had come on board in his place. So far as any one knew, both men
were on the Southern Star; in redity, both men were onel

Within the smoking room, Stacks Lodi saw Carter Boswick arise and start for the door that made the
shortest way to his cabin. Stacks was pleased to note that no one ese seemed to observe Carter's

departure.

From the bar, Stacks caught the eye of Cassdlta, and made a dight sign. Then he spotted Bolano, and
repeated the action. The two men, surreptitioudy, followed the path that Carter Boswick had taken.

Stacks Lodi, hisfingers gripping a revolver in his pocket, grimly resolved to follow aso. He wanted to be
sure thet his ns did not fal tonight.

CARTER Boswick, when he reached the deserted deck, did not go directly to his cabin. Instead, he
stopped beside therail and watched the surging sea that swirled and battered at the sde of the plunging
ship. In this action, he once again played into the hands of enemies.

The door opened behind him. Carter did not hear it. An indant later, Cassdta and Bolano, recognizing
ther intended victim, leaped forward with no thought of where Herrando might be. They caught Carter
Boswick unaware.

The young man fdt his body lifted upward by the rail—in another second, he would have seen hurled out
into the ocean, but for the intervention which occurred.

A mass of darkness swept upward from a spot beside the ral. A living creature conjured from
nothingness, The Shadow flung himsdf into the fray. He sent both Cassdta and Bolano spinning. Carter
Boswick plunged safely to the deck, and lay there, haf stunned.

The South Americans, sprawling, did not know what had struck them, until they glanced up, terrorized,
to see the strange being who had balked them in the fight of the night before.



These men were at The Shadow's mercy; but it was now ther turn to gain by intervention. Stacks Lodi,
gepping from the door with gun in hand, saw The Shadow. The gambler, versed in the lore of New
Y ork's underworld, recognized this terrible foe. He raised hisrevolver to fire.

But The Shadow, turning, saw the menace. The black-gloved hands shot forward. They caught Stacks
Lodi with incredible swiftness. The gun went oinning across the deck. Stacks and The Shadow were
locked in afurious tusde.

Cassdta and Bolano sprang to ther feet, and rushed to ad their chief. As they arrived, Stacks shot head
foremogt dong the dippery deck, skidding up againg the rail.

The two South Americans hit The Shadow a once, from behind. The black-gloved hands caught
Cassdtas wrigts. The Shadow's body seemed to crumple to the deck; then snapped upward like a
whipcord.

The mighty effort succeeded with amazing results. The Shadow had taken no direction in his am. His
purpose was merdy to fling Cassalta away. But the twig of his body headed the assassin directly toward
therall.

Asthe ship rolled, Cassdlta went spinning through the air like a huge missle flung from a catapult. Timed
with the sidewise descent of the ship, The Shadow's terrific heave sent the assassin a dozen feet through
the ar, clear over therall by a space of afull yard, and on out into the raging seal

Bolano had no inkling of his comrade's fate. He and The Shadow were ralling across the deck. Bolano's
hand fdl upon Stacks L odi's gun. With a savage cry, the second killer gripped the weapon and sought to
press the trigger.

His effort was successful, but not with the result that he expected. The hand of The Shadow caught his
wrig as he was about to fire. A twist occurred just as Bolano discharged the gun. Bolano groaned and
crumpled away, the bullet in his own body. Hisfingerslost ther grip, and the revolver bounced upon the
deck.

Stacks Lodi, disarmed, had seen the amazing fight. He heard the shot, and saw The Shadow ralling free.
With a gasp of terror, he ran dong the deck, turned into a door that led to a corridor, and made his way
back to the smoking room.

THE SHADOW arose. He saw the form of Bolano, dying on the deck. He reached the spot where
Carter Boswick lay, and helped the groggy young man to his feet. When Carter Boswick fully regained
his senses, he found himsdf lying on the berth in his own stateroom.

The aftermath of the strange fray began later that night, when a steward discovered the body of Bolano
with the gun beside it. Stacks Lodi was ill gambling in the smoking room when the news broke.

An invedtigation followed. It was learned that two men were missng —both South Americans—Cassdta
and Herrando. Nothing else could be ascertained; but it was decided that dl three—Bolano as wel as
the missng men—were of questionable character.

The report was that a quarrd must have occurred; that two had united to throw the third overboard.
Then the two had battled: Bolano, shot by his antagonist, had managed to hurl him into the sea.

Carter Boswick wisdy kept his peace. There was much that he did not understand about the attack
which had been made upon him. He knew only that a mysterious stranger had once again appeared to
beat off his antagonidts.



It was Stacks Lodi who maintained a trembling silence. He, too, was perplexed. He wondered what had
happened to Herrando. He bdieved that The Shadow must have dispatched thet villan before he
attended to the others. He never dreamed that The Shadow had assumed the guise of Herrando!

Stacks Lodi did not see Lamont Cranston on board the ship. The reason was that Stacks Lodi seldom
left his stateroom. He lay in hiding, hoping only that his share in the strange events had not been known
by the dread avenger.

For Stacks Lodi had recognized The Shadow. He had terrible news to bear to Hub Rowley. There
would be a new menace to confront the big shot's schemes.

The Shadow, magter mind opposed to crime, had shown his hand. Now, hidden and mysterious, he was
permitting Stacks Lodi to carry back the word. Contemptuous of the criminds whom he opposed, he
hed spared this skulking underling.

The Southern Star plowed on through lessening seas. Each day was indicative of gpproaching camness
on the ocean. But when the steamship landed, there would be no quietude ashore. Then forces of evil
would be met by the hand of The Shadow!

During this strange Iull, Carter Boswick, entirdy unconscious of the cause, gill wondered why he had
been attacked by unknown enemies. Little did he know of the turmail in store for him.

He had been saved by The Shadow. Would that same hand strike again to rescue hm when hidden
danger came?

Only The Shadow could answer!

CHAPTER VII. THE HOME-COMING

WHEN the Southern Star docked at its North River pier, Carter Boswick was one of the fird persons
ashore. All the way up the river, the young man had imbibed the breeze of New York Harbor with a
sense of new détion.

The sky line of Manhattan, replenished with huge buildings which had been erected during his absence,
the familiarity of old views which Carter had not seen for years—these conspired to give the returning
man an unexpected yearning for home.

Carter's thoughts were of his father. All during the voyage from Havana be had read and reread the
letter. His eagerness to greet his lone parent had reached the proportions of a mania The detals of
customs examinations on the pier were an annoyance that Carter Boswick could scarcely undergo.

His luggage, each item labeed with a letter B, was subjected to an immediae examinaion, while Carter
waited impatiently. Close besde hm were passengers whose names began with C. One of those
passengers —Lamont Cranston—was watching Boswick with careful gaze. Carter Boswick was not
conscious of the surveillance.

While Carter Boswick waited, he fdt a touch upon his shoulder. Turning, he faced a well-dressed man of
medium height, whose features were firm and aristocratic. Carter had never seen this individua before.
He was evidently some one who had come to meet the boat, for Carter did not recal hm as a passenger.

“You are Carter Boswick?’

The man's question was calm, but solemn. Carter nodded, wondering who the man might be.



“l am Farland Tracy. | have come to meet you.”

The name was momentarily unfamiliar. Then Carter recdled his father's letter. The young men thrust his
right hand forward.

“My father's attorney,” he said.
“Yes” responded Tracy, in an even tone. “I was your father's attorney.”

As Carter blinked in dow understanding, Tracy's hand dropped gently upon the young man's shoulder.
The lawyer's eyes were sympathetic.

“Your father is dead, Carter,” he explained quidtly. “He fdt that the end was near the day he wrote his
ladt |etter to you. You received it? In Havana?’

Carter Boswick nodded.

“Your father lived scarcely more than twenty-four hours after he sent thet letter,” resumed Tracy. “He
was weary of life—incurably ill —a shdl of himsdf as you had known him. He chose that you should not
know until you had reached New York.”

It was with difficulty that Carter Boswick controlled his emotions. For years, hisfather had been scarcely
more than a name to him. They had never quarrdled, but there had never been a red understanding
between them. Returning to America, Carter had sensed that his present maturity might enable him to
meet his father on abasis of mutud friendship thet had not existed in the past.

A surge of regret swept through the young man's mind. He redized that he, while not a prodiga, was
scarcely adeserving son. Farland Tracy sensed the mingling of emotions. He seemed to understand, and
hiskindly sympethy came to the fore. He beckoned toward his chauffeur, who had followed him on the
pier.

“Take charge of Mr. Boswick's luggage, Holland,” the lawyer ordered. “He and | will take a taxi to the
Law Club. We are having luncheon there. Cdl for us about three thirty.”

HOLLAND was not the only person who heard the order. Lamont Cranston, gpparently busy with a
customs agent, had listened to Farland Tracy's words.

A few minutes after Tracy and Carter Boswick had left the pier, Lamont Cranston followed. He stopped
in a telephone booth and made a brief cal. After that, he hailed a taxi and ordered the driver to take him
to the Law Club.

There was a thin amile on Cranston's lips as he dighted at the portas of the Law Club. He entered the
building, and spoke to the attendant who inquired his business there.

“l am Mr. Crangton,” he said in a quiet tone.

“Yes, Mr. Crangton,” responded the attendant. “You may enter, sr. Judge Lamark just called, sr. He
sad that you were to he admitted.”

Crangton ill amiled as he walked through the lobby of the exdusive club. His phone cdl from the pier
hed brought quick results. Judge Vannimen Lamark was a friend of Lamont Cranston. He had been
pleased to hear from him. He had promised to arrange Cranston's admittance to the club, and would try
to meet hisfriend there at three o'clock.



In the grillroom of the club, Cranston discovered Farland Tracy and Carter Boswick ordering lunchin a
booth at the side of the room. Unnoticed, Cranston dipped into the adjoining booth. He gave a quiet
order to a waiter; then listened intently. His keen ears caught every word that passed between Farland
Tracy and Carter Boswick.

“As | have stated,” Tracy was saying, “your father made you his sole heir—except for a moderate but
ample income that he left to your cousin, Drew Westling.”

“Why wasn't Drew at the boat to meet me?’ questioned Carter.

“l don't believe that he knew when you were coming in,” answered Tracy. “Your father told him that you
were on your way from Montevideo; but | don't think that Drew inquired the day of your ariva. Your
fether's death was a blow to Drew.”

“Of course,” agreed Carter. His tone, however, showed atinge of disgppointment. Drew Weslling was
hisonly relation, now that Houston Boswick was dead.

“You will probably find Drew at the house,” declared Tracy. “He is living there; and Headley, your
father's servant, has remained. There are other domestics—Headley is the only one of consequence. He
issomething of a supervisor, or caretaker.”

Farland Tracy paused after this explanaion. Then, in a new train of thought, he came to a matter that
proved to be of specid consequence.

“Thereis a certain factor regarding your father's estate,” resumed the lawyer, “that | cannot mention just
a present. | discussed it with your father shortly before his deaeth. My indructions were to wait until you
hed reached the home, and had established a residence there.

“Technicdly, such residence will begin as soon as you have stepped across the threshold, providing you
announce your intention of keeping the old house. Y ou will assume your father's place as master there.
So | sdl come to vigt you this evening. We can discuss afairsin the rooms that used to be your father's

sudy.”
There was a sriousness in the lawyer's tone that impressed Carter Boswick.
“TELL me” questioned the young man. “Was dl wel & the time of my father's death?’

“Yes and no,” responded the lawyer thoughtfully. “Your father, Carter, had been living under certain
apprehenson. He had hoped for your return. If you had not come back, Drew Westling would have
been hisheir. Therefore, he took rather extraordinary methods to protect his estate.

“At thetime he died, he believed that certain efforts were being made to interfere with his plans. He did
not seem to fear that hislife wasin danger; but he did think that his property might be in jeopardy.

“He was positive that unknown persons had entered his home during his absence, in an effort to frustrate
his plans. There was, however, no trace of an actud plot. He might have been mistaken—"

Carter Boswick interrupted. In a low, tense voice, he recounted his adventure in Havana, and the
episode that had taken place aboard the Southern Star. Farland Tracy listened intertly to the Story.
When Carter had concluded, the lawyer rubbed his chinin deep thought.

“Those events may be of a serious nature, Carter,” he declared. “It seems amazing that two attempts
should have been made upon your life, a atime when you were coming home to gain a heritage. On the
contrary, they may have been chance episodes. They may have no bearing upon your present Stuation.



That, | sncerely hope, isthe case.”
“Why?" questioned Carter, as the lawyer paused.

“Because” continued Tracy, in a regretful tone, “there is only one person who could profit by your
desth.”

“Drew Westling?’
13 Yaﬂ

Carter Boswick chewed his lips. He knew that Farland Tracy had spoken an apparent truth.
Nevertheless, he was loath to bdieve that his cousin could be planning perfidy.

That, too, appeared to be Tracy's thought. The lawyer expressed it in definite terms.

“Drew Wedling is a spendthrift,” he declared. “Shortly before your father's death, Drew logt heavily a
the gaming table. | did my utmos to disentangle him from the snare. | succeeded only partialy—enough
to protect Drew for the time.

“l sad nothing to your father regarding the matter. Had | mentioned it, Drew would probably have lost
hisincome, and dl dam to the estate, had you falled to arrive home.”

While Carter was dill nodding his understanding, Tracy continued in a milder, more tolerant tone.

“Neverthdess” he resumed, “Drew is a likable young man, with dl his faults. | would hestate to class
him as a plotter. | fed that he should be given the bendfit of dl doubt. At the same time, you should use
discretion, Carter. My vist tonight will be important. It must be between oursalves. It concerns your
dfarsonly.

“Drew Weslling is entitled to his provision in the terms of the will. He is your cousin. He has aright to live
with you a the old manson. | know that you will treat him generoudy. Still, you mugt remember the
exiding facts. Give afars a chance to adjust themsdves. Be cordid to Drew, but make your renewed
friendship one of dow culminaion.”

“| appreciate the advice” responded Carter. “It is wdl given, Mr. Tracy. Drew Wedtling's lack of
interest inmy arrival gives me an excelent arting point. | shdl be cordid and glad to see my cousin. But
my experiences in foreign lands have shown me the fally of becoming too friendly dl & once—even when
ardative and boyhood chum is concerned.”

The men finished their lunch. Farland Tracy glanced at his watch and noticed that it was hdf past three.

“Halland mugt be here with the car,” said the attorney. “He will drive you to your home, Carter. | shdl
cdl tonight shortly before nine. It will apparently be no more than a chance vist; actudly it will be a
meaiter of greatest consequence. Y ou understand?’

“Absolutdy,” replied Carter Boswick. “You may rey upon me”

The two men left the grillroom. Lamont Cranston remained. A few minutes later, an entering man stopped
a Crangton's table. It was Judge Vanmniman Lamark, pleased to greet an old friend whom he had not
Seen for nine months.

As he chatted idly with the judge, Lamont Cranston ill wore his thin amile. He was thinking of that
gopointment between Farland Tracy and Carter Boswick. He, too, would be there at nine o'clock.



But he would not vigt the Boswick mangon as Lamont Cranston. Tonight, The Shadow would reappear
to again play a hidden part in the destinies of Carter Boswick!

CHAPTER VIII. THE SECRET MESSAGE

IT was eght o'clock that evening. Carter Boswick, back in his father's old mansion, was pacing the floor
of the gloomy hall. He spied Headley waking morosay toward the dining room. The servant turned as
Carter spoke.

“Has Mr. Westling cdled?’ inquired Carter.

“No, gr,” answered Headley.

“Very wel, then,” said Carter, with atone of impatience. “I shdl go ahead with dinner.”
“Itisready, ar. Mr. Wesling isusudly quite late—"

The front door opened by way of interruption. Carter Boswick turned. His keen eyes sudied a man who
was entering. He saw a young fellow of dight build, whose carriage and pae festures marked him of the
lounging type. The ariva was holding a long cigarette holder in one hand. This added to his ligless
appearance.

For a moment the two faced each other. Then alight crept over the features of the man who had just
entered. His eyes showed an unexpected sparkle. He sprang forward with hand extended.

“Carter!” he cried. “Carter!”

The enthusiagtic gregting seemed genuine. Carter Boswick caught Drew Westling's hand, and grinned at
the cousn whom he had not seen for years.

They had been boys together—these two—and the physical superiority of Carter Boswick was even
more marked than before. Drew Wedtling seemed pitifully fral beside the sawart form of his newly
returned cousin.

A few minutes |ater, the pair was seated at the dining-room table. The spontaneous meeting had brought
aquick bond of unrestrained cordidity. They were taking over boyhood events with red enthusaam. To
Carter Boswick, this get-together had taken an unexpected turn.

“Do you remember that game we used to play so often™—Drew Weslling's voice had assumed a
reminiscent tone—“and how exact we were in every detal?’

“Y ou mean the dud between D'Artagnan and De Guise?” amiled Carter.

“Yes” nodded Drew. “We used those short hilliard cues for swords, and chaked the ends of them so
we could count the thrugts”

“We mug have played that baitle a hundred times”

“Right out of the pages of The Three Musketeers. We used to read the old volume of Dumas for
ingpiration—then change them into action. We passed that stage of life though. Funny thing,
Carter”—Drew paused wigfully—*I never could think of reading a Dumas story again, after you went

away.

Carter made no reply. His cousn was thoughtful then returned to his reminiscences.



“The old dud,” he recdled. “The one game that Uncle Houston would tolerate about the house. Perhaps
that's why we played it so often. Remember how he used to watch us, Carter? How he used to criticize
esch thrust?”

Carter Boswick nodded. Drew Westling had brought back the one boyhood memory that was inddibly,
impressed upon his mind. Only when he and Drew had fought their dud had Houston Boswick shown
the red interest of a proud father and an indulgent uncle.

“Say, Carter”—Drew was on a more immediate subject—"it was pretty amdl of me not to meet you a
the boat today. | knew you were coming in, and | should have cdled up Farland Tracy about it. But
somehow, 1I've been pretty blue snce my unde—since your father—died. | was afrad you wouldn't
know, and | didn't see just how—just how | could tdl you. | thought if Tracy was there done—"

“That'sdl right, Drew,” interrupted Carter quigtly. “I understand. | did fed mighty broken up. I'm glad |
didn't see you until now.”

DESPITE a resentful antagonism that he had held earlier in the evening, Carter Boswick now fdt a
warmth of kindliness toward Drew Westling. He recognized that his cousn was a weskling, but the
sentiment in Drew's nature did much to excuse that faullt.

Jugt as dinner was ending, the doorbell rang. Headley answered it, and returned a few minutes later to
announce that Farland Tracy was calling to see Mr. Boswick.

“Hnish your dinner, old top,” Carter said to Drew. “I'll see what Tracy wants. Probably a friendly cal.
You can join uslater.”

Reeching the hdl, Carter found Tracy standing with a warning hand uplifted. Carter nodded, and led the
lawyer upstairs to the study. The room was lighted; the shade was drawn. Carter closed the door. Tracy
motioned for him to turn the key. Carter complied, and the lawyer brought out a bundle of papers.

“We mug go through these” he stated.

The ingpection began. Mot of the papers were of purdy legd nature. But at the bottom lay two
envelopes. One was addressed to Carter Boswick; the other to Drew Westling; each envelope bore the
datement that it was to be destroyed intact, should the other be the heir.

“These are letters which your father wrote,” explained Tracy. “Ther contents are practicaly identicd. He
showed them to me before he sealed them. One for you—one for Drew—uwhichever might inherit the
edae”

Carter nodded and opened his envelope. He drew out the letter, and read it dowly, holding it so that the
lawyer could dso see the careful handwriting.

The letter read as folows
My Dear Son Carter:

When you read this letter, | shdl be dead. You will be my sole heir. You will be the recipient of a
consderable estate. Nevertheless, if you are at dl familiar with my reputed wedth, you may be somewhat

disappointed.

During the past few years, | have made a congtant effort to minimize the extent of my possessons. In this
| have been farly successful. | have had a definite purpose in such action. Men of great wedth are
subject to preying enemies.



Ther edtates often are in jeopardy because the expectant heirs show jealousy or cross purposes.

In accordance with my policy, | have actudly minimized my known estate. | have left it ample for your
needs. You may be satisfied with its present sze. At the same time, | mugt inform you that | have
deposited, in a place of absolute safety, a sum nearly ten times as great as my announced estate.

If you wish that wedlth, you may seek it. You can learn, if you will, where | have placed it. If you are a
true son—as | fed sure you are—your thoughts of your dead father will prove a hdpful guide.

It ismy one regret, Carter, that we never understood each other as many fathers and sons have done.
That lack of understanding was my fault—not yours.

When you and Drew Wedtling were boys together, | sddom showed interest in your activities. Only
when you played your game of dud did | respond to your natura, boyish yearnings for the fatherly
interest of an older man.

Perhaps you will be able to picture those exact scenes when we were together. | trust that you will go
over themin detall, recdling dl incidents, planning your game, and remembering me as | was then.

Perhaps the long-forgotten thrill of the battle between D'Artagnan and De Guise will enable you to
understand your father as he redly was —to help you know how much you mean to him today.

| possess wedth and | possess memories. To me, those memories are wedth itsdf. | trugt that you will
fed the same, Carter. Thisis the message that | give you. | fed sure that the future will hold in store the
wedth that has been established for you by

Your father,
Houston Boswick.

Carter Boswick studied the written lines. He checked each paragraph as he reviewed it. Findly, he lad
the letter on the table, and turned to Farland Tracy.

“Isthis the only communication that my father left for me?’
HY$H
“He speaks of a great sum of hidden wedlth.”

“Yes” declared Tracy. “Something in the neighborhood of ten million dollars, if his statement is correct.
But the dew to its hiding place is one that you must find.”

“Have you any inkling of it?" questioned Carter.

“None a dl,” admitted Tracy. “Your father was convinced that you would learn it after his death. How
he arranged to lead you to it is beyond my comprehension. This letter is very vague; it turns from business
to sentiment at a most unfortunate point. My only theory is that your father may have arranged for some
communication to reach you from another source.”

“Perhgps.” agreed Carter.

“Should you learn more,” stated Tracy, “1 advise you to be very careful. This letter is a private one.
Ancther communicetion, if received, should be guarded. | am spesking now as your father's
attorney—also as your attorney pro tem.”



“Y ou will continue to be my lawyer,” said Carter.

“| gppreciate that,” responded Tracy. “But now that my misson is completed, | shdl leave you. It is most
advisable that no one should know of any purpose in thisvigt.”

“| understand.”

Carter Boswick folded his letter, and placed it in his pocket. He took up the envelope addressed to
Drew Westling, and tore it into four pieces, letter and dl. He dropped the fragments in the wastebasket.

Farland Tracy was ready to leave. Carter Boswick accompanied him from the study. The door closed,
and the room was empty.

That condition did not long exig.

THE window shade dowly arose, guided by a black-gloved hand from without. A tal form did through
the opening. The Shadow stood in the study. Softly, he lowered sash and shade. With quick dtride, he
moved toward the desk. Stooping, he plucked the torn letter from the wastebasket.

Ligening outsde the window, The Shadow had heard Farland Tracy's dtatement that the two
|etters—one to Carter, the other to Drew—were couched in smilar phraseology. Hence, when The
Shadow had quickly assembled the fragments of the torn letter, he possessed a practicd replica of the
episie which Carter Boswick had so recently perused.

There, on the table, before the keen eyes of The Shadow, lay a note from unde to nephew that carried
the same theme—even to the dash of sentimental conclusion—that had appeared in the letter from father
to son.

A oft laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips. To the black-clad being, this letter had a definite
meaning. Where Farland Tracy had seen nothing more than a mere statement of exiding wedlth thet lay
hidden, The Shadow was picking out a definite clew.

The subtlety of old Houston Boswick was manifested in this letter. The Shadow's black finger rested
upon one vita phrase;

If you are a true nephew—as | fed sure you are—the thoughts of your dead unde will prove a hdpful
guide.

That sentence was a key to the part of the letter that followed. With Drew Wedling, as with Carter
Boswick, the dead man had made a definite effort to guide the reader's thoughts

Agan, The Shadow laughed. Here, in this reclamed letter that had never been delivered, he was finding
the clew to Houston Boswick's secret!

CHAPTER IX. THE STOLEN CLEW

DOWNSTAIRS, Carter Boswick was bidding Farland Tracy good night. The lawyer was sanding at
the open door. Headley, the attendant, was holding his coat. In the driveway outsde, Tracy's car was
waming with Holland, the chauffeur, beside it.

Beyond were bushes. Dark splotches above a blackened lawn, they seemed to shout out a warning of
hidden eyes that watched the scene at the doorway. Men were lurking in that shrubbery, but there was
no tangible evidence of their presence.

The door closed. The muffled purr of Tracy's car sounded from the drive. Headley walked across the



hell toward the back of the house. Carter noticed Drew Westling standing by the door of the dining
room. His cousin was smoking the inevitable cigarette, in its accustomed holder.

Without comment, Carter turned back toward the stairs, which were just beyond Drew Westling's range
of vison. When he reached the bottom of the steps, he did not ascend; instead, he went through a short
hdlway thet led to the library.

Thiswas an old room lined with many shelves of books. It was at the middle of one side of the house. It
hed one doorway entering from this hdl, and at ether end were curtained openings that led into adjacent
rooms.

Carter 0ftly closed the door behind him. He turned out a sngle lamp that rested on atable. Satisfied that
he was free from observation, he began a prompt examination of the bookshelves.

For Carter Boswick, the moment that he had finished the second reading of his father's letter, had gained
a sudden knowledge that he had kept entirdy to himsdlf. Inspired by the thought of a possible clew, he
had said nothing to Farland Tracy.

It was evident that Houston Boswick had wanted his heir done to learn of the place where wedth was
hidden. The tone of the letter had given that indication. In reading, Carter had wondered & first how the
information would be gained. Then, the reference to boyhood days had dropped like a bolt from a clear

y.

The very subject that Carter and Drew had discussed—those days when the two boys had played at
dud with the dderly man watching them. That was a reference which only two persons could have
understood with surety. Carter or Drew—either one as Houston Boswick's heir—might quickly catch the
meaning. Carter believed that he had done so.

To picture past events—to go over the details of long-remembered scenes—to follow his father's track
of memory—that was the duty imposed upon Carter Boswick. In the letter, now reposing in Carter's
pocket, was the statement that memories were as important as wedlth.

Perhaps there was a connection between the twol

A PAIR of dusty volumes reposed high upon a neglected shelf. They were both portions of the same
work—"The Three Musketeers,” by Alexandre Dumas. Carter reached up and brought down one of the
volumes. He ran through the yelowed pages, skimming them with his thumb, until there was a sudden
stop. With agmile of dation, Carter drew forth a thin manila envelope from between the pages.

He shook the book to make sure that this was dl. Satisfied, he lad the volume on the table where the
lamp rested close beside a hanging curtain.

With eager fingers, Carter tore open the envelope and drew forth a dip of ydlow paper. It bore a brief
notation:

Lat. 46j 18' N.
Long. 88j 12' W.

Carter Boswick's mind was retentive. He read this location, in terms of laitude and longitude, and the
exact pogtion made a definite impression. Accustomed to long sea trips, Carter was used to spesking of
placesin such terms. He noted this as exactly as another person might have noted a telephone number.

Carter lad the paper and the envelope upon the closed book. He turned back to the shdf. Still running



through his brain was the statement he had just noted:
Lat. 46; 18' N.
Long. 88j 12' W.

Carter repeated the words with gslent lips as he drew down the other volume of “The Three
Musketeers,” and stepped back to whisk its pages.

The curtain moved beside the lamp. The dight, wavering tremble was not noticed by Carter Boswick, for
the young man's mind was upon the second book which he held.

From the curtain came a dow, cautious hand. Its fingers spread beneeth the soft glow of the light; they
closed upon the paper and the envelope, and withdrew as quietly as they had come. Only the book
remained. The direction sheet and its container were gone!

Carter was shaking the second volume. Nothing between its leaves. The one message was dl tha his
faher had left. It was enough. It marked a definite location. There, in dl probability, would lie the
beginning of a trail—perhaps the wedth itsdf.

Carter's musng ended abruptly. He was gaing a the table where he had placed the firg volume of
Dumas. To his amazement, he noted that the paper and the envel ope were gone!

Quickly, the young man began afutile search. He looked through the pages of the firs volume. He found
nothing. He frantically looked benegth the table; he shook the curtain. It required only a few minutes to
convince him that the message was gone.

HAD the whole discovery been a product of his imaginaion? For a moment, Carter fancied so; but the
congtant running of the tabulated location il persisted in his mind.

Methodicaly, Carter drew his father's letter from his pocket. With a pencil, he wrote down the exact
latitude and longitude.

Impelled by a new idea, he hadtily replaced the two books upon the shelf. He opened the little door,
came out through the entry, and walked across the hdl. He reached the door of the dinning room. Drew
Westling was seated at the table, dill anoking. Cigarette sumps lay in the ash tray before him.

Drew looked up as he saw Carter enter, and smiled nervoudy. It seemed obvious that he was trying to
keep his thoughts to himsdlf. When he spoke, he adopted an &ffable tone that was a trifle forced.

“Thought 1'd stay in here while you finished your med,” he explained to Carter. “Now that Tracy went
away, | figured you would come back for dessert.”

“Of course,” said Carter camly. “Very thoughtful of you, Drew.”

Headley entered while Carter was edting. The attendant cleared away the remaning dishes and went
galidly about his duty. Very few words were exchanged between Carter and Drew. Each appeared
quite engrossed in his own thoughts.

Carter's mind was 4ill picturing the scene in the library. The young man wondered if Drew Westling
chanced to be consdering it aso. Nothing could be gained by slence; moreover, it would be wise not to
mention that particular subject. Fnishing his dessert, Carter opened a quiet but friendly conversation into
which Drew entered with increasing vivacity.



BACK inthe quiet library, the curtain moved once again; this time in darkness, for Carter Boswick had
extinguished the lamp. A tiny light glimmered, held by an unseen hand. It ran dong the bookshelves and
stopped at two volumes that were very dightly out of place.

A black-gloved hand removed the two volumes of “The Three Musketeers.” The books were placed
upon the table there, the flashlight glowed while fingers went through their pages.

A low, laugh-like whisper came from lipsin the dark. The Shadow, fallowing a dew that he had gained,
hed arrived after Carter Boswick had ingpected these very books. A dight yidding of one volume a a
certain spot indicated the place from which Carter had removed a message.

The books closed. The hands replaced them upon the shdlf. The Shadow's light went out. The whisper
died away in the darkness as an unseen form passed from the library, reached the hdl, and looked into
the dining room, where Carter dill chatted with his cousin.

The figure moved toward the rear of the house. Soon it was gone. It reappeared momentarily from the
dde porch, and crossed the driveway toward the bushes. There, The Shadow lisened. There was no
sound.

Vigilant watchers were no longer here. The Shadow had detected them upon ther arivd; now he
discovered that they had I€ft.

Why?

The Shadow, even though he had arrived late in the library, sensed the explanation. The young Boswick,
The Shadow knew, had found some message.

Had word of that finding been passed to those outsde? Would an attack be made tonight?

Possibly; dthough the sudden departure of the watchers made it unlikely.

There was another explanation.

Some one within the house could have learned what Carter Boswick had found; or could even have
taken whatever the young maen had discovered. These watchers could have left with important
information.

The Shadow had waited long in the upgtairs study, bdieving that Carter Boswick had either faled to
discover the meaning of his father's letter, or would have waited to follow ingructions later in the evening.
It was Carter's prompt actions that had blocked The Shadow's careful plan of previous ingpection.

Much might have happened during that unanticipated interim. But The Shadow, even when he
encountered ill fortune, never fatered. This strange personage had a weird ahility to turn dl events to his
advantage. Such would be his plan tonight.

The stedthy figure made no sound, nor did it show itsdf as it moved across the lawn. Darkness seemed
to swalow The Shadow as he st forth.

It was not until later that another figure made its appearance within the confines of the Boswick estate. A
young man, cautious, but by no meansinvishle, took up hisvigl a a convenient spot some distance from
the house.

Hary Vincent, agent of The Shadow, had been summoned to keep watch and to report on Carter
Boswick's actions. That would be his duty for the present. The Shadow, himsdf, had other work to do.



Into the darkness he had gone; within darkness would he remain. From somewhere, unseen, he would
plan his campaign of swift action. The Shadow, aone, could frudtrate the designs of those who had
ganed the solen clew!

CHAPTER X. CARTER TAKES A TRIP

CARTER Boswick possessed an amazing faculty for waking into trouble. In Havana, aboard the
Southern Star, he had ddiberately stepped into difficulties That same oddity was due to menifest itsdf

again.

Had Carter Boswick faled to remember the latitude and longitude mentioned in the message he had
found, he would no longer have been a factor in the grim game which Hub Rowley was playing. The
Shadow, shrouded in darkness, knew wel who was seeking the informeation which Carter had
discovered.

Hence the course of The Shadow's invedtigation lay toward Hub Rowley. But The Shadow, wise in dl
procedure, had not neglected Carter Boswick as a possihility.

Nor had Hub Rowley.

When morning was well under way, the Boswick mandon was under surveillance from two directions,
watched by men of opposing sides, naither of whom knew the others were on the job.

Harry Vincent, agent of The Shadow, was lounging by the side of his coupe a afilling station across the
highway from the Boswick home. Stacks Lodi, underling of Hub Rowley, was eding a belated breakfast
inalittle restaurant a few hundred yards farther down the road.

Meanwhile, within the big house, Carter Boswick was announcing plans. Those arrangements, from ther
vary start, were destined to bring the young man back into the zone of action, meking him a principa
factor in the battle for wedth. For Carter, after anight of troubled deep, had decided definitdy to follow
the lead that he had found in his father's message.

This meant that now, more than before, Carter Boswick would be dated for diminaion by Hub Rowley.
It dso meant that he would be of vitd importance to The Shadow—as a short cut to the information
which The Shadow now was seeking to obtain.

Without redizing it, Carter was meking himsdf a pawn on the board that lay between two shrewd and
relentless players.

Ye Carter fdt that he was taking every precaution when he spoke to both Drew Westling and Headley,
inthe dining room where he and his cousin had just finished breskfast.

“l intend to edtablish my residence here)” declared Carter. “Neverthdess it is essentid thet | follow
business plans which | made before | left Montevideo. | represent a large South American importing
house. My trip to New Y ork was intended purdly as a step toward a further business voyage to Europe.

“My origind intention was to remain here afew weeks; then to go to Paris and Belin. My father's desth
has caused me to change my plans. | must conclude the obligation which | owe to my associates in
Montevideo; then | shdl be free entirdy. The sooner | discharge my duty, the better.

“Therefore, | Shdl book passage for Europe at once. | dhdl he back in New York within Sx weeks, and
this will then become my permanent home. With Farland Tracy hendling the affairs of the estate, there
should be no obstacle in the arrangement. If you choose to remain here, Drew, you are welcome to do
w_”



“Never mind about me,” interrupted Drew Westling. “I'll stay here when you're here, Carter; but in the
meantime, 1'd as soon drop away for awhile I'll move into the club as soon as you leave”

“Whichwill be today,” remarked Carter, in an offhand tone. “I plan to go by way of Montred and the St.
Lawrence waterway. So | should like to start for Canada this evening.”

“Suitsme” returned Drew.

“As for you, Headley,” stated Carter, “you can resume your old duties of caretaker. The house will be
closed; you can stay wherever you choose.”

“Very wel, gr,” sad the solemn attendant.

“That settled everything, then,” concluded Carter. “I have packed auffident luggege. | shdl start for the
aty at once. Cdl a cab, Headley.”

WHEN Carter Boswick's taxi rolled forth from the driveway, it became a target for watching eyes. Harry
Vincent, nonchdantly stepping into his coupe, took up immediate pursuit. Stacks Lodi hurried from the
restaurant and entered a sedan which had Scully at the whed!.

Theflow of traffic dong the highway, the fact that the road led directly into Manhattan—these were the
factors that prevented ether of the tralers from noticing the presence of the other.

When the course findly ended on an uptown street in New York, and Carter Boswick Ieft the cab and
entered a towering skyscraper, it was obvious that the young man intended to vist some office in the
building.

Both of the pursuers worked amilarly. Harry parked his coupe across the street, and watched the door
of the building. Stacks dropped from the sedan and lounged at a convenient post, while Scully managed
to find a stopping point for the sedan, about haf a block away.

Carter Boswick's business was brief. He told Farland Tracy exactly the same story that he had given
Drew Wedtling and Headley. The lawyer agreed that the European trip should best be handled at once,
S0 as to assure areturn a the earliest opportunity.

He expressed only one doubt; namdy, the possihility of Carter receiving some communication from a
source not known.

“Remember,” he said sagely, “you may have an immense fortune dmost within your grasp. It might be
advisable to remain at the old home.”

“| thought of that,” returned Carter abruptly. “Neverthdess, | fed confident that my father planned well.
No, Mr. Tracy, there isredly no posshility of my failing to receive the information which belongs to me”

“You speak with assurance,” said Tracy. “If you fed that way about it, | can see no objections to your
voyage. Have a good trip, Carter, and do not worry. | shdl attend to dl affars of the estate, and be
ready with an exact report when you return.”

Coming from the building, Carter Boswick took a cab and went directly to the Grand Centra Station.
There, a the information booth, he drew a large map from his pocket and, after partidly unfolding it,
consulted certain notations which he had made on the back of it.

Carter had found this map before leaving the house; it was one of many old guides and charts that had
belonged to his father's library.



Pocketing the map, Carter made inquiries regarding Western railroad lines running northwest from
Chicago. He did not ask a sngle question concerning trains to Montred. He named certain towns in the
State of Wiscongn. The man at the booth consulted a huge railroad guide.

WHILE this was going on, other persons began to form in line Haf a dozen men were behind the
rotunda counter, but al were busy. Carter paid no atention to the people close by, hence he did not
reglize that two men were overhearing his plans.

One was Harry Vincent. The Shadow's agent, a young men of ahletic appearance, might well have been
achance traveler seeking routine informetion for a trip.

The other was Stacks Lodi.

But Carter would not have recognized Hub Rowley's underling, even though the man had been a
passenger aboard the Southern Star. Stacks had shaved away his darkened, waxed mustache. The
smoath upper lip gave him an entirdy different appearance.

When Carter Boswick had finished his questioning, he sauntered away from the information booth, his
luggege in the custody of a porter. Harry Vincent stepped up and asked for a railroad time-table. Stacks
Lodi did the same. Both, in waking away, followed the direction that Carter had taken.

Harry, conaulting his time-table, passed the ticket window where Carter now stood, and overheard the
young man making reservations. Harry kept on hisway.

Stacks Lodi, ariving later, stood at the next window and heard the negotiations between Carter Boswick
and the agent.

From then on, dl paths diverged. Carter's western limited did not leave for a few hours. The young man
checked hisluggage and went from the station.

Harry Vincent sought a telephone booth. Caling a number, he stated what he had learned. He hung up
the recelver and awaited areturn call.

Stacks Lodi dso used a telephone, in a different part of the ation. His cdl was to Hub Rowley. He
ligened intently to the big-shot's response. His face gleamed as he heard Hub's words. He was amiling a
wicked grin when he walked away from the booth.

The aftermath of this sequence of events came when the western limited pulled out of the Grand Centra
Sation onitstrip to Chicago.

Carter Boswick, deeply engrossed in a book that he had purchased, was seated in the club car. His mind
was a ease. He had made it quite evident that he was going to Europe, via Montred. Instead, he was off
to vigt the exact spot mentioned in his father's secret message—some unknown locdity in the wilds of
Wiscongn.

Across the way sat Harry Vincent—a quiet young man who was apparently unconcerned with those
about him. At the card table, Stacks Lodi had aready begun to amuse himsdf with a game of solitaire.

OPPOSING forces were a work. Carter Boswick, sure that he was free, with dl knowledge of his
Secret trip a minus quantity, was dready under the viglant survelllance of two men—one who
represented judtice; the other, atool of crime.

Once again, Carter Boswick was heading into trouble. Stacks Lodi, the trouble-maker, was on his trail.
But 4ill, Carter was under the secret protection of The Shadow. Harry Vincent, The Shadow's agent,



hed been deputed to be close at hand, forewarned that danger might Strike.

Action was in abeyance on this journey. These men—nether of whom suspected the other's
presence—were the advance guards. They were but the indruments of greater minds, the nullifying
influences put forth by Hub Rowley and The Shadow.

Conflict was brewing between the big-shot and the dread avenger. The sruggle would center about
Carter Boswick, who had plunged himsdf into this fray for millions which rightfully belonged to him.

The impending battle was one that promised strange results—and into its fury would come others, men
whose important parts in the drama of crime had not yet been revedled. Carter Boswick was totaly

unsuspecting of whet lay ahead.

But The Shadow, hidden being of darkness, knew that unexpected consegquences would soon manifest
themsdlves. Plans long fostered were due to reach thar gartling dimax when Carter Boswick gained the
god that he sought!

CHAPTER XI. THE SHADOW'S PLAN

TWO nights had passed snce Carter Boswick had set out from New York City. The third evening had
fdlen. Along alondy road in northwestern Michigan, a swift coupe was Speeding a sixty miles an hour.

Harry Vincent was the man behind the whed. His eyes were steadily focused upon the gravd road that
gtretched before him. His hands responded to every bump of the jolting highway.

Despite the orded of the rapid drive, Harry wore a smile. He was nearing the end of his journey.

Obedient to The Shadow's order, Harry had followed Carter Boswick to Chicago; and had again taken
up the trail when the young man had boarded a train north. At Green Bay, Wisconsin, along break had
occurred. Carter Boswick had been forced to wait over severd hours for a connection.

This had given Harry an excellent idea. He was confident that no harm would befal the man whom he
was protecting while Carter was traveling by train. The red danger lay at the sopping points. Hence
Harry had used the interva to obtain an automobile capable of high speed. His study of the road maps
convinced him that he could begt the time of Carter Boswick's train.

Now, with only afew milesto go, Harry was hdf an hour ahead of his schedule. He had waited a Green
Bay until Carter Boswick had left; then he had burned up the roads in his untiring effort to reach the find
dedtination before Carter arrived. This place was Junction City, a Michigan town some miles north of the
Wisconsin border.

Wha was to happen at Junction City?

Harry had no inkling. He had been indructed to stay close to Carter Boswick, particularly after the end
of the journey had been reached. Tha was exactly wha Harry intended to do now. His only quams
concerned the fact that he had let Carter get out of sght during the travel from Green Bay to Junction

City.
Harry Vincent had long been an agent of The Shadow. He had encountered many adventures while

working in bendf of his mysterious master. In every instance, Harry had been free to act upon his own
judgment when occasions arose. This had proven to be one of those cases.

Harry had changed from train to automobile for two definite reasons. First, because he feared that Carter
Boswick might become aware of his presence during the find stage of the trip; second, because he knew



that a car might come in handy at Junction City. The opportunity to obtain one a Green Bay had been
too good to miss.

In dl his episodes in The Shadow's service, Harry had encountered mystery. He had never gained an
inkling as to the identity of his unknown employer.

Ingtructions came through only two sources—Rutledge Mann, a chubby-faced insurance broker in the
Badger Buildingin New Y ork City; and over the telephone, from a hidden agent named Burbank.

Through contact with one or the other, Harry received dl routine information; but in times of emergency,
he frequently recelved myserious orders from The Shadow himsdf. Harry anticipated some such
occurrences during this new adventure; for he was now far away from the usud base of operations.

THOUGHTS of the unfolding misson, coupled with anxiety for Carter Boswick's present safety, spurred
Harry unto afind burst of speed which ceased only when his heedlights revedled a wecoming Sgn on the
outskirts of Junction City. Here, Harry dackened the speed of the car and rolled eesily through the
lighted Streets of aamdl town.

Thedght of asgnd light down a side Street showed Harry that he was near the railroad, and he guided
his car to a bumpy road that ran dongside the tracks. Hefindly came to a stop close beside a dilapidated
rallroad station.

Hary parked and waited. With lights extinguished, he could see the gation plaform benegth the dim
gow of lamps from the overhanging roof. Leaning back in the seat, Harry took account of other
surroundings. Down the street was an old building which bore the weather-beaten Sgn: “Junction
House”

That, indl probability, would be Carter Boswick's stopping place.

A tenseness came over Harry Vincent as he began to review dl that had happened since he had watched
Carter Boswick at the information booth in the Grand Centrd Station in New Y ork.

It was evident that Carter Boswick, dthough he had come directly to Junction City, had not made the
best possible use of histime. Harry was dready here ahead of him; and other persons could easlly have
achieved the same result. Therefore, trouble, if brewing, could begin tonight.

Harry glanced anxioudy toward the gtation. His eyes became suddenly intent as he noted a peculiar
phenomenon. One of the overhanging lights twinkled, as though something had passed between it and
Harry. Then came a second twinkle from the next light; a third from the one farther on.

The whole effect was ghostly. Apparently, the solid form of aliving being had moved dong that platform;
yet Harry had seen no more than an instantaneous blinking of each light.

It was happening again! This time from the opposite direction. Harry gripped the steering whed. He
knew that this could not be due to a peculiarity of the dectric current that supplied the lights No—some
one had certainly passed dong that platform!

In moments such as these, Harry Vincent regarded dl Sgns as matters of consequence to himsdf. At fird,
his thought was one of hidden enemies. Then, puzzing the matter over, he gained a more hopeful thought.

Perhaps that curious manifestation Sgnified the presence of The Shadow! Harry drew a bregth of relief. It
was possible that The Shadow, himsdf, might have come to Junction City. A fast hop by air—the dow
progress of trains and attendant connections would be bettered by many hours.



While Harry gill watched the lights, wondering if they would blink again, he heard the distant whidle of a
locomoative. The sound was repeated with increasing loudness.

At ladt, the bright headlight of the engine bathed the dtation with brilliance. Harry ill gazed at the
platform. He saw no one lurking there.

The train came to a stop. Harry saw a young men dight, and recognized the figure of Carter Boswick.
He saw Carter pick up a pair of heavy suitcases and start diagondly across the street. He was obvioudy
going to the Junction House,

But Harry, yidding to a hunch, dill waited. He saw another man get off the train, with a vaise in hand.
Harry stared in sudden recognition. He was sure that he had seen the man before—on the limited
between New Y ork and Chicago!

HARRY was correct. Thisman was Stacks Lodi, dill on Carter Boswick's trail. Harry saw Stacks light a
cigarette, then leisurdly follow the course that Carter had taken.

As soon as the second man had entered the hotdl, Harry started the motor of his coupe, drove a short
way up the street, turned, and pulled up at the door of the Junction House.

Harry carried his own suitcase into the hotel. No bell boy came to receive it. Harry guessed the reason.
The place would not have more than two attendants, both were at present employed in showing the
previous guests to rooms.

Sgning the regigter, Harry noted two names inscribed there. One was Carter Boswick, in Room 208; the
other was Antonio Lodi, in Room 215.

The douching clerk read Harry's name; then wrote 222 after it. He rang a bell, but nothing occurred for
severd minutes. Then an unkempt bel boy came shambling down the stairs. The derk tossed him the

key.

After establishing himsdlf in Room 222, Harry donned a pair of soft-soled dippers, and went out into the
hdlway. He noted alight beneath the door of Room 215, which was near the head of the dtairs. He went
on to the front of the hal, and spied Room 208. No light showed there. Evidently Carter Boswick had
retired.

Sarting back, Harry heard a click. He did to the stairway that led toward the third floor, just as Stacks
Lodi came out of Room 215. The man was fully dressed. Harry saw him go downgtairs.

Ligening at the top, Harry could hear him talking with the clerk. The discusson seemed to concern a
good brand of cigar for a discriminating smoker.

The dink of coins indicated that the purchase had been made. Harry heard a remark concerning the
coolness of the night. Stacks was praisng the fine air of the vidnity. The dam of the front door meant that
some one had gone outside.

Harry sole to the front of the hal. He opened a window above a samdl porch that projected over the
sdewak. This portion of the hdl was dmog totaly dark. Harry dipped noisdedy to the porch and lay
flat, peering over the edge.

He could see Stacks Lodi just beneath. The man was holding a cigar in his hand. He raised it to hislips
as Harry watched, and drew two long puffs. The cigar gleamed twice. The hand dropped with the cigar;
then came up for another puff. Down again, it returned, and this time the smoker puffed five times.



The meaning of those short, bright glows suddenly dawned upon Harry. Stacks Lodi was flashing the
number of his own room—a dgnd to hidden eyes in the outer darkness—across the street, where totd
blackness reigned!

After a brief pause, a second 9gnd was given. Agan, the cigar glowed twice. Down; then up; but this
time, there was no increase of the light. On the third trip to the sgnder's mouth, the tiny gleeam occurred
aght times—another dow procession of sustained puffs.

The firg 9gnd had been 2-1-5—the number of Stacks Lodi's room; the second had been 2-0-8—the
number of Carter Boswick's room. Harry saw Stacks turn and walk back into the lobby. Waiting no
longer, Harry crept into the hdl and crouched there, expecting Stacks to come up the steps.

As minutes drifted by, Harry suddenly redized the man's plan. Stacks Lodi had given the number of his
own room—indicating it as a spot of entrance for men from the dark. He had given Carter Boswick's
room to tdl them where to go. But he, himsdf, intended to remain in the lobby, establishing an dibi, no
matter what might happen; and dso being in a pogtion to ded with the clerk, should such action be

necessary!

HARRY returned to his own room. The light was dill on. The moment that Harry entered, he stopped
just within the door.

The sde of the hotd was on a vacant fidd. If men were out there, they could essly see any one within
these rooms, while the lights were on. Harry recdled that he had been foolish enough to go over by the
window when he had firg entered. In fact, the window was dightly open now, as he had left it.

That must be corrected at once. Harry reached for the light switch; then his eyes spied an envelope that
was lying beside the bed.

Stooping, Harry picked up the object. One corner of the envelope was smashed in. Harry redized thet it
had been scded through the open window by some one standing in the outer darkness below. An
accurate piece of swift marksmanship had sent this unexpected message here. Hary opened the
envelope and drew out a folded note.

Clear blue ink greeted his eyes. The writing wasin a code which Harry understood. A message from The
Shadow! Harry trandated it rapidly:

Bring Carter Boswick into your room. Explan that danger threatens. His place will be taken as soon as
he is gone. Wait until after commotion has begun. It will convince him of danger. Drop from window.
Your car has been moved to rear of hotdl. Escape with Boswick.

As Harry watched, the writing began to disappear, as though an invisble hand were erasing every
sentence. Word by word, the entire message faded.

That was the way with |etters from The Shadow. If they fdl into the wrong hands, the enemy could profit
nothing. The ink which The Shadow used asserted its vanishing properties the moment that it came in
contact with the air.

Harry turned out the light. He stole to the window; instead of dosng it, he opened it wide. He could
bardy see the ground beneath. He recognized that the drop would be an easy one.

Now to cdl on Carter Boswick.

A tenseness had come over Harry, and under thisinfluence he falled totdly to cdculate the time eement.
He did not redlize that this message might have come into his room just after his departure, and that he



hed been away for many minutes during his observation from the porch outside the hall.

Nor did he know that dmost immediaidy after Stacks Lodi had come back into the lobby, there had
been a shadowy moation outside the door of the hotdl.

Harry, by his dilatory action, was unwittingly holding back The Shadow's plan. In fact, as Harry crept
aong the hdl, he was thinking too much of what The Shadow might intend to do—and not enough of his
own part.

Carter Boswick out of Room 208—The Shadow there in his place! What a surprise that would be for
those who might be coming up through the window of Lodi's room, to make an unexpected attack upon
adegping victim!

Thisthought was uppermost in Harry Vincent's mind as he tapped at the door of Carter Boswick's room.
The response that came gave Harry new assurance. The man within was gill awake. His voice, though
deepy, showed that he would be ready to ligen to what Harry had to say.

Thetime was here for Harry's firg action in accordance with The Shadow's plan.

CHAPTER XII. THE ALLIANCE
“MR. BOSWICK?

A prompt reply came to Harry's question.
“Yes,” sad avoice through the door. “What do you want?’
“I have an important message for you.”

A key turned. The door opened. Carter Boswick faced Harry Vincent in the dim light of the hdl. Carter
was fully dressed, except for coat and vest. He had evidently been taking a short nap. Harry was pleased
a thissgn of vigilance.

“My nameis Vincent,” Harry explained. “1 mug tak with you. My room is down the hal—222—and it
would be wise to go there”

Suspicion showed in Carter Boswick's eyes. Suspicion faded. Harry's countenance was one that showed
complete frankness. Carter redized that this unexpected vist mugt meen that trouble threatened. Harry
looked like a friend.

Nodding his willingness to accompany the man who had come for him, Carter Boswick picked up his
coat and vest from a chair beside the bed. Harry Vincent pointed to the other articles that could be seen
from the hal—hat, overcoat, and two unpacked suitcases. He picked up the luggage while Carter took
the hat and coat.

“Hurry dong,” whispered Harry tensdly. For the fird time, The Shadow's agent was beginning to redize
the amount of time that had been consumed.

Harry preceded Carter dong the hdl. He noted the door of Room 215 as he passed. He turned to see if
his companion was following him. Carter was some fifteen feet behind, just nearing the door of Stacks
Lodi's room.

Ingtantly, Harry discovered an impending menace. During the moment that Harry had passed, the door
hed opened, unobserved by Carter, who was not watching it. The door had swung inward, and Harry
could see the figure of aman crouching just within the darkness.



“Look out!” Harry blurted the warning as the crouching man legped forward.

Swift action followed. Carter Boswick turned jugt in time to encounter the attacker. The man's uplifted
am was descending. The driking hand hed a blackjack. With an indinctive defense, Carter struck the
blow aside, and planted hisfis againg the side of the fdlow's head.

Harry, dropping the suitcases, had smultaneoudy sprung to the rescue. He arrived just as the attacker
tumbled to the floor. He grabbed Carter Boswick's arm, in a quick effort to draw his companion from the
danger zone.

It was then that Carter blundered!

Forgetting that Harry had given the warning, he thought that he had been led into a trap. He took Harry's
present act as an indication of treachery. With an angry cry, he hurled himsdf upon the man who had
befriended him.

AS the two young men struggled, the felow with the blackjack came to his feet. It was Scully, Stacks
Lodi's assigtant.

There was no need for slence now. With snarling lips, Scully sounded the cry for a generd attack.

Three men, armed with gleaming revolvers, pounced forth from Room 215. Scully, backed againg the
wal, clutched his blackjack and gave the order for murder.

“Get both of them!” was his snarl. “One is the guy we want. Bump the other one, too!”

These words came just as Harry Vincent managed to wrest himsdlf free from Carter Boswick's grasp. In
S0 doing, Harry had sent Carter spinning across the hdl; Harry, in turn, was trying to catch himsdf againg
the wdl. Both young men found themsalves garing into the muzzles of revolvers.

Carter, in his saggering course, had stopped but two feet from where Scully stood. The gangster's hand
came up with the blackjack. The beginning of its downward swing was the find sgnd for cold murder.

Fingers waited on triggers, ready to fire as that blow fdl. Scully's action had brought a momentary Iul,
eech villan ready to give ther leader the opportunity for the first stroke.

As Scully'swrist poised vidoudy above his head, a shot sounded from the window &t the end of the hall.
A bullet skimmed Scully's unkempt hair, and struck the gangster's wrist.

A fiendish cry of rage came from Scully's bloated lips. The blackjack, as though plucked away by a hand
from nowhere, snapped out of Scully's fingers, and made a long parabola toward the celing. The
gangder collapsed, dutching hisright wrist with his left hand.

Harry Vincent knew the source of that timdy shot. The Shadow must have scaled the pillars at the front
of the hotel. Lying on the porch, he had watched Harry's effort to lead Carter Boswick to safety.

Three armed gangsterst What did they matter now? The Shadow was there to pick them off. The cue
was to drop out of danger, to give the hidden avenger a clear sweep.

A muffled shot sounded from the lobby below—a sign that Stacks Lodi had taken action there. But
Harry Vincent scarcely heard it. He was dropping to the floor, away from the threstening guns, as he
cried out to Carter Boswick to fallow his example.

Harry's warning was too late. Carter had adready orung to action. He was legping forward to mill with



the armed ganggters.

Harry groaned as he reached in his pocket for his own gun. How could The Shadow save Carter
Boswick now?

Carter was wredtling with one of the gunmen, and had the fdlow's wrig in an iron clutch. The other
gangders swung to shoot. The gragppling men were between them and the window, a protection against
The Shadow's fire.

Thewrestling pair swerved. Carter Boswick's stooping back caught the eye of the nearer gangster. The
mean stabbed the muzze of hisgun toward Carter's back, and snarled in dation. But the very Stuation that
gave the would-be killer his opportunity to day was dso the break for which The Shadow had been
watching.

A spurt of flame accompanied the roar that came from the window. The gangster sprawled forward,
beside the sruggling men, the triumphant leer fading from hiswrithing lips. The other free gunman shouted
in rage. Rasng his revolver, he blazed usdesdy at the open window. There was no response. The
Shadow, lying low, had stayed hisfire.

With gunin hand, Harry Vincent legped to his feet and attacked the firing man from behind. He struck a
hard blow at the villain's head, but the man turned just in time to ward it off. He hurled Harry to the floor,
and jabbed hisrevolver draight a Harry's forehead.

Harry saw the gpproaching muzzle He could see the evil, merciless face behind it. Ydlowed tegth were
displayed in a loathsome grin.

Then a shot boomed, seemingly from far away. The revolver flopped from the gangster's fingers. The
man's eyes bulged; hislips closed; his body rolled sdewise to the floor.

As Harry's gaze turned, he saw the termingtion of the fight between Carter Boswick and the one
remaining gunman. All through the struggle, Carter had held the advantage until now. But aturn in the fray
had enabled the ganggter to wrest away. At thisingtant, his gun hand was free, aming to kill.

Harry's own revolver was in his hand. He swung it upward to prevent the kill. It was a belated gesture.
Harry could never have beaten the gangdter to the shot. But The Shadow's unfailing hand dill remained in
readiness.

Thefind bullet sped from the window. The ganggter received it in the heart. When Harry fired, his shots
reached the fdling body of a dead man. The Shadow, hidden marksman of the night, had accounted for
dl the opposition.

HARRY and Carter reached thair feet. There was no hestation now. Carter followed Harry's lead. They
hurried down the hdll, carrying the suitcases with them. Scully, huddled and moaning on the floor, made
no effort to stop them. His shattered wrigt had ended his participation in the battle.

No explanations were necessary as Harry guided Carter through Room 222 and threw a suitcase out the
window. Within twenty seconds, Carter's two bags and Harry's Sngle one were gone; Carter dropped
out when he heard the order, and Harry followed.

Three minutes later, the two young men were ralling out of Junction City in Harry's coupe. Carter
Boswick, tense and hdf bewildered, was saring a his companion. He redized now the importance of
Harry's warning, and knew that he had found a man on whom he could rely.

“Say, old felow”—Carter's voice was filled with gratitude—*you pulled me out of it tonight. 1 don't



know where we're going, but—"
“Were going to stick together,” was Harry's response.

“Right!” agreed Carter, with emphasis. “Say, old man, something tells me that this may just be the
beginning. I've got a lot on my mind. I've kept it from every one, because | didn't know whom | could
trust. But you're one hundred per cent. Y ou're game enough to chance it with me.”

Harry's right hand moved from the steering whedl. Carter caught it in a firm grasp. The two men held a
prolonged clasp that betokened mutud confidence. No further words were necessary.

Harry Vincent, in the service of The Shadow, had formed an dliance with Carter Boswick, the man who
sought the wedlth thet was his heritage. From now on, the quest would be theirs together!

CHAPTER XIll. THE MINING CABIN

THE next afternoon found Harry Vincent and Carter Boswick ralling dong a narrow, rutted road in
Harry's coupe. While Harry carefully guided the car, Carter sudied a large map which was unfolded
before him.

They were in a wild, unpopulated region. It was doubtful if a car could have been dong this dmost
forgotten road since the beginning of the month. The road was curving upward toward the summit of a
ardl hill. Asthey neared a dearing, Carter gave the Sgnd to stop.

“Thisis as close as we can get,” he declared. “Why not shove the car off in the clearing, and cut through
the trees to that place up there?’

He pointed to a crag-like spot on the sde of the hill. It was plain that the dight eminence would serve as
an excdlent lookout for the terrain below. Without a word, Harry turned the car from the road and
stopped it a the fringe of the woods.

It was only a short tramp to the crag. Carter's suppostion proved correct. Seated on the rock, he and
Harry could observe a considerable extent of wooded ground. The country here was hilly; over beyond a
doping valey, they saw another rise of ground that was rather low, but, nevertheless, mountainous in
appearance.

“Down in there’—Carter was pointing to the valey—"is the probable location. | am sure that | have the
ldtitude and longitude correct, but we may have to do consderable searching to find the exact place

Harry nodded. Carter had explained the entire Stuation to him. In return, Harry had frankly told Carter
that he was the agent of an unknown person who had gained knowledge of certain plansto rob Carter of
his heritage.

“| fed pogtive” continued Carter, “that there mugt be some didinctive object to guide us—say a big
tree—a amdl lake—a habitation.”

“Look over there!” Harry pointed as he spoke. “That isa cabin of some sort, ian't it?’

Carter followed the direction of Harry's gaze. He, too, saw the object. The edge of a roof was barely
vigblein alarge dearing that had been cut away a the base of the opposite hill. Carter turned to Harry
with a triumphant amile.

“That's where we're going!” he stated. “Let's go back and get the supplies out of the coupe. Then we can



investigate and stay, if it looks good.”

AN hour later, the young men arrived a the cdearing. They were carrying packs and boxes—items of
provison and equipment that they had purchased in a amdl town that morning.

As they came out of the trees, they spied a fair-gzed cabin that appeared to be in good condition,
dthough it bore Sgns of desertion.

Fnding the door unlocked, Harry and Carter entered. The cabin consisted of a sngle floor. In the center
was alarge room with a fireplace. There were three amdl bedrooms off a one sde, and a dining room
and kitchen at the other. The place was sparsely furnished, even to cots with springs.

In the kitchen, they discovered a stove and a complete array of pots and pans. A calendar was hanging
on thewadl. Harry pointed it out to Carter. The cdendar was five years old.

“Do you think the place can have been deserted tha long?’ questioned Carter, in atone of surprise.
“Very probably,” sad Harry. “The cdendar looks like good evidence.”
“But the furniture—the utensIs?’

“No one touches anything in this country. If any people have been in here, they have taken it for granted
that the owners intend to return.”

The men went out the back door of the cabin. Across the dlearing, they saw a square-shaped opening in
the ground—something like the mouth of a large well. Investigating, they discovered a wooden ladder
leeding down into a deep pit, with stone interior that glimmered in spots.

“A vertica mining sheft,” remarked Harry.
“Looks like gdena,” nodded Carter, pointing to one of the glittering patches.

“I think I've got it,” declared Harry. “Thisis considerable of amining region around here. The fellows that
hed this cabin sunk ther shaft in hopes of ared drike”

“And then?’

“They probably got wind of a better location, where others were hitting it good. When a rush gtarts, the
firg people stand the best chance. Maybe they started out for the Nipigon region, in Canada. Anyway,
they took dong dl that they could carry and never came back.”

“It sounds logical.”

“It's quite a usud occurrence,” Harry stated. “This place has become absolutdy usdess. The custom of
the forest is to use what comes your way, provided you do not injure it. This cabin is ours for the time
being.”

“Thereis no doubt inmy mind,” said Carter dowly, “concerning the importance of this spot. It appears to
be the one place that could have been meant in my father's directions. Our search begins here”

“Right here,” afirmed Harry, pointing to the shaft. “Who's going down, Carter? You or 17’
“I'l take the job,” declared Carter promptly.

WHILE his companion made the descent into the shaft, Harry sat on the edge of the square wooden wall



and kept careful watch. All seemed serenein this londly dearing, but Harry could not avoid the suspicion
of possible danger lurking near by.

Harry, gazing downward at intervas, could see the occasond flash of Carter Boswick's eectric torch.
Fifteen minutes went by; a head and shoulders came over the Sde, and Carter rgoined Harry.

“Absolute blank,” was Carter's comment. “1 searched the shaft dl the way down. About thirty feet, as |
cdculated it. Solid rock, every inch. Endsin aragged bottom. Let's go back to the cabin.”

When they reached the one-story building, Harry proposed a search within. The two men spent an hour
going over the floor and wadls. Here, as before, they could discover nothing. Harry entered the kitchen
and cooked up some coffee. Seated at the old table, the two held council as they drank.

“Hereisthe whole Situation,” asserted Carter quidtly. “My father was a most unusud man. He apparently
hed a contempt for wedlth, despite the fact that the accumulation of it was his chief endeavor. He was
adso adickler for perseverance.

“Somewhere in this locdlity, he has placed a sum that should be close to ten million dollars. Naturdly, he
mus have hidden it wel —so effectively that chance vistors could find no clew to its location. But to a
men in my position—one who knows the wedlth is near —one who iswilling to search every foot of the
ground—the quest should certainly bring success.”

“Good reliance on your perseverance,” commented Harry.
“Exactly,” responded Carter.

“How about your cousn?’ questioned Harry. “Y ou told me that the task would have gone to him had he
been the heir. Could your father have relied upon his perseverance?’

“With ten million dollars involved?’ came back Carter. “I should think any one would persevere!”
“But if you fail—what of the money then?’

Carter Boswick shrugged his shoulders.

“Itwill lay whereitis” he decided. “That'sdl. But | intend to find it.”

Harry drolled to the window and stared out toward the woods. He studied the terrain of forest, with
doping hill beyond. He fdt a sudden consciousness that eyes were watching from amid the trees. He had
the same sensation when be crossed the kitchen and gazed from a second window. He said nathing of his
suspicion to Carter. Instead, he expressed hiswillingness to begin the search.

“It's late now,” declared Harry. “The time to get started is early in the morning. But be sure of this
Carter. We mud stay together at dl times. The episode back in the Junction House may be just the

beginning.”

“Wed better take shifts watching at night,” observed Carter. “If other people are engaged in the hurt,
they're lidble to attack us then.”

“Exectly,” said Harry. “Wdl, we're each packing a pair of automatics. We can use them when we need
them.”

“How about”—Carter paused—"*how about—your friend—whoever he is?’

“We're not to count on him,” asserted Harry crypticdly. “Our job is to work together. We were helped



out plenty back at the hotel. We're likdly to receive help in the future. But there may be a lot of angles to
thisthat we don't know. Therefore, we have to take the attitude that we are on our own resources.”

“You said something about ganggters” remarked Carter. “The fight at the Junction House bore that out.
But what puzzles meis how they got into this at the start.”

“| have no idea.”

“YOU know,” pondered Carter, “I made one mistake. | should have checked up on Drew Wesling
before | left New York. Farland Tracy warned me that my father was very suspicious, that he feared
some one was trying to learn where the money was hidden. Prowlers entered the old manson while
father was away.

“Then there's that matter of the solen message. When Tracy I€ft the house, | may have shown, by my
expresson, that | had something on my mind. | covered up until after Tracy had gone. But as soon as
Headley had closed the door, | was eager to art.

“Drew was in the dining room. He saw the direction that | took. | wanted him to think that | was going
updtairs, but | went into the library instead.”

“Post mortem won't help,” decided Harry aoruptly. “All we know isthet some oneis on your tral. There
was amob in back of it lagt night, but the crowd has thinned out considerably.

“One fdlow—he's the bird who took Room 215—was on the train coming west from New York. He
goes under the name of Antonio Lodi. He's dill a large. But who he's working for or with, is something
that we may not know for awhile”

“Youreright,” laughed Carter. “The best thing we can do is stick to our knitting. Maybe they'll leave us
done until after we've found the hiding place. Then—"

Harry nodded as he caught the inference. That might wel be the enemy's plan, now tha the god hed
been neared.

Whatever might transpire, Harry Vincent was sure that a titanic struggle lay ahead. It would take more
than himsdf and Carter Boswick to succeed. Harry redized fully that The Shadow's ad could be the only
svation.

Sill by the window, Harry fdlt a prolonged sensation of uneasiness. Dusk was fdling, and it added to the
illuson of soying eyes watching from the woods. In an effort to curb his nervousness, Harry suggested
dinner.

AsHarry and Carter prepared ther med from canned goods, they returned to their origind theme. The
guest would begin tomorrow. By the next evening success might be theirs. If not, they would keep on.

For somewherein thislocdity lay Carter Boswick's heritage. Time and trouble would be no barriers. The
quest would not end until success had come.

CHAPTER XIV. FORCES OF CRIME

HARRY VINCENT'S intuitive sense was by no means a poor one. As darkness closed over the forest,
amotion in the brush bore out his bdief that a concedled observer had been watching the cabin. But
Harry was not at hand to detect the presence of the prowler.

Pushing his way through the lower branches of the trees, a man hurried away from the vidnity of the



clearing. After amile of tramping, he struck a sde road through the woods, and came to a spot where an
old touring car was parked beside the road.

The man clambered into the automobile. He drove away and reached a better road that pointed toward
the Wisconan border. A londy ride of a dozen miles brought him to an old road house that was just
beyond the outskirts of asmdl town.

The man dighted from this car and entered the building. His face was reveded in the lighted hdll. It was
Stacks Lodi.

The newcomer spied a man with a bandaged arm, lounging in a room off the hdl. It was Scully. The
crippled ganggter grinned. He used hisleft hand to indicate a Sairway.

“Room right at the top,” he said. “He'sin there, Stacks. Waiting for you.”

Stacks Lodi ascended the gtairs, knocked at the door, and opened the portd when he heard the gruff
commeand to enter. He found Hub Rowley seated at a table, a bottle of liquor close at hand.

“Hdlo, Stacks,” growled the big shot. “Have a drink. Tl me what you know.”

“I've got Boswick located,” said Stacks eagerly. “Him and another guy—"

“Start with the beginning,” interrupted Hub impatiently. “I want to know dl that happened.”
“Didn't Scully tdl you?’

“Yes. But | want your story.”

“O.K., Hub. Wdl, when | landed in Junction City, tralling this bird Boswick, the boys were there like |
expected. You certainly figured a way to beat Boswick's time, and they picked up the touring car like
you suggested.

“I didn't fool around any. Just registered at the Junction House, and went outsde to give the cigar Sgnd.
| hung around the lobby. Clerk sent the bell hops home. He and | were there done, and | figured an easy

fight updtairs.

“And then everything broke loose. Sounded like atillery fire. The clerk grabbed a gun and started up. So
| plugged him. Then | yanked the sheet out of the hotdl register, and threw it in the stove. Best thing to
do, Hub. Alibis would have been amess. | didn't know what the finish would be. | clipped the only bird
who knew who | was—and who Boswick was, for that matter.”

“All right,” agreed Hub. “Go on.”

“WHEN | got upstairs” continued Stacks, “I found Scully crawling dong the hdl. The rest of the mob
was dead. | didn't lose any time. | dragged Scully dong, and he told me where the car was.

“We ran into luck. Scully had stopped &t this place on the way in. He knew it was a speakeasy, and a
stop-off joint for bimboes running booze in from Canada. The boss took him to some hick sawbones.
Sad he got shot out hunting.

“That's when | wired you in Chicago—to come on here—like you said. Then, dong about noon, |
headed out to find the location. You had it picked mighty close. Boswick is there dready. | don't know
who the other blokeis”

“Are they camping on the ground?’ queried Hub.



“No,” grinned Stacks. “They're gtting pretty. Found a cabin there. That's why I'm sure they've got the
place. | watched them from the woods. They were fooling around whet looked like abig wel.”

“A mine sheft, probably. Did they find anything?’

“Dont think so. Boswick went down the shaft; if he'd been adone, I'd have nailed him then. But the other
oy watched. | waited until after they went into the cabin. Then | cut over to the road, where | had

parked my car.”
“You're sure there's only two of them?’
“That'sdl.”

Hub Rowley was thoughtful. Then, with an angry gesture, he gulped down a glass of liquor and stared
coldly at henchman.

“You know why I'm here?’ he questioned.
Stacks shook his head.

“Because,” sad the big shot, “there's been too much fodlishness. This is the third time, Stacks, that you
have tried to get one man —Carter Boswick. In every ingtance, you had men capable of doing the job.
They failed.”

“| told you why, chief!” Stacks farly blurted the words. “It wasn't Boswick that stopped them. | found it
out on the boat. It was The Shadow!”

“So you say. But I've got to see the proof. First you dam your men tried to get Boswick at some joint in
Havana That may have been a story they cooked up. You can't prove that The Shadow was there. Y our
story about the boat sounds possible; but you admit that you had liquored up a bit during the card game.
Then, lagt night—you didn't see The Shadow &t the Junction House, did you?’

“l was downgtairs. Ask Scully—he was up above.”

“l questioned him. He said you talked about The Shadow. But he didn't see him. Scully says there was a
fdlow who helped Boswick out —but it wasn't The Shadow.”

“Saully don't know dl!” protested Stacks. “He was trying to blackjack Boswick, so he says, and the
others were covering Boswick's friend. Then somebody plugs him in the wrigt.”

“The man with Boswick, probably.”
“While he was covered by three rods? That don't sound right, Hub. | figure The Shadow was there, too.”

“Maybe you're right,” growled Hub Rowley. “Just the same, we're going to get that fdlow Boswick. If he
has another man with him, well pick him off, too. Thistime, I'l be there mysdf.”

“Jugt you and me—with Scully?”

“Scully!” Hubs voice was contemptuous. “He's crippled. Say—you are adumb one at times, Stacks. Do
you think I've come here done? I've got Twister downgtairs, and a mob dl ready. Brought dong a gang
from Chicago. They aren't here at this dump; but they're near by.”

“Say, Hub!” Stacks spoke in an admiring tone. “This will be soft. Those eggs are hanging out in that
cabin. If you want to blot them out, it will be easy.”



“We're blotting them out tonight!”

HUB ROWLEY arose and waked about the room. The big shot was planning. Findly, he turned to
Stacks Lodi and delivered hisfind detail.

“We're garting out at midnight,” declared the big shot. “You're going to lead us. Twider and you will
boss the mob—under my direction. Well get that cabin on dl sdes. I'm wating now to hear from
another man who's interested in this”

Hub paused and studied Stacks thoughtfully. The big shot was recdling the discusson on the night before
Stacks Ieft for Chicago. He was trying to remember just how much he had said to Stacks then. At la,
Hub decided to go on, but he phrased his words cunningly.

“Thisisabig lay, Stacks,” he said. “I got hold of a man who came out with it and offered to work with
me on a plit. He needed help on account of Carter Boswick being in the way. Savvy? Wdll, if we get rid
of Boswick, it's clear, but we won't stop now.

“You remember that note that you found under the door of Boswick's house after you got the sgnd of
the blinking light over the front door? That was what | was waiting for. It was swiped from Carter
Boswick tha night. Well, this fdlow that's in the game arranged things so | got it. He's here now—and
I'm going to see him tonight.

“He may not go dong with us. Maybe hell hang out a some town near here. At the same time, he may
decide to come with me. That's why I'm going in my own car, falowing the rest of you. This fdlow is
working with me—on the ground floor. It's his only bet. I'm tdling you this, so as youll know to keep
mum. Twigter ison the g. t. The Chicago boys don't mean anything.”

“All right, Hub,” agreed Stacks. “I'm ready. I'll stick downstairs with Scully until 1 get the word.”

Stacks Lodi |€ft the big shot's room and joined Twigter and Scully on the floor below. Shortly afterward,
Hub Rowley |eft the road house. It was nearly midnight when a telephone cdl came for Stacks Lodi. Hub
Rowley was on the wire.

“Tel Twigter to get in touch with the mob,” were Hub's indtructions. “He can drive &fter themin your car.
Line up and wait until I show up in the coupe. That will be the Sgnd to dart. Leave Scully there at the
joint.”

Stacks passed the message to Twigter. The big shot's bodyguard sauntered forth. Stacks lounged around
with Scully until he heard the noise of cars ariving on the road outsde. He went out to find three
automobilesin a row, histouring car a the head. Twigter's hissing cal summoned him.

“You lead the way,” said the bodyguard. “Drive the firg buggy. I'l run the second. Hold it until Hub gets
here”

Thelights of a coupe appeared while Twister was spesking. The car drew up in back of the procession.
Stacks Lodi clambered into the driver's vacant seat of the touring car up front.

Hub Rowley had arrived; now was thetime to Sart.

FOUR men were in Stacks Lodi's car. The ex-gambler lisgened to ther muffled chatter as he drove
ahead. Tough, uncouth mobsters recruited from the bad lands of Chicago, these rowdies were a more
vicious group than those who had served with Scully last night at the Junction House.

Two more cars—each with its quota of gunmen. These were falowing now. Stacks Lodi, glandng



behind as he took the firg curvein the dirt road, could see the other automobiles taking up the trall. Back
a the very end, just sarting, was Hub Rowley's coupe.

Stacks Lodi had only a momentary glance a the rearmost automobile. Its lights made it nothing more
than a dim shape behind two beaming bulbs. Hence Stacks could not possibly have seen what was
happening at the rear of that coupe.

Nor did Hub Rowley, at the whed of hissmdl car, know what was going on in back of him.

Jug as the coupe was garting, a tdl shape of blackness shot forward from the dark at the Sde of the
road. Thelight from the road house dimly reveded a swiftly moving splotch upon the ground.

The red tal light of the coupe seemed to blink as a mass of darkness covered it; then the light shone
crimson again as a lithe form stretched itsdf upon the closed rear of the car. Not a jolt—not a sound.
Noisgless, a being from the night had come aboard the coupe.

As Hub's car shot forward, the phantom shape remained. A hidden rider, totdly invisble upon the back
of the last car in the row, was riding forth with the caravan that had set out to ddliver a mass attack upon
the cabin in the clearing.

Tonight, Hub Rowley had scoffed at the thought of The Shadow being concerned in the enterprise that
centered about Carter Boswick's millions Hub, perhaps, was of the same opinion now; but his
derogatory bdief did not dter the actud circumstances.

The Shadow, magter of darkness, had joined the invaders. He, too, was traveling toward the scene of
battle. When the attackers struck, The Shadow would be there!

CHAPTER XV. IN THE CLEARING
“HERE we are.”

Stacks Lodi, close besde Hub Rowley, pointed out the cabin from the edge of the clearing. The little
building was visble under the pae moonlight. Not alight showed in any of its windows.

Hub Rowley chuckled softly. Stacks Lodi was on one sde of him; Twiser Edmonds on the other.
Behind them, like a ghodly crew, were the mobsters whom they had brought on this excursion.

“All right,” growled Hub, in alow tone. “Well spread here. You take hdf of the men, Stacks, and cut
over to theright. Y ou, with the other hdf, Twigter, over to the left. Never mind the Sde toward the hill. If

they try to get away up there, they'll be easy mest.

“Spread out and come in from two sides. If they make a break toward the center, well be able to cut in
on them from two directions. Wait a minute’—Hub paused to survey the scene like a generd in a
campaign —"I'll follow up in back of your crew, Stacks. They're more likdy to scoot out the rear door in
a pinch, and that's where youre covering. Besides’—there was a touch of sarcasm in the big shot's
tone—"| want to see how you handle things, Stacks. Maybe I'll have a chance to help you out thistime.”

Stacks Lodi made no reply. In alow, smooth voice, he cdled for hdf a dozen men, and these members
of the mob separated themsdves from the rest. Twigter took the others.

Hub watched the two corps start out toward their respective posts. Then, with a find chuckle, the big
shat glanced about to make sure that dl his men had found a place. For a moment, he fancied that he
saw amen dill lurking in the darkness. His growl died on hislips when he redized that no one was there.



Nevertheless, as Hub trooped after Stacks Lodi's squad, the impresson dill perssted that he had
actudly sensed the presence of some one behind him. For a moment, he had a notion to return and
investigate, but he decided thet it would be usdless. He came to the opinion that he must have been
deceived by a darkened tree trunk.

HUB ROWLEY had a definite purpose in going with Stacks Lodi's outfit. The big shot intended to direct
the advance; not to enter it himsdlf, unless emergency required. He had discussed it briefly with Twister
Edmonds, and he knew that his bodyguard would cue the actions of his squad according to those of
Stacks Lodi's band.

Hub intended to attack swiftly and effectively. Hence it would be best to start Stacks firgt, and let Twister
act accordingly.

Soon dl was prepared. Slent men were crouched at the edge of the dearing. Hub Rowley watched the
cabin intently, ready to give the word. Apparently, two degping victims would be handled in short order.

But within that cabin, only one man dept. Carter Boswick was stretched out upon the floor in the centrd
room. Harry Vincent was gtting in the darkness, vigilant, his ears dert for any intruding sound.

“Ps-st!”

Harry's warning hiss awakened Carter in an indant. The young men groped his way toward The
Shadow's agent. Harry gave another hissfor glence.

“Jud thought | heard something,” he whispered. “Ligen! Maybe it will begin again.”
Carter listened. He gripped Harry's arm.
“Therés some one outsde the cabin,” be said, in alow tone. “I can't figurewhich sdeitis”

“Come on,” replied Harry. “Crawl to the front door. Open it softly. Well peek out there, and we can
creep around the cabin in opposite directions Whoever it is, well find him.”

“Maybe it's’—Carter hestated—"* maybe the one who sent you here.”

Harry's grunt was negative. Wdl did Harry know that The Shadow, when he approached a place,
moved with velvet slence. He was positive that some prowler had caused the sound, unless a roving
animd of the woods might be responsible.

The door opened under Harry's touch. Both men peered out. Lying close to the floor, they had patidly
emerged, when Harry suddenly clutched Carter's arm with a desperate grip.

“Look there!”

Creeping in from the edge of the dearing were two lines of moving men. In the dim light, their numbers
seemed wardly formideble Hary and Carter had ganed the door jus in time to witness the
smultaneous advance of Hub Rowley's two squads of gangsterd

Two autométics were in Harry's hands. Carter Boswick was smilaly equipped. Safety catches were
unlocked. Here, in readiness, the young men held weapons that could repd the invaders. Yet the sze of
the attack was appdling.

Quick thoughts flashed through Harry's brain. If they fired now, mog of their shots would go wide. If
they waited, they would be at too close quarters. They would be able to do some damage; but could



they resst a charge from those hordes?

HARRY'S hestation ended. He suddenly saw merit in opening the attack. It was a desperate chance, but
it seemed the only one.

“Give them everything we've got!” ordered Harry. “Plug away full speed. With four pistols going, we can
make them think they're up againg a gang. Catch them while they Hill have a chance to go back. Then
they may scatter!”

“Good,” agreed Carter. “I'll take the bunch on theright. Let's go!”
“Shoot!” ordered Harry.

The four automatics barked as the two defenders opened a vicious fire. The repested flashes from the
door of the cabin were followed by loud echoes from the trees.

The result was ingtantaneous. The rows of men dropped with one accord. Hat on the ground, they began
to return the volley.

Stacks Lodi saw his men wavering. One gangster had been clipped, and was groaning on the ground.
But Stacks showed a remarkable keenness in the face of this unexpected burgt.

“There's only two of them!” he shouted, his voice audible above the barking revolvers of his men. “Give
them the works!”

The encouragement rdlied the gangsters. It passed to Twister Edmonds crew. There, two men were
down to gay; the others were dmost on the point of flight. But the sght of Lodi's mob holding its ground
was dl thet they needed.

The valley from the doorway had ended with the suddenness that had marked its beginning. Harry
Vincent's plan had failed. Bullets were Zzmming againg the sdes of the cabin. With one accord, Harry
and Carter flung themsdlves back in the big room.

“Rdoad!” was Harry's command.

Carter groaned as he started to obey. Through the crack of the door, he could see one row of invaders
risng.

A mighty shout came from the edges of the clearing. Both Stacks and Twister had figured the trouble;
two warriors within the cabin, anmunition spent. A rapid charge was sarting from both sides!

Harry could see the attackers through the window. He understood Carter's groan. They were helpless,
now that the ruse had falled. The attack seemed destined to end in massacre.

Then, above the shouts of the men rigng for the charge, Hary heard the roaring booms of two
cannonHlike guns. Reload in hand, he stopped in momentary stupor. Those shots were coming from a
bulging curve in the dearing, midway between the two advancing lines

Ganggters began to sprawl upon the rough turf. Terific bursts of flame, with roaring echoes, sgnded the
entry of anew contestant. As he saw the invaders toppling, firgt from one ling, then from the other, Harry
sensed the answe.

The Shadow!

FROM the projecting streich of woods, the madier of darkness was ddivering an enfilade. His



well-directed shots were speeding leaden messengers directly dong the lines He was not shooting at
individuals, he was aming into groups of men!

One fighter was succeeding where two had falled. The Shadow had withheld the power of his .45s until
his enemies were completdy a his mercy. With four automatics, two in hands and two beneath his cloak,
he had reserve ammunition sufficient to wipe out the dastardly crew!

The proper type of fire proved Harry Vincent's theory. The advancing gangsters took to spreading flight.
Hdf of them had fdlen; the others were rushing away from the hidden menace. Men were sagging as they
fled.

Only the mad break for safety saved the mobsters from annihilation. Some who had dropped were dead;
others were wounded. But as the remainder became scattered targets, The Shadow's shots lessened in
rapidity. A few pitiful enemies reached the woods and plunged into the underbrush.

Hub Rowley, done, put up a stout effort to fal The Shadow. Back in the edge of the woods, he could
see the flashes of The Shadow's guns. The big shot dropped behind alarge rock and opened fire toward
the burgts of flame. But dthough he prided himsdf as a marksman, he could not make a hit.

The Shadow, crouched in the darkness, swaying, moving, turning, was never in the same place twice.
Hub was dill firing as the few escaping mobsmen plunged to safety; and it was then that The Shadow
proved his ability to do what Hub could not.

The flashes burst in Hub's direction. Ficking a blind target, The Shadow aimed with amazing precision.
Had it not been for the big rock, the firgt of the bullets would have found its mark.

Large divers of rock chipped away as The Shadow's bullets smashed againg Hub's naturd barricade.
These death messengers from nowhere clicked ther threet of doom. Dropping to the ground, Hub
crawled rapidly away through the brush, keeping congtantly beyond the rock. He had no desire to wait
until The Shadow had moved to ddliver afire from the side.

Seaing The Shadow's shots directed into the woods, Harry and Carter supposed that he was driving off
reinforcements. With their reloading finished, they sdlied forth across the clearing. A few wild shots came
from wounded gangstersin the open area. Seeing this, they covered the men and approached to disarm
them.

WITH this work finished, Harry and Carter again turned toward the woods. The Shadow's fire had
ceased. They did not know what might have happened. By common decison, both defenders hurried
toward the woods. They could hear plunging gangsters in the darkness, and they fired rgpid shots to
encourage theflight.

“Hold it!” ordered Harry suddenly. “Wed better get over to the Sde of the cabin by the hill. Maybe there
are others up therel”

At the cabin, they separated. Harry sivung around one Sde; Carter took the other. They met on the Sde
toward the hill.

“All clear here,” declared Harry. “Come on—well go back.”

As Harry went around the side of the cabin, Carter turned to follow. Out of the corner of his eye, he
caught 9ght of a man saringing suddenly to his feet. He had been close to the cabin wall.

Before Carter could raise his revolver the man was a dozen yards away, dashing toward the hillsde. As
Carter amed, the fugitive threw a hunted glance over his shoulder. Carter's finger trembled on his trigger.



A wild exdlamation came from hislips as his hand dropped to his side.

The cry brought Harry Vincent from the corner of the house. It was a second before Harry caught Sght
of the running man whom Carter had falled to stop. Impulsvey, Harry fired three shots at the fugitive, but
the range was too great. The runner kept on like a frightened deer, and gained the upward-doping
woods.

“Why didn't you get him?’ demanded Harry.
“I—I couldn't,” blurted Carter.
“Where did he come from?’ questioned Harry angrily. “When did you see him?’

“He popped up right here,” answered Carter. “He had gone a dozen yards before | had a chance to
fire”

“But you didn't shoot.”
“I—I couldn'. | was going to—then he turned his head, and | saw his face in the moonlight.”
“Hisface? How did that matter? Thisis no time to worry when you see aface—"

Hary stopped short. Carter Boswick, pae in countenance, was dumped agang the wdl of the cabin.
His gun was dmogt fdling from his hand.

“What's the matter, old top?’ asked Harry, in atone of anxiety. “He didn't get you, did he?’

“No,” murmured Carter, in aweak voice. “But I—I nearly got him. | couldn't do it, though, when | saw
him. Harry, when | recognized him, | forgot dl about enmities. | couldn't—couldn't think of him as being
one of the crowd that came to murder us”

“You recognized hm?” excdlamed Harry. “Who was he?’

“A man whom | had hoped was on the square,” said Carter solemnly. “Harry, that fdlow was my cousin,
Drew Wedling!”

CHAPTER XVI. THE SHADOW ORDERS

IT was severd minutes before Carter Boswick had recovered from the shock that had gripped him. The
dght of his cousin, here by the cabin, after dl others had fled, was something that he could hardly believe.
Even though Harry Vincent was anxious to get back to the front of the cabin, he waited for Carter to
regain his nerve.

“Brace up, old fdlow,” pleaded Harry. “I know how you fed. Y ou wouldn't mind shooting down a pack
of gunmen face to face—but your cousin, on the run—"

“It's not that alone” responded Carter. “It's bad enough for him to have been in the mess; but to find him
lurking, like a snake, ready to drike.”

“Maybe he didn't have a chance to get away,” smoothed Harry. “He didn't attack you when you came
around the cabin.”

“Logt hisnerve” said Carter gruffly. “That's about the Sze of it, Harry. | fed steady now. Let's go.”
Events had happened during the interim while Carter and Harry had been behind the house. Bodies of



dead ganggters remained in view; but the wounded ones had managed to crawl to the cover of the
woods.

This perturbed Harry for the moment; then he redized that pot shots from that distance would be futile,
The mobsmen had been so completely routed that there was no danger of their return.

The two defenders went into the cabin. Carter turned on an ail lamp in the main room. He stopped and
pointed to an old table. An object lying upon it had caught hisimmediate attention.

“Look!” he exdamed. “Who le&ft that there?”’

The object was a large envelope, propped on end againg a tin of tobacco. Harry picked it up and
opened it. He recognized the clear blue ink and coded writing of The Shadow. Carter stared over
Harry's shoulder and gasped as he saw the words begin to disappesr.

“What isit?’ he questioned.
“A message from my chief,” responded Harry quigtly. “It tdls us what to do.”

“You mean from—from whomever it was who opened fire from the woods? Say! Has he been here,
too?’

“Apparently. Come on, Carter, let's get going! Well tak about it on the way to my car.”

Packing some of their blongings, Harry and Carter strode out into the clearing. Harry maintained silence
while they looked over the fidd of battle. Five mobsmen lay dead—among them was Twister Edmonds,
whom neither knew.

“There must have been more than a dozen of them,” remarked Carter. “If we figure five dead, and a
least the same number wounded, they were pretty wel mopped up.”

THE two men reached the woods and advanced cautioudy, usng a flaghlight as a guide. They had
brought only essential luggage, so were not heavily burdened. Both were on the dert for hidden enemies.

“Where are we bound?’ questioned Carter.

“To Summit Lake,” answered Harry. “Town just over the Wisconsn line. Hotel there—that's where well
sop.”

“In these outfits?”
Carter was referring to khaki knickers and leather puttees which both were wearing.

“Why not?’ asked Harry. “This is primitive country. They won' refuse to admit us at the Summit Lake
Hotd. If we—" He stopped abruptly and skimmed his flashlight in wide circles, reveding a myriad of
clustered tree trunks.

“Hear anything?’ questioned Carter.

“| thought s0,” responded Harry. “Move dong easy.”

He extinguished the light, and the pair went slently forward. The night had clouded, and it was quite
dark. After twenty or thirty yards, Harry stopped Carter with a grip, and waited before he again turned
on the light.



“Keep ligening,” said Harry grimly. “Some of that mob may dill be around. | thought | heard something
moving off in the dark among the trees. | think we're clear now.”

“Over the Wiscongn line” mused Carter softly. “That's not far south of here, is it? Say—I didn't think
this northern peninsula of Michigan was o far up.

“It's a grip between Wisconan and Lake Superior,” reminded Harry. Then, with a laugh: “Weve both
been doing a good bit of map reading latdy.”

Carter's thoughts reverted to Harry's plans. He knew that thistrip to Summit Lake must be in response to
indructions left by The Shadow. The idea of abandoning the cabin was now becoming distasteful to him.
He had afeding of mistrust, awakened by his chance discovery of Drew Wedtling. Harry sensed Carter's
uneasiness.

“Well be back,” said Harry, in a confidentia tone. “It's best to be away. Now that The—that my chief is
here, well begin to get results. Leave it to him for the time being, Carter.”

“All right,” agreed Carter. “We need a change for a day, anyway. Tha was atough ordedl tonight.”

They reached the spot where they had left the coupe and found the car untouched. Harry took the whed,
and the journey began. Both riders fdt an immediate faigue but Carter Boswick retained enough
initiative to begin a cautious questioning regarding Harry's mysterious chief.

Under the present circumstances, and in accordance with a notation that he had read in The Shadow's
message, Harry replied with a more detailed explanation. It was essentid that he should retain Carter
Boswick's confidence; and with millions a stake, it was naturd that Carter should have quams.

IN brief phrases Hary mentioned the drange part that The Shadow played in the affairs of the
underworld. A man who moved by night, a lone walf arrayed on the sde of judtice, this weird being
could drike terror into the evil hearts of the most hardened crime masters.

The Shadow, Harry stated, was aman of many capabilities. Even as his agent, Harry did not know The
Shadow's abode. He had been rescued from hopeless predicaments by The Shadow's intervention. In
fact, his acquaintance with The Shadow had begun when he had been snatched from the brink of desth
by the being whose will he now obeyed.

Harry's words might have sounded fanaful to any but Carter Boswick. But with the recent demondration
dill vivid in Carter's mind, there was no doubt of The Shadow's power.

Carter was dill mulling over the amazing events and linking them with his remarkable escapes in Havana
and aboard the Southern Star, when the coupe rolled into the outskirts of Summit Lake.

Harry and Carter not only found the Summit Lake Hotdl to be an excdlent one; but they dso discovered
that their garb was an accepted form of attire. Harry and Carter obtained adjoining rooms.

It was after three o'clock, but dl-night card sessions were in progress. The two arivas decided to drall
about a bit before retiring. Their nerves needed quieting after the excitement of this night.

On the veranda of the hotel, they finished a belated pipe smoke, and findly went insde. The period of
vigilance had ended, and the change was a welcome rdief. This was the very thought that Harry
expressed to Carter, who had agreed.

Both were wrong. While they were going up to their rooms, another car was stopping outside the door of
the Summit Lake Hotd. A new guest cautioudy ascended to the veranda, and peered indgde before



entering. This newcomer grinned as he inscribed his name upon the register, and noted the sgnature of
Carter Boswick.

For the new guest was none other than Stacks Lodi. He was one of the few who had scurried to safety in
time to escape The Shadow's fire. He had been hiding among the trees when Harry Vincent and Carter
Boswick had passed. He had heard the reference to the Summit Lake Hotdl.

In the woods, Stacks had been afraid to attack two men aone. Here, in a crowded hotd, he was dso
unable to act. But he had brought himsdf upon the definite misson of trailing these men whose lives Hub
Rowley wanted.

The big shot's mob had been defeated; but strategy might succeed where massed srength had failed.
Even with The Shadow as an enemy, Stacks Lodi was willing to play the spy. The man was grinning his
evil leer when he went up to the room assigned to him by the clerk.

His part was passve now, Stacks knew; but sooner or later, the men whom he was weatching would
return to the zone of danger. Tomorrow, he would communicate with Hub at the Michigan road house.
From then on, any move by Harry and Carter would be reported to the big shot.

The Shadow's agent and the man whom he protected were ill under survelllance by the cunning
underling who served as Hub Rowley's spy!

CHAPTER XVII. OUT OF THE SKY

LATE the next afternoon a gtrange ship of the sky appeared above the forested area north of the
Wisconsn-Michigan border. Its flight was leisurely, due to the spinning blades that whirled horizontaly
aboveit.

The Shadow's autogiro was flying above the wilderness!

To the sharp eyes that stared downward from the ship, every feature of the terrain was dearly visble
The autogiro settled dowly. Less than a thousand feet from earth, it hovered above one spot.

Directly below was the dlearing with the miner's cabin in the center. No bodies were there now. They
hed been removed a dawn, through a cautious foray directed by Hub Rowley. The big shot had found
hismen a the cars, and had lain there throughout the night.

All ganggters were gone, however. The Shadow had ascertained that fact. All seemed deserted below.
The cabin was slent; the vertica mine shaft yawned, a square hole in the ground. These, however, were
not the only objects that The Shadow sought.

In one brief flight, The Shadow was accomplishing something that had not occurred to Carter
Boswick—a complete survey of dl the territory about the cabin. The autogiro, after adow hestation that
seemed a hdlt, turned toward therigng hillsde. Beneeth it was a Structure that Harry Vincent and Carter
Boswick had not discovered in thelr short survey on the ground.

This was a shack, hdfway up the hillsde. The building was sheltered amid the trees. Another unusud
landmark was visble from the air. Thiswas a path, so long forgotten that it could not have been noticed
by a person on the ground, but which was dightly apparent from above.

The path began at the edge of the dearing by the hill. It ascended, past the shack, to fade upon the
hillsde. With strange precision, the autogiro seemed to follow that path urtil it reached a new angle of
vison.



This brought another discovery—one that could not possibly have been made upon the ground. A
cracked rock revealed itsdf in the midgt of athick cluster of trees and dried underbrush. As the autogiro
circled, dowly nearing the ground, the meaning of that concealed ledge became apparent.

So atfully hidden that only a thorough and prolonged ground search could have uncovered it, was an
opening between the rocks—the entrance to a hidden mine shaft on the hillsde!

The tones of aweird laugh mingled with the throbbing of the autogiro's motor. The ship poised, seeking a
landing spot.

An ordinary plane would have taken to the clearing, and landed there with difficulty. But this windmill of
the air was scornful. It descended with the easy mation of a parachute, and came to rest upon aflat ledge
afew hundred yards away from the spot where the rocky opening was located.

Thelanding was rough. The giro's whed bumped as they struck irregular stone; but the hand that guided
the plane used the utmost kill. The whed made scarcely more than a sngle turn. The tilting ship righted
itsdf, and rested in the barren spot like a huge bird come to earth.

THE SHADOW'S agrid ingpection had been wisdy planned. The conflict that had been waged in the
dearing had caused a temporary withdrawa of the opposing forces. With a short interim a hand, the
mysterious investigator had utilized ar navigation as a method of observation.

Had an ordinary plane been used, its swift flight would have required more drding and interrupted study
of the scene. With the hovering autogiro, The Shadow had gained quick results.

The darkening ground made excellent cover for the new progress of The Shadow. A black-clad figure
appeared beside the plane. It glided gedthily aong the ground, and reached a wooded area.

Feding hisway through the dusk, The Shadow, like a floating phantom, reached the dump of trees that
his keen eyes had observed from an dtitude of a thousand fet.

A flashlignt flickered, and its rays showed the clustered barrier of wooden trunks. The postion of the
trees; the formation of the rocks; both conspired to completely conced the opening which The Shadow
sought. Even in the brightest light of day, a processon of men could have passed by this spot with no
chance of detecting the hidden opening. Only The Shadow's positive knowledge sufficed him now.

The probing light picked a course around jutted points of tree-protected rock. It found a twidting, natura
path of stony base. The Shadow's form poised momentarily above an overhanging rock; then sdled to
the right, and glided to the ground below. Twiding into a short crevice, The Shadow hdted directly in
front of a cavernous opening.

Theflaghlight gleamed didinctly now. It showed a narrow, rock-jutted course that extended a an agle
into the hill. The figure in black seemed to hide the light, except for brilliant flickers which occasiondly
glowed beyond it. Then both light and form were gone, into the recess of the earth!

Silence pervaded the place where The Shadow had disappeared. The moon, risng above the horizon,
threw an eerie glow over this hidden scene as the gathering night increased. A motion occurred beyond
the dump of trees that guarded the entrance of the cave.

That sound might have been the plunging of some wild animd. At firg, there was nothing to indicate the
positive presence of a human being. But the congtant effort to work a way through the barrier soon
betokened the action of a person. Then came pauses while a man breathed heavily.

Had some one, oying from the ground, noted the arrival of The Shadow's autogiro? Had that person,



heading toward the spot where the ship had landed, seen tokens of The Shadow's presence through the
glow of the probing flashlight?

This seemed the probable case yet the searcher was blind in his efforts. He could not make further
discovery. His plowing in the brush became a clamber over jagged rocks.

It was then that his form became momentarily visble in the fringe of moonlight. The second investigator
reached one of the overhanging portions of rock that hid the cave.

Here, dl search would have ended fruitlesdy. Perhaps, by day, the second man might have reedily
guessed that some important spot was below; but in the moonlight, his cautious, cregping form was
heading toward the other side of the rock, away from the important spot.

It was chance that aided this new searcher. As he reached a cluster of sgplings, he paused and stretched
benegth the trees, ligening between heavy bresths.

A glimmer of light had caught the searcher's attention. This glow had come amost from benegth the rock
that he had just abandoned. It was like digtant lightning, obscured by a heavy cloud—a chance flash that
reveded nothing, yet which gave positive evidence of activity.

AS the soying man watched, the light was repeated. Then the flicker came for a third time, and its glow
gave the momentary Sgn of a blackened shape that was emerging from the rock.

That, however, was the lagt betraying sgnd. Had the spying man tried, he could not have ganed an
advantage over The Shadow. For the moment that the outside had been reached, the master of darkness
extinguished hislight completely, and became a being of seeming nothingness.

The watcher waited. He listened for something to indicate where the arrival from the cavern had gone.
No clew came. The Shadow, cregping through the blackness of the haf-buried rock, was returning over
his corkscrew course with the utmost skill. That being of blackness could fed his way over ground once
established. The Shadow's caution was supreme.

Long, tense minutes passed. The man who watched was breathing heavily. Lying dill, he gave sounds
that could reved him to ligening ears; but The Shadow, with dlent motion, had faded into nothingness.

At lagt, after twenty minutes, the spy became impatient. He had seen no new trace of the light; he inferred
thet the person below had gone away through the darkness.

It was then that the watcher moved. He emerged from trees into moonlight, and cautioudy urged his way
toward the sde of the rock. His own flashlight glimmered, focused on the ground. Step by step, it
revealed a rocky path; and after short difficulties, the new searcher found himsdf before the opening in
the ground.

A muffled gasp of dation came from the man's lips. Probing cautioudy into the gap, he used hislight as a
guide, and entered. Sure that the stranger of the night had departed, he could not resist the desire to
conduct an invedtigation of his own.

After the second searcher had disappeared a new phenomenon took place. Slent motion occurred
among the sgplings where the spy had lain.

A ot laugh came from hidden lips as the form of The Shadow rose into the fringe of moonlight. Keen
eyes gligened from beneath the brim of a douch hat. The folds of a black cloak hung shroud-like from
The Shadow's shoulders.



Coming softly through the blackness, The Shadow had sensed the presence of the spy. He had waited, a
creature of invighility. It had become his turn to watch.

More minutes elgpsed. The Shadow, aware of every action tha the oy had taken, was waiting for the
man's return. The patience was rewarded. A glimmeing ray of light announced that the second prober
was returning.

At lat hisfigure became plain as he emerged from the cavern and picked hisway, by lighted steps, back
up the rock. When the man reached the sgplings, The Shadow was no longer there. Ha upon a ledge of
overhanging rock, the being of darkness lay invisble

The second searcher nervoudy made his course off through the trees. Intermittent flashes showed the
route that he was taking. All during that passage afigure stalked close behind his hedls. The Shadow was
following him to his destination.

This proved to be the shack which The Shadow had observed from the air. Not far from the cavern, it
formed a hidden abode among the trees.

The man's busness there was brief but active. In the dm glow of an ail lamp, he gathered together
various articles of food, blankets, tools. Bunding these, he extinguished the lamp and took it aso. Then
he emerged from the shack, and went back toward the hidden cavern, usng his intermittent flashlight to
guide the way.

Through the window of the shack, The Shadow's probing eyes had seen dl. Now, once again, The
Shadow was fallowing the unwitting man who believed that he had gone. Observed had become
observer. That was The Shadow's way.

WHILE the man laborioudy lowered his burden from a ledge of rock, The Shadow's eyes dill watched.
When the man had findly reached the entrance to the cavern, the one who peered from darkness dill
remained unseen. At lagt, the flickering of aflashlight proved that the man from the shack had entered the
cavern to stay.

The Shadow had learned the man's purpose. The cave which be had discovered and probed would be
his abode.

A low, snigter laugh sounded through the moonlit night. The Shadow, too, had probed that cavern. He
knew and understood the purpose which had guided the man there.

For The Shadow, keenly watchful, had seen the face of the man who had entered the cave. He had
divined the fdlow's purpose. Wel had The Shadow studied the motives and cross-purposes that were
rampant in this vidnity, where crime and degth had come.

New action lay ahead. The Shadow's weird laugh betokened the activity of his mighty brain. The way to
wedth had been discovered. It could be laid open to Carter Boswick now.

The Shadow's aerid vist had been made with the purpose of nullifying crime. Its successful result had
proven to The Shadow's liking. The presence of the watching man from the shack had proven an
unexpected factor. But The Shadow included even thisin his caculations.

A moving form of obscure proportions flitted through the trees. The figure stopped beside the autogiro,
and noisglessy stepped aboard. The motor purred with rhythm. No ears could hear it now. The one man
inthis locdity had buried himsdf beneeth the earth.

The blades above the ship were whirling. The autogiro moved forward. Its whed lumbered across a



smoath extent of rock, headed directly for dangerous, jagged points beyond the flat ledge. Before the
whed reached those menacing barriers of stone, the autogiro wasin the air. Its flight was tending upward.
It cleared the fringe of trees, and rose perfectly into the moonlight.

The ascent reached the vertical. The Shadow's ship hovered over the moon-bathed scene. The opening
of the cavern was dmog invisble now. The little shack, however, showed plainly among the trees. The
cabin and the gaping hole of the vertical mine shaft were evident in the clearing.

Out of the ar had The Shadow come. Into the air he had gone. He had learned the secret guarded by
Houston Boswick; he had aso witnessed another make the same discovery.

The plane headed rapidly southward. The Shadow had another brief misson on this night.

Theloud eerie laugh that mingled with the whirring of the autogiro was the only sound that betokened The
Shadow's purpose. That mockery, somehow, seemed to indicate that The Shadow's departure was only
temporary. Soon he would return to this spot in the wilderness.

What then? What would be the outcome?

Would Carter Boswick and Harry Vincent find the long-sought wedth awaiting them? How did the man
who had entered the cavern figure in the plot? What action would come from Hub Rowley and the
unknown man who was working with him?

All depended upon circumgtance; yet the guiding forces were the purposes of those who figured in this
drange drama. The unraveling of twisted threads was necessary to view the future in an understanding

way.

The Shadow, done, had made such progress. Whether the future would result in complications, one
positive result mugt be forthcoming; and could be, after The Shadow made his return.

The Shadow knaw!

CHAPTER XVIIl. THE SHADOW'S CHART

HARRY VINCENT awoke with a start. The dim light of dawn was hazy through the window of his hotd
room. Everything seemed dim and obscure. Sitting up in bed, Harry stared about the room. Had he been
dreaming? Or had he heard his name whispered werdly in his ear?

There was no dgn of any one in the room. It would have been quite possible for a person to have
entered, whispered that name, and then left while Harry was coming to consciousness. The door was
closed, however, and Harry had not heard the dightest sound from that direction.

Two factors made Harry positive that he had been awakened by some one from outside. The firs was
that Harry seldom dreamed; the second, that he was congtantly expecting some token from The Shadow.
Under the circumstances, he decided to investigete.

He turned on alamp that rested on the table beside his bed. Thelight revedled an envelope lying benegath
it. Harry knew then that he had not been the victim of imagination. The Shadow had come into this room
a the Summit Lake Hotel, and had |&ft a message for him.

The envelope contained a note, brief and explidit in its directions. The coded writing faded.

But the envelope dso held another sheet of paper—one inscribed in black ink, which did not disappear.
Harry found himsdf garing at the detall of a well-formed chart—an exact map of the vidnity where he



and Carter Boswick had found the abandoned mining cabin.

Without further ado, Harry carried the chart into Carter's room, and awakened his friend. They turned on
another light, and examined the map together. A cry of dation came from Carter as he noted two cross
lines, l1abded, each in turn:

Lat. 46; 18' N.
Long. 88j 12' W.

The mining cabin was located a short distance from where the lines crossed. From the cabin, a lightly
dotted course extended up the hillsde. 1t showed the exact location of the cavern which The Shadow
hed discovered.

Harry found another portion of the map, and traced his own course, leading from the distant road where
they had parked the coupe, directly to the indicated spot upon the hill.

“My directions,” said Harry, inalow voice, “are to the spot on the hillsde, avoiding the cabin if possible.
We can do that without difficulty. If our enemies decide to return and watch the cabin, they will be

guarding an empty bag.”
“Great!” agreed Carter. “But what about this place on the hill?’

“The message stated that we will find a tral blazed for us. Tiny marks hewed in the trees and on the
rocks, beginning from the barrier of woods marked near the entrance.”

“Good,” commented Carter. “Say, Harry, it looks as though we are getting somewhere.”

“Shthl” Harry raised his hand in sudden warning. He arose and started toward his own room, Carter
falowing. Harry crept to the door that led to the hdl, and listened.

“What's up?’ questioned Carter.
“Thought | heard some oneinthe hdl,” answered Harry.

THE two ligtened tensdly. Whatever sound Harry had heard was ended now. But Harry's suspicion was
not groundless. Some one had actudly tried the door of the room, and had inadvertently made a noise.
The same man was trying the door of Carter Boswick's room at present—this time with success.

While Harry and Carter were a the door of the one room, the door of the other opened softly, and
Stacks Lodi entered. Stationed across the hdl from Harry's room, he had seen, through his own transom,
the sudden gleam of light from Harry's.

In Carter Boswick's room, Stacks Lodi spied an object lying on the table. It was The Shadow's chart.
The man stepped softly forward and reached to take it; then paused and studied the map. His eyes saw
the dotted line running from the cabin to the spot on the hillsde.

Stacks Lodi grinned. Hearing a sound from the adjoining room, he hastened softly to the hdl. The door
closed behind him just as Harry and Carter entered.

“Guess there's no one there.” observed Carter. “You say the marks will lead us from the trees—"
“Sh-h!” warned Harry.
He closed the transom over Carter's door. He picked up the chart and folded it.



“We will gtart this afternoon,” explained Harry. “We can reach the place a dusk. There will be enough
light to guide us, but the darkness will enable us to work unseen.”

After afind sudy of the chart, in which Carter, as wdl as Harry, memorized the detalls, Harry tore up
the paper and burned it with a match flame. He crumpled the ashes in a little tray, and threw them from
the window.

“Weve got dl day to wait,” mused Carter. “Jugt the same, it's best. We might as wdl drive out a noon,
Harry, and circle around until we get where we're going. You can't tell—some one may be soying on us
here”

Harry nodded thoughtfully. The noise that he had fancied at his door might mean the presence of a hidden
foe. He resolved that it would be wise to head south in the coupe, and then turn back; but he decided
thet it would not be necessary to leave as early as noon.

THE morning devel oped drearily, and Harry and Carter lounged about in the hotel. They could sense no
menace, and they were mentdly at ease.

They had no suspicion that this very hotd was harboring a dangerous villain from the enemy's camp. They
did not know that Stacks Lodi had dready cdled Hub Rowley a the Michigan road house, to give the
big shot an inkling of their plans.

Hence, a two o'clock in the afternoon, when the two companions took to Harry's coupe they had no
knowledge that they were being watched by shrewd eyes that stared from an upstairs window of a hote
room. Stacks Lodi, an evil chuckle on hislips, saw the coupe start dong the road that led southward into
Wiscongn.

“Trying to fool any one that's waiching, en?’ thought Stacks. “Well, they've missed their guess thistime!”

Fifteen minutes later, the ex-gambler who served as Hub Rowley's underling was driving away in his own
car, heading toward the border of Michigan.

Meanwhile, Harry and Carter continued their routine ruse, which they had adopted merdy as a
precaution. They changed ther course, drove back into Michigan, and found a roundabout way thet led
them to the hilly dirt road.

It was |ate afternoon when they parked the coupe at its former spot. They went to the rocky eminence,
and viewed the land below. Harry pointed out a course that missed the cabin by severd hundred yards.

“That's our layout,” he declared. “It's getting gloomy now, Carter. What do you say we start?’
“Approved,” responded Carter.

FHve minutes later, the two men were pushing ther way through the darkening forest. Away from dl
cearings, they had nothing to fear. Both fdt eated, sure that their progress would be uninterrupted.

A hdf hour of tramping brought them to the hillsde. Harry's firg object was to locate the shack that had
been marked on The Shadow's chart. It was nearly dark when they found the place.

“Pretty well hidden, isn't it?" questioned Harry, peering into the door of the empty building.

“Yes” agreed Carter. “Too bad we didn't have a day to look around up here. This would have been a
better place to stay than the cabin.



“Yes” admitted Harry, “it would have been—if we had been on our own. But with The Shadow
watching—waell, we have consderably less enemies to ded with now if we encounter them!”

From the shack, they found the cluster of trees. On the base of one, Harry, with the ad of a flashlight,
found a round mark, evidently of recent cut. The trall led to the right. Blackened spots upon the rock
conducted them farther.

“Were getting there now.” remarked Harry.

Carter Boswick smiled. He fdt that he was nearing the end of his quest. He knew that Harry Vincent
shared his enthusasm. Nether man thought of any danger that might lie ahead. Even less, did they
condder a menace from behind.

They did not know that Stacks Lodi, too, had found The Shadow's chart. Little did they redize that a
crew of desperate foemen was gpproaching near at hand, and that soon their trails would mest!

CHAPTER XIX. MEN OF CRIME

DOWN in the woods beyond the mining-cabin clearing, a crew of evil ruffians was lurking in readiness.
Grim faces were hidden in the gloom as Stacks Lodi, a Hub Rowley's request, explained the Stuation
thet lay ahead.

“We don't haveto go across the dearing’ declared Stacks, in a cautious tone. “We can dide around it,
and I'll pick up thetrail on the other Sde. There's a shack up the hill, and when we get to it, | can find the
trees we want.

“| got that map straight, Hub. It was nice and plain—al fixed easy to remember. Ther€'s a place that was
marked ‘cave' just beyond the trees. Maybe it would be tough to find; but | heard this boob Boswick say
something about marks that would lead them to the entrance. If they can find them—so can we.”

As Stacks Lodi paused, Hub Rowley held a muffled conference with a man who stood beside him.
Stacks had not seen Hub's companion. It had been Lodi's duty to bring a squad of new gangsters in one
touring car. Hub had come with two other men in his coupe.

Stacks had inferred that reinforcements had been brought from Chicago. All told, there were nearly
fifteen men here tonight. It was as large a crew as on the previous incurdgon; but then, the fight had been
inthe open. Tonight, it would be a question of trgpping unsuspecting vicims at close quarters.

“All right,” growled Hub. “You lead the way, Stacks. Keep together, gang. There was a snooper in with
usthe other night. Nothing like that's going to happen again. I'll give the orders as we go dong.”

The men moved quietly among the trees. With the moonlit clearing as a guide, Stacks led the way around
the fringe of woods. After the process of circumnavigation, he stopped as he neared the doping hillsde.
Tuming away from the dearing, Stacks led the way upward.

It was quite dark under the trees, and Stacks was forced to conduct the crowd by a zigzag course in
order to make sure of finding the cabin. The contour of the hill was helpful. Stacks knew that he was
keeping close to the dotted line that had showed upon The Shadow's chart.

TO-NIGHT'S plans bad been made immediatdy after Stacks had reached Hub Rowley at the road
house. The big shot had decided to wait long enough for Carter Boswick and Harry Vincent to reach
their destination. Furthermore, he had found it necessary to attend to important details before setting
forth.



At present, Stacks Lodi had only one gpprehenson—namely, that he might fail to discover the end of the
trail as quickly as Hub Rowley had expected.

Stacks worried as he trudged dong until the glare of his flaghlight suddenly revedled the sde of the old
cabin. At Hub's growled bidding, a pair of gangsters legped forward and entered the building. They
reported thet it was deserted.

Changing his direction, Stacks Lodi soon located the dump of trees. Here, running his flaghlight low, he
discovered the same mark that Harry Vincent had found. It was the beginning of The Shadow's guiding
trall.

Stacks pointed out the mark to Hub Rowley. He found other marks farther on. Soon the entire band was
following the circuitous course over the rocks.

Clambering down the corkscrew twidts, they neared that strange spot which The Shadow had seen from
the ar—where The Shadow had come and left, only to have his presence noted by a men in the
darkness, whom, in turn, The Shadow had tracked.

Firg The Shadow had found this place. Then a second man. After that, Harry Vincent and Carter
Boswick. Now, as afind touch, Hub Rowley, accompanied by strangers whom Stacks Lodi had not
seen in the light, was here with hisevil crew!

There was no indication that any one had passed this way within the last hdf hour. Hub Rowley growled
for slence.

“Weve given those bozos time to get here,” declared the big shot, as he viewed the crack between the
rocks, which Stacks Lodi's flaghlight showed. “Maybe they're here—maybe they aren't. So well find
out—and be ready for them ether way.

“When we get ingde, | want two men to day at the firs good spot to lay. If our birds come in, close on
them and give them the works. Meanwhile, the rest of us will go ahead—and if those bozos are aready
in, well have them trapped like rats.”

Having finished these indructions, Hub turned to the man beside him and asked a question. After the
response, Hub ordered Stacks to extinguish the flashlight. The mobsters, spread out among the rocks,
waited in slence and darkness while Hub Rowley conferred with his companion.

It was evident that the big shot respected this man's advice. Stacks Lodi remembered the talk of another
person involved in Hub's scheme of crime.

Stacks grinned to himsdf as he redlized that much must be at stake tonight. He redlized that only he and
Twister Edmonds had possessed a considerable indght of the work that was brewing.

As favored underlings, Stacks had figured that he and Twister would come in for a good share of the
proceeds from this enterprise. Twister was dead, dan in the battle at the cabin. Stacks Lodi had no
regrets. Twigter's death made him the only favored henchman.

Stacks could figure a very definite reason for the present delay. Now that they had reached the entrance
to the cavern, there was no need for haste.

If the men whom they sought had aready entered, they were trapped for now. If they had not arrived,
they would reved themsdves when they came, because of the difficult corkscrew path that they would
have to follow.



At last the break arrived. Hub Rowley had finished his conference with his companion. Stacks noted that
the second of Hub's unknown friends was slent, merdy sarving as a henchmaen to the mystery man
whose advice had been sought by the big shot.

Two had come with Hub; five with Stacks. That made a total of nine men atogether—a powerful squad
to ded with two victims. Yet Stacks Lodi could not repress amomentary shudder. Here, in the dark, his
mind was reverting to The Shadow.

In Havana—aboard the Southern Star—at the Junction House—by the cabin in the clearing. Each time,
amysterious being had come from nothingness to break down the plans of those who had sought Carter
Boswick'slife

Would such intervention occur again tonight? Stacks hoped not. He fdt that he could rdy on Hub
Rowley to ded with The Shadow, should the menace appesr.

Then came the command for action. Hub Rowley's growl ordered Stacks to enter the break between the
rocks, and to save his flashlight until he had moved well in from the opening. Stacks responded without
delay.

Probing hisway, he moved into the crevice. After twenty feet, he turned on historch. Thelight revealed a
twiding, natural course through broken rock.

Stacks Lodi was leading the murderous squad dong the path that Harry Vincent and Carter Boswick
hed so recently taken. The trap was dosng. Men of crime were here to ddiver death!

CHAPTER XX. THE HIDDEN MINE

WHILE Stacks Lodi was conducting Hub Rowley and the mobsters dong the wooded hillsde, Harry
Vincent and Carter Boswick had been making progress through the strange cavern which they had
entered. A narrow, winding course through broken, rocky walls had led them on a tortuous descent of
more than a hundred yards.

Progress had been dow. The roughness of the passage had delayed them; moreover, The Shadow's
ingructions had named nothing beyond the entrance. Therefore, both were aert, watching for any dgn
that might indicate the purpose of this odd corridor benesth the hill.

Harry's flaghlight suddenly revedled an opening ahead. The beams glittered againgt the rocky wal of a
man-hewn passage into which this natura channel entered. They stopped to find themsdves coming into
the sde of a doping mine shaft that ran at right angles to the course which they had followed to this point.

Sde by sde, the two men paused. Harry let hisflaghlight swing back and forth. The shaft which they had
encountered was nearly eight feet in height, and amost the same in width. 1t doped dightly downward to
the left.

Harry's light glittered upon rugty rails that had been ingtdled for the running of ore cars.
“Look what we've struck!” exclamed Harry. “This shaft must be a couple of hundred yardsin length!”

“No wonder they gave up the verticd shaft down by the cabin.” asserted Carter. “It must have been
more or less of an experiment.”

“Certanly,” responded Harry. “This rocky hill was a better bet. They sure gave it a trid after they
abandoned the pit in the dearing.”



“Looks like they may have been getting results” observed Carter. “See the sparkle on the wal over
there? It's minerd ore, dl right—"

“Nothing more than a promise,” interposed Harry, with a shake of his head. “They were carving right into
the center of the hill, looking for a worth-while strike. They probably failed to get the results they wanted.
Otherwise they wouldn't have abandoned this shaft.”

“Say” —Carter Boswick's tone was puzzled—"*where does this shaft begin? There wasn't any sgn of it
on the hill.”

“We can find that out later,” laughed Harry. “But it isnt any mydery to me, Carter. The excavators—or
some who came here later —mugt have blocked the entrance, probably with abig lot of rocks and plenty
of turf.”

“Why?

“One reason might be to keep the dhaft for themsdlves. But | hardly think that is it. They ill had the
dam, | suppose. No, Carter, | can see a better reason—particularly for this shaft, with the natura
entrance through which we have come.”

“What isit?”

“Some one—in dl probability your father—may have obtained possession of this old mine, and redized
its possihilities as a hiding place for one who might choose to useit as such.”

“Youve hit it, Harry! With the entrance of the shaft blocked, no one could discover it unless they had
some clew to this narrow side passage which we have just used. Remember how | said I'd search every
foot of land before I'd give up? We'd have found this place eventudly.”

“| think we would. But now that we're in the main dley, it would be a good idea to go on.”

Carter Boswick chuckled. He was posgtive that the end of the quest was within immediate reach. This
doping shaft could not be of any great length. He was more eager than Harry. Without further deay, he
pushed into the shaft and urged his companion on.

THE downward course was the natura way to go. Harry and Carter trudged dong the narrow-gauge
track, the beam of the flaghlight showing the way ahead. They had not traveled more than fifty feet before
the presence of a blocking wal became detectable ahead. Either the shaft ended there or turned, Harry
remarked.

As the men approached more closdly, they saw that the wal marked the divison of the shaft into two
Separate corridors. one to the left, the other to the right. The tracks ended at that point.

“Hold up a minute, Carter,” said Harry. “Weve got to pick our way, from here on. Evidently these
fdlows tried to turn, hoping to strike a good supply of ore. When, their firg effort faled, they went the
other way.”

They were at the end of the main shaft. The side corridors were like the bar on a letter T. Both ways
were practicaly levd; there appeared no choice.

Harry, in his deliberation, firg turned the flash back up the man shaft. Its rays faded amid the long
corridor. Then heilluminated the path to the left, to reved ablocking wal about thirty feet distant.

Harry noted what appeared to be an opening in the floor of the Side passage, a the barring wall.



“Try the other direction,” suggested Carter.
Harry responded.

The same Stuation reveded itsdf. Thirty feet of passage; then awal with glittering streaks. Benegth it, the
edge of aggoing hole.

“When the turns didn't work, they must have excavated sraght down,” remarked Harry. “This mine must
have been a heartbreaker. No wonder the others caled it quits”

“Comeon,” urged Carter eagerly. “We're not caling quits. I'll bet there's something in this place besides
gdena or whatever tha glittering Suff is. Strike out to the left, Harry.”

They made their way dong the passage which Carter had indicated. Here, the floor was rough, in
contrast to the finished surface dong which the track had been laid.

The investigators stopped when they came to the hole. Harry's conjecture proved correct. It was a
verticd shaft, round and jagged, some thirty feet in depth.

“Nothing down there,” observed Harry, as he turned the flaghlight toward the bottom.

“Doesn't look that way,” responded Carter, peering over the edge. “Let's try the other corridor. We can
come back here later.”

They turned and made their way to the dividing point. Both were tense. Harry began to fed an impending
sense of danger within these depths. There was a gnider, spectrd atmosphere in this forgotten mine.
Carter Boswick sensed it, dso.

“Creepy, it it?” he questioned, with adight laugh.

“Comeon,” returned Harry. “Weve got to take alook down this other corridor. It may be the finish.”
“The finih?’ repeated Carter solemnly. “That doesn't sound so good, Harry. Let's say it may be the
beginning. If—"

He did not end the sentence. At that precise moment, the unexpected occurred. The investigetors were
amog at the end of the right passage —the hole which they were seeking was no more than a dozen feet

avay.

But as Carter Boswick spoke, there was a click from the hole beyond. The bxilliant rays of an eectric
lantern filled the corridor, outshining Harry's light.

Caught in this sudden illumination, Harry and Carter stopped flat-footed, as a voice cdled out an order.
The echoes of its threstening tone were hollow within that rocky vaullt.

“Stop where you are!” came the cry. “One step more, and you die! 1've got you covered. Up with your
handd”

CARTER and Harry obeyed indinctively. The flaghlight fdl from Harry's grasp. Caught totaly unaware,
with their automatics in their pockets, instead of in their hands, both men were at the mercy of the one
who had chdlenged them.

A nervous, frenzied laugh sounded from the hole ahead. Then, from the pit, emerged the head and
shoulders of a man, a revolver sparkling in the light as it pointed forward from the extended hand that
hdd it.



Into the illumination came the chalenger; a white-faced individud who hdf raised himsdf from the hole.
The man's revolver wavered, as though in an inexperienced hand; yet its muzze formed a congtant
covering that was too dangerous to resist.

Harry Vincent clenched his upraised figts. He was angry to redlize that he had led Carter Boswick into
such atrap as this. He threw a sddong glance at his companion. He was amazed to note that Carter's
face was twitching with a sudden fury.

The reason came an indant later. Carter Boswick had recognized the man whose hand had balked them.
Hisvoice, low and harsh, poured forth its imprecations.

“Drew Westling!” Carter was contemptuous as he pronounced his cousin's name. “Drew Westling! You
double-crosser! | knew you werein this dirty game!”

CHAPTER XXI. THE ENEMY REVEALED

DREW WESTLING'S hand trembled as Carter Boswick spoke. The heir's cousn was resting on the
brink of the pit from which he had come, blinking nervoudy at the men whom he had balked. His face
was pae at the edge of the light; his eyes seemed bewildered.

“Go ahead!” growled Carter. “ Shoot us, you snake! That's what you're here for!”

For thefirg time, Drew Westling seemed to recognize the voice that he heard. He dill held the gun in his
sheking hand but when he spoke, his tone was no longer one of menace.

“Carter!” he exdlamed. “Carter! It can't be you!”

Carter Boswick's gruff laugh and words of growled animosty left no doubt as to his identity. Drew
Westling rubbed his free hand across a perspiring forehead.

“Carter!” Drew's voice was nervous. “Carter! |—I thought—you had gone!”

With that, the chalenger sank exhausted at the edge of the pit. The revolver clattered from his hand.
Carter Boswick, with an exultant cry of triumph, began to legp forward. Harry Vincent gripped him by
the arm.

“Easy, old man!” Harry exclamed. “Hold back! He's dl right. Can't you see he's not your enemy? He's
ready to drop from sheer exhaugtion!”

Harry's words were restraining. Their truth was evident. Drew Wresting had stretched on the rough floor
of the corridor. His breath was coming inlong gasps. Carter Boswick's atitude changed ingtantly.

“Drew!” he exclamed, in akindly tone. “What's the matter, old man? Tdl me—how did you get here?’

Carter was a his cousn's side, he was dasping the hand that Drew weskly proffered. Harry Vincent
arived beside the par. Both he and Carter could see that Westling's face was deathly pae. They
propped the frall young man againg the side of the corridor. Drew Westling smiled weskly.

“Guess it's dl’—he paused to draw a breath—"it's dl—been—too much of a dran for me
Thinking—you had gone. Trying to do it—al done—"

“Tdl us about it,” suggested Carter.

Drew pointed to the pit. Harry turned his own flashlight downward. The glow revedled a large flat dab at
the bottom of a five-foot pit.



THE edges of the dab had been mortared to the rock. Tools lay upon it. Drew Westling had been
working to pry the dab loose.

“It'syours, Carter!” gasped Drew. “Whatever is under there belongs to you. | came here—not to get it
for mysdf—I cameto get it—for you.”

“| though you were with the gang,” said Carter, in a tone of remorse. “Steady, Drew. Thergs alat I've
got to know. Why didn't you tel me before?’

“I've got to explain, Carter,” declared Drew, becoming suddenly cdm. “Maybe | should have told you
before; but | was afrad you wouldn't understand. | came here to help you. Carter, because | knew there
was danger.”

H@ On_”
“You found the note, didn't you?’

“You mean the directions—laitude and longitude? Yes, | found it —but it was stolen. What do you
know about it?”

“Solen?’

“Yes. Right after | found it. | went to the library when Farland Tracy Ieft the house, my firg night home. |
thought maybe you had taken it, Drew.”

The pae young man shook his head. He moistened hislips and stared squardly into Carter's eyes.
“Let metdl you the beginning,” he said. “I'll be brief. There's work to do. But we had better understand.”
Carter nodded.

“Unde Houston did not trus me” declared Drew Weslling. “1 knew it for a long while He did not
approve of my way of living. Sometimes he became so enraged at me that | wondered if he might be
losng his mind.

“He talked about his estate—that it would go to you, if dive otherwise to me. But he minimized his
wedth—s0 outrageoudy that | could not believe him.

“One night, some months ago, he went into the library. He dammed the door behind him, and came out a
short while later. He went upstairs, and | went into the library mysdf. | was a trifle apprehensive, Carter.
| wondered what he had been daoing.

“He had been talking about you as his her; and the thoughts of old times impedled me to take down that
old copy of Dumas. Running through its pages, | came across an envelope. | fingered the flap, and it
opened. It had just been sedled. The glue was not quite dry.

“l knew that Unde Houston had left it there. That must have been his purpose in the library. | opened the
envelope and found the message. Léatitude and longitude. | wondered what queer quirk had made him put
the message there.”

Drew paused reflectivey; then, noting Carter's intense interest, proceeded.

“l came here for a few days last summe™” continued Drew. “I couldnt understand why Uncle Houston
hed left a message naming thislocdity. | couldn't find a clew here. But later, when Farland Tracy cdled at
the house, | heard Uncle Houston say something about money that no one could find.



“That was just before he took histrip to Florida. When he returned, he daimed that some one must have
entered the house during his absence. He was very angry. He summoned Tracy.

“That night, | listened outside the door of the study. It was then that | heard him speak of hidden wedlth;
ina place that only hisher could find, because he would leave a clew for ether you or me.

“Then | understood. The message in the Dumas book! How easy it would be for him to leave some word
that would guide ether of usto it! The night you came home, | was afraid you might not learn. That was
why | brought up the subject at the dinner table.

“But as soon as Tracy left—I figured he had brought you a letter of some sort—I saw you start for the
dairs, and | imagined that you were going to the library instead. You seemed worried that night. | fdt
aure that you had found the message. The next morning, you announced a trip to Europe. | was postive
that you would come here instead.”

“Why didn't you tdl me s0?’ demanded Carter.

“Because | feared that you would not understand,” answered Drew. “I owed money for gambling
debts—my own fault—and Tracy knew about it. | was afraid that he had mentioned the matter to you. |
couldn't forget that | would have been the heir if you had not returned. | didn't want your money, Carter.

“But to admit that | had pried into your father's secret; to try to get in on a search for wedth that might
perhaps have come to me; to bring up a matter concerning which you had preserved absolute sillence —’

“l understand now,” nodded Carter thoughtfully. “I understand now, because | know | would not have
understood then.”

“Besdesthat,” added Drew, “I feared for you. | knew that some one —somehow—had learned of this
hidden wedlth. It might have looked as though | had squedled—if you came here and ran into trouble—"

“So you came here done?’ interrupted Carter.

“Yes,” admitted Drew. “I knew of the shack on the hill. I came here, to watch—to try to protect you. |
saw you and your companion come to the cabin. That night, | crawled down to invedigate. | was just
outsde the cabin—"

“That'swhat | heard” interposed Harry, nodding as he turned to Carter Boswick.

“-outside the cabin,” went on Drew, in a monotone, “when the firing began. | lad low. When you two
came around, | didn't know who you were at fird. | didn't know urtil | ran, Carter. | saw you were ready
to shoot. | kept on, hoping that you would not recognize me. | was afraid you would not understand my
moative, my being there at that time”

“l didnt,” said Carter grimly.

“So | stayed in the shack,” explained Drew. “1 waited there, hoping you were safe, afraid thet the others
would come to search if you did not return. Last night, an autogiro landed near this spot. | saw a light
flickering among the trees. It came out of the cave on the hill.

“After the person with the light was gone, | discovered the cave —the spot for which | had searched last
summer! | was sure, then, that the enemy had found the place. So | camein here immediately.

“I have been working, trying to uncover what is under the dab—to get it out before they came. | wanted
to saveit for you, Carter, and there was no time to lose. When you two came in here tonight, | thought



you were the others. That'swhy | came up with the gun.”

Carter Boswick thumped his cousin on the back. Harry Vincent sat in slence. He knew the sgnificance
of the autogiro. He thought of that corkscrew entrance to the cave. Invishle to eyes on the ground
—vighle to the eyes of The Shadow from the air!

A SLIGHT sound interrupted Harry's reverie. The noise seemed to come from back in the main shaft.
Harry reached forward, and extinguished the lantern. He spoke softly in the darkness.

“I think we're safe enough,” he said. “I know who it was who found this place for us, Carter. The enemy
can't know about it. Just the same, it would be wise to go back to the shaft and look about a bit. Come
on. I'll turn on the light when we reach the man sheft.”

Cautioudy, Harry led the way. They reached the junction of the main shaft and the side corridor. With
Harry whispering for slence, the three moved on through the darkness. They had not gone a dozen feet
before Drew Westling sumbled over onerall of the track. He blurted an exdamation as he fdll.

Harry delivered awarning hiss. It came too late. The sound of the fal had traveled dong the sheft. Asif
by asgnd, a battery of flashlights turned on, toward the spot where the passage from the rocks entered
the shaft.

Harry and his companions fdl back. Gloating cries sounded loudly in their ears as those shouts echoed
down the shaft. The three young men were covered by five revolvers. It was too lae!

The enemy had come. They were trapped by a squad of murderers who had somehow found this place.
Harsh commands sounded dong the shaft. The cornered men raised their hands and let their gunsfal. It
was the only hope that their lives might be spared.

Hary Vincent, knowing the brutdity of the men with whom they had fought before, expected instant
death. He was sorry the moment that he dropped his automatic. It would have been better to have died
fighting, he decided, now that it was too late.

But the death shots did not come. Ingtead, a man stepped into the light, assuming a postion in which his
face could be seen. Harry Vincent did not recognize the cold, leering countenance; but the cries of
surprise which Carter and Drew uttered showed that the cousins knew their adversary.

The man who had withhed gun fire that he might ridicule the victims was Farland Tracy, the attorney!

CHAPTER XXII. SHOTS OF DEATH

FARLAND TRACY indulged in an evil laugh as he showed himsdf to the trio at the end of the shaft.
Backed by glimmering revolvers, the lawvyer had nothing to fear from the men whom he and Hub Rowley
hed trapped.

There was no kindlinessin the attorney's features. His face, usudly feigning sympathy and understanding,
hed become the gloating countenance of a fiend. The accustomed mask had lifted.

“So the cousns have joined forces,” sneered the lawyer, in alow, sarcastic tone. “They've talked things
over, maybe? Wondered why they didn't understand each other fully? Well, they've found out, now.

“Easy money for Carter Boswick, en? Letting Cousin Drew in on the wedlth, perhaps. Well, it's dl off
now, my boys. You and your helper made alot of trouble; but weve got you where we want you—and
well leave you herel”



Ancther face appeared beside the lawyer's. Hub Rowley was sepping forward to add his mdicious
gpprova. Drew Wedtling was the only one who recognized the big shot.

“Don't blame Cousin Drew,” jeered Tracy, addressng Carter Boswick. “It was your father's fdly that
brought you here—athough Drew was partly responsible. | knew dl about you father's clever secret—all
except where the hiding place could be found. It looked like you were never coming back; and Drew
was kind enough to get himsdlf into trouble —with this gentleman who stands beside me.

“A gambling debt. Money owed to Mr. Rowley. So | caled on Mr. Rowley—with kindly intentions at
fird. But when | learned that Mr. Rowley deliberatdly intended to bleed Drew Wedtling, | decided it
would be a good idea. | made a ded with Mr. Rowley, invalving Houston Boswick's hidden wedlth.

“We decided to find it for ourselves. We knew tha we could take care of little Drew Westling. When we
couldnt find it at the old mansion, we decided we would pump Drew after the legacy became his The
old man didn't have so long to live

“But when you popped up, Carter Boswick, we decided to put you nicdy out of the way. | learned that
you were coming from Montevideo. | cdled Mr. Rowley, and he sent a man to meet you. Somehow, you
were fortunate enough to get home.”

Carter Boswick clenched his teeth. He thought of Havana—of the Southern Star. Then, again, he was
ligening to the sarcastic tones of Farland Tracy's voice.

“We didn't get you,” announced the lawyer, “but we did get the message that you found. We had a very
able agent planted in your house. Step forward, Headley.”

Houston Boswick's former servant stepped into the light. The maicious grin upon his face betrayed his
treacherous nature. He, like Farland Tracy, had worn a mask in the past.

“You see” purred the lawyer, “I had long had dedings with Mr. Rowley. He is a gentleman who ddights
in evading the law; hence he frequently cals on capable legd counsd. He has a way of deding with
people—and our friend Headley chanced to be one with whom he had dedit in the past.

“Headley was very useful. He took the message. He was watching when it was discovered. He sgnded
for a messenger, who was waiting patiently outsde. Mr. Rowley and | went into conference that very
evening.”

The lawyer's cold tones ended.

HE needed to say no more. All was plain to Carter Boswick and Drew Wedling. Harry Vincent
understood aso.

Big brains had formed an dliance. A crooked lawyer, thinking more of millions then the trust that was his
to keep, had cdled in a supermind of crime to aid himin the purloining of vast wedth.

Now came a new Statement—one that showed a reason for Farland Tracy's redraining action. The
lawyer had more than a merdy mdicious purpose in withholding death.

“It would be most unfortunate,” declared Tracy, “if you had managed, somehow, to remove the fortune
tha Houston Boswick deposited in this place. There is that possbility, however, snce we have
discovered you at the probable spot.

“So to mallify your previous endeavors, we shdl investigate before we pay our find respects to you. Mr.
Rowley and mysdf have agreed that such should be the best procedure. We may find it necessary to



question you before you die. Previoudy, your ingant desth would have been preferable. Now we can
afford to grant you a brief respite”

With that, Farland Tracy advanced dong the sde of the shaft. Hub Rowley and Headley followed him.
All three were armed, but their revolvers were lowered. The mobsmen in the shaft, Stacks Lodi in
command, were the ones who covered Harry Vincent and his comrades.

The advance merdly increased the hopelessness of the Stuation. It was bringing three deadly enemies to
closer range. Harry Vincent was longing for a break. He and his companions were only a few yards from
the corridor thet ended in the treasure vaullt.

With a loaded automatic dill in his pocket, with Carter Boswick smilarly equipped, Harry knew that they
could put up a short sruggle if they could gain the pit. It would be better to die fighting in the face of
odds, than be mercilesdy butchered. But the threstening revolvers up ahead were hdd by men whose
am would surdly be fatd, unless some unexpected surprise might intervene.

Somehow, these villains had kept watch. Harry redized that he and Carter had falled to use the proper
precaution. The Shadow had given them their opportunity. The meeting with Drew Westling had added
to ther strength.

But in the meanwhile, the enemy had gained by strategy. Where mass attacks had falled, cunning had
succeeded.

The position now was one that would tax The Shadow, even should he appear upon the scene.

Harry groaned inwardly as he redized his own supidity had brought this finish. Had he and his
companions remained a the end of the sde corridor, they would have been in a stronghold. His foolish
desire to investigate had brought hmsdf and two others face to face with an overpowering force.

THESE thoughts swept through Harry's brain with the rapidity of lightning. A man who faces grim death
thinks of dl neglected possihilities. Harry was no exception. His mind turned over the entire Stuaion
during the interva of a scant few seconds.

A break! If it would only come!

Anything—a sumble on the part of one of the three gpproaching men —an argument among the covering
mobsters—anything that would grant the opportunity for adive into the corridor where Harry and Carter
hed found Drew Wedtling!

Harry's fids tightened.

Shots of death! Let them come! He would make the break himsdf and take the consequences. He fdt no
quams at sacrificing his companions. They were surdy doomed—the sooner the end came, the better.

Harry spoke; but his lips did not move in the effort. The undertone was heard only by Carter Boswick
and Drew Wesdtling, for Farland Tracy and Hub Rowley were ill twenty feet away.

“When | say, Go!”—these were Harry's words—*jump for the corridor. It's our only chance. Reedy—"

Before Harry could pronounce the next word, a terrific roar came through the doping shaft. Some one
hed opened fire from the section beyond the spot where the side entrance converged within the mine.
The heavy booming of automatics sounded like a cannonade.

One of the covering gangsters staggered. The others, with one, accord, dropped to the ground, and



turned in the direction of the fire. Farland Tracy and Hub Rowley turned in darm.
Amid the thundering echoes came Harry's hoarse command:
113 @! ”

The break had come—and the word was timed with it! With Carter Boswick and Drew Westling, Harry
scrambled for the side corridor. Only one man sought to stop them.

Headley, done, had not yielded to the momentary surprise that had gripped the others of the invading
crew. He saw the doomed men escagping. He fired quick shotsin their direction. Fortunately, his am was

hesty.

A bullet skimmed Drew Westling's shoulder. Drew staggered head-foremost into the sde corridor. Harry
and Carter caught him as he fdl and dragged him with them. A few moments later they werein the pit.

Suddenly aterrific tumult sounded through the mine shaft. Mobsters were firing up the dope toward their
hidden foe. The roar of automeatics was responding.

Harry Vincent knew the answer, as he grimly drew forth his automatic. The Shadow, done, had brought
thistimely rescue. The master of darkness had opened fire upon the mob, to save the three whose doom
hed seemed so certain.

Bulles of death! The Shadow had loosed them. But The Shadow, like Harry Vincent and his comrades,
was trapped by a merciless mob!

CHAPTER XXIIl. THE LAST FIGHT

VOLLEY S thundered through the doping shaft of the forgotten mine. Gangsters, prone upon the rusted
track, were blazing furioudy at an unseen target. Bullets ricocheted from jagged walls. Answering shots
responded from above.

Hashlights, glimmering intermittently so that they would not reved the men who hdd them, were the
advantage which the mobsmen possessed. Those flashes of light showed a wavering form in black,
retreating up the shaft.

The Shadow was retiring in the face of formidable odds. The cover of darkness was his no longer. The
wadls of the shaft afforded no spot from which he could thrust a pistoled hand while his form remained in

sty

Thaose shots with which The Shadow had begun the fray had been disant ones. For The Shadow had
redlized the danger of close approach. Even now he was in the utmost danger; for dthough the range was
long, the gunmen had a veritable shooting gdlery dong which to am.

Bullets that ricocheted could prove as deadly as those which were discharged with perfect am. Had The
Shadow not taken dl factors into consideration, he would have fdlen with the firg volley sent in his
direction.

Retreat was the only game; and in that retreat, The Shadow gave high encouragement to the men who
opposed him. Stacks Lodi had shouted out the identity of the antagonit.

The Shadow was on the run!

BEvil mobsters spat oaths as they fired. All the venom of the underworld was loosed tonight. The Shadow
trapped! Death to The Shadow! He would never escape thistrap divel



Two of the mobsmen had fdlen. Two others had received wounds, but were 4ill in action.

As Stacks Lodi urged his men forward, they passed the spot where the secret entrance joined the shaft
and there they were reinforced by the two gunmen who had been left to guard the outer opening.

The Shadow's retreat had increased in speed. His form was hidden by the increasing dope of the sheft.
Stacks Lodi shouted for prompt pursuit.

Why not? The range was long. The advantage was equd for every shooter. The horde outnumbered The
Shadow more than eght to one. If they could catch a glimpse of that retregting form within the glare of
their flickering lights, desth would stalk The Shadow.

Into Stacks Lodi's cunning brain came the redizaion that the opening of this shaft must be blocked.
There, The Shadow would be a bay. When he was backed againg the find wal, lights would no longer
gimmer. A barrage sweeping through the darkness would surely spdl The Shadows doom!

Beow, Farland Tracy and Hub Rowley were keeping the three trapped men from escaping. Headley
was with them. Stacks could hear the echoing sound of shots. He surmised what was going on.

Peering from the edge of the wall, into the short corridor thet led to the right, the lawyer and the big shot
were sniping a Harry Vincent and Carter Boswick. Harry and Carter were wisdy withholding their fire
as they lay within the shelter of the pit. Every shot counted how. They waited for the enemy to appear in
the corridor itsdf.

Stacks Lodi ill urged his men up the shaft. The dope was one which increased as they proceeded. This
accounted for The Shadow's disappearance. The caling formed a curve that covered his retredt.

Suddenly, as aflashlight illuminated the risng cavern, a gangster emitted a cry of exultation.
“There heid There heid”

Asthe light went out, Stacks Lodi caught sght of a stooping figure up ahead.

The Shadow!

Stacks had seen the flowing cloak and the lowered head, buried beneath the douch hat.

BEFORE the gangsters could fire, four quick shots came down the shaft. Bullets glanced from the
ground, and one gangster coughed out hislife amid the darkness.

What was one man now? Stacks amed and fired into the blackness. The range was closer than before.
They had neared the end of the shaft.

The mobsters followed the example. The darkness showed repeated spurts of flane the ar reeked with
powder fumes.

“Hold it! Hold it!”

Stacks Lodi's command was heard. Echoes of the find shots rolled dimly down the shaft. Silence
followed. A hiss of exultation came from Stacks Lodi's evil lips.

The Shadow was no longer returning the fire. Perhaps he lay wounded or dead!

On the contrary, he might be resting for the find moment, seeking to trap his enemies by some ruse. If <o,
it would be futile. One more revelaion of that black-garbed form, and The Shadow's end would be a



hand!

“Ready!” growled Stacks. “Get set, and well give him dl the light he wants. Keep it on this time. Bust
loose when | shoot the big light.”

As Stacks pressed the switch of a bull's-eye lantern, a strange sound manifested itsdf from above. A low
rumble occurred in the darkness. The light came on. A snarl burst from Stacks an indant before the

gangders opened fire

From a hundred feet up the shaft, amining car was dowly gtarting down the dope. Its Sdes of metd, its
interior brimming with a huge load of glisening rock, this carrier was the firg car of an entire train!

Gangdter bullets spattered againg the sted front of the car. They did no ham. The Shadow was
behind—beyond—in sfety.

Stacks Lodi cried out in terror. He understood now why The Shadow had been stooping when they last
hed seen him. The lone fighter had released a mighty Juggernaut upon his enemies!

The ore train of the abandoned ming! Still loaded with its last burden of rock that had never been taken
away. Rusted whed's were responding under the impetus of the great weight. Cars with bulging sides
were about to sweep deanly through the deserted shaft!

Before Stacks Lodi could cry an order to his men, the terrorized gangsters were on ther feet, turning to
dash dong the shaft. Only one remained with Stacks. He, like the leader, had seen the only chance for
sdfety; to legp upon the foremost car before it gathered dangerous speed.

That moment was approaching now. The rumble had become a roar. The cars were coming deedily
down the dope. Stacks Lodi and his sngle companion rose grimly to meet them. Then came loud,
burging shots from the stack of ore atop the foremost car.

THE SHADOW was dearing the way! He wanted no riders upon his train of destruction. With the cars
inmoation, he had sprung aboard and come to the mound that topped the leeding carrier.

Stacks Lodi staggered and fdl againgt the side of the shaft. His companion collapsed at his feet. The
crushing cars came on; when they arrived, the head of the train threw the two bodies between the tracks
and the wadll, crushing them to mangled forms.

Nether Stacks nor the gangster was dive to fed that fate. The Shadow's clearing bullets had slenced
them forever. Even as the train gained speed dong the dope, the black-garbed figure was fallowing
another purpose. It was crawling rapidly back aong the cars.

Heaing gangsters had gained a precious lead in their dash down the dope. But the uneven footing of the
trackage stayed their progress. The descending train was gathering impetus. Faster by thrice than a man
could run, it hurtled down upon these maddened underlings of crime.

Asthe heavy cars surged toward the mid-point of the shaft, The Shadow dropped from the rear car. The
only token of his presence was the sniger laugh that now echoed through the man-made cavern. The
Shadow had reserved that mockery for the moment when his terrible avalanche of death would strike.

The plunging cars brooked no interference. A screaming gangster was thrown forward a dozen feet when
the head of the train overtook him. He was crushed to death while the cars swept on.

Ancther victim came a second later—then a third. Still the train roared on, as it passed the only spot of
safety between the top and the bottom of the shaft—the entrance to the natural passage that led from the



mine
A par of mobsters cowered there—the lagt of Stacks Lodi's pursuing crew. They had reached the safety

point just in time. They, done of those who had cried death to The Shadow, remained to see the death
that he had ddivered to his trappers.

Asthe train thundered onward, a gleam of light appeared from up the shaft. It dgnified the presence of a
living being—one who had escaped the grinding death. Behind that light was The Shadow, the avenger
who had loosed the train of destruction.

Thelight spotted the gangsters. They knew who hdd it. With vengeful snarls, they raised ther revolvers
to fire a the unseen being.

As the revolvers spoke, quick bursts of flame came from beow the gleaming light. The Shadow,
crouching, had drawn the mobsmen's am upward.

The gangdters fdl while firing. They sprawled forward into the shaft, across the ralls, as dead as ther
mangled fellows.

Quick had been that action. As The Shadow rose to stride down the dope, the roar of the hurtling cars
was dill in progress. The Juggernaut of doom had not yet come to its siopping place.

BELOW, other men of crime now knew the menace. Hub Rowley had been the firg to hear the rumble
of the cars. He had spoken tensdly to his companions. They had stayed ther fire to await the outcome.

Now, in the light that Headley shot up adong the shaft, they could see the terrible approach. The train,
urging on at terrific speed, was an irresstible menace that they could not stop.

With one accord, the three invaders turned to safety. They did not seek the corridor where Harry
Vincent and Carter Boswick were located. Instead, they sprang for the cover of the opposite passage.

A flashlight glared as they legped. With one accord, Harry and Carter fired at the flesing men. Headley
went down in the passage. The following shots would have found their marks, but for the intervention of
the train, which suddenly arrived to protect the men whom it had threatened.

A mighty crash shattered the end wall of the dope. The heavy cars piled up amid a deluge of flying ore
that spread indl directions. The burden of broken rock aone prevented the train from telescoping.

Twisted, battered, the cars sagged back on the rebound, and lay, a mass of wreckage, dong the bottom
of the mine dope.

As the continued echoes died away, Harry and Carter sprang from their pit. They had fired futildy as the
cars arived; then they had ducked to escape chunks of hurtling ore. They ill had enemies with whom to
dedl; and they knew where the others had gone.

Grimly, they climbed over piles of rocks and reached the nearest car. Harry reached forward to fire. The
burg of arevolver drove him back. Hub Rowley and Farland Tracy had chosen the same purpose.

New shots sounded amid the wreckage. Faces appeared above the car. Harry and Carter scrambled
back to the pit, the only place from which they could return the fire. High up, near the caling of the shaft,
the enemy had the protection of the upturned car that had headed the degth train.

THE advantage was with the plotting villains Their angle enabled them to fire down into the edge of the
pit Harry and Carter crouched low, unable to return the shots. Hub Rowley, snarling, had crawled to one



Sde, to gain a better shot.

A light shone from beside the battered train. Hub turned, and his gold teeth glimmered in an evil grin. He
rased his revolver to fire at the menace which he knew was there. An automatic roared its greeting.

Hub Rowley swayed crazily. His loathsome amile became a sckly grimace. His revolver twirled as it fdl
from hisfingers. His body logt its balance and plunged to the ground.

Farland Tracy saw the approaching light. With a fiendish cry, the lawyer backed from the upturned car
and sought the refuge of the corridor, where Headley's body lay half-covered with broken ore.

Hring intermittent shots, the crooked lawyer sought to prevent the approach of the dreaded being who
hed deprived him of hisdlies. His effort failed. He could not thwart The Shadow.

Backing toward the wall of the short passage, Tracy hdf-raised his arms as a token of surrender. He held
the revolver pointing upward. The Shadow did not fire when he saw the gesture.

But Farland Tracy's action was a ruse. He suddenly lowered his hand to fire a quick shot. His
treacherous deed received a prompt pendty. The Shadow's automatic spoke before Tracy could shoot.
The bullet struck the lowering arm, as token of The Shadow's power. The offending hand dropped the

gun.

Farland Tracy, judly crippled for hisfoul attempt, blurted a cry of pain and staggered backward. He was
ignorant of the fact that the short corridor ended in a precipitous shaft. His back never reached the wall
that it sought.

The lawyer logt his footing on the brink of the pit. With a wild, screaming snarl, he threw his good arm
outward, but in vain. His body toppled backward, and plunged to the jagged bottom of the hole, more
then thirty feet below.

No further cry came from the blackened shaft. Farland Tracy, like the others, had gone to a deserved
doom. The last fight was ended. The Shadow was the conqueror.

A long, weird laugh shivered through the gloomy corridors. It returned, a cry of ghoulish echoes. That
laugh was mirthless. The Shadow's triumph was given as a solemn kndll to crime. Justice had won in the
lest fight!

CHAPTER XXIV. THE SETTLEMENT

MORNING had dawned. A trio of solemn men were beside the cabin in the dearing. The sunlight of
another day made this place seem strangdy far from the gloomy shaft of the forgotten mine.

“Readly?

Harry Vincent, sanding, put the question to Carter Boswick, who was beside him. Carter nodded. Both
turned to Drew Westling, who was seated on a metd box, his face pae, and his shoulder bulging from
bandages that had been packed benegth his coat.

“Come on,” sad Harry, with a grin. “Time to be moving, young fdlow. Remove yoursdf from those
millions. We have to take them with us”

Drew Westling complied. Harry and Carter lifted the heavy box and carried it between them, while Drew
followed ungteedily.

It was along trudge, with frequent stops, before they reached the coupe. Drew was more tired than the



others. They helped himinto the car, and packed the chest in the back.

“All I can say,” remarked Harry, as he mopped his brow, “is that | appreciate your father's foresght in
packing away paper currency and securitiesin preference to gold.”

“It helped out alot.” responded Carter, as they entered the car. “The big job was cracking open the dab.
It wasn't so much for the two of us—Drew had gotten aong pretty far when we arrived.”

They discussed the subject as they rolled dong. There had been two hours work a the pit in the mine
after The Shadow's fight had ended. There, continuing Surdily despite the orded they had undergone,
Hary and Carter had unearthed the coffer, while Drew Wedling had lan adeep from complete
exhaudtion.

They had taken Drew to the cabin firgt; then they had returned to the shaft of death to bring the box of
millions Both Harry and Carter had been pleased because Drew was groggy when they took him from
the mine. The scenes where the secret entrance joined the shaft were not pleasant to remember.

The metd box had proven, indeed, to be a treasure chest. There was no clew to its placement in the
mine Whether Houston Boswick had taken it there himsdf—old though he was—or had relied upon
trusted helpers, was a matter of speculation.

It was dso impossible to determine how long the wedth had been hidden. Two years seemed the limit,
judging by some of the documents. Long-term bonds had view with government certificates of high
denomination.

Among the mass of wedth, Harry and Carter had discovered a few stocks tha were gpparently
worthless. In ther thorough ingpection at the cabin, they had found stock certificates showing complete
ownership of the Golden Glow Mine—and this had proven to be the minein which the treasure had been
hidden.

AS they rode dong toward the Wisconsn border, Drew Wedling explained his dedings with Hub
Rowley. Harry and Carter laughed when Drew spoke of the | O Us which the dead big shot had held.

“Let some one try to collect now,” declared Carter grimly. “Those are out now, Drew.”
“But if some one does—"

“I'l take care of them,” laughed Carter. “Don't worry, Drew. You can put that income of yours away in
the bank. Y ou're due to your share of this harvest.”

A moment of slence then Carter spoke to Harry.

“And for you, old fdlow—"

Harry stopped him with a gesture.

“Forget it, Carter,” he said. “I was working under orders. I'm out of the divison.”
“But the—the person who sent you to help me. Perhaps you can arrange with him.”

“Whatever he wishes, he can cdl for. But you may not hear from him. He does not expect return for
what he gives”

There was a cryptic meaning in Harry's statement. Carter Boswick amiled serioudy as he recdled last
night's events. Then, The Shadow had given—but had avoided dl return. He had delivered messengers



of lead, and had loosed a thunderbolt of sted. The results had been dire to fiends of crime.
What had become of The Shadow?

Carter Boswick did not know, and be redized that Harry Vincent shared his ignorance. They had both
heard the find cry of triumph. But after its Snister echoes, no further sound had come.

Carter had expressed afear for their myserious protector. Harry had answered it with a knowing amile
The Shadow triumphant was aliving Shadow!

The old mine was again forgotten. Within its sordid corridors, deep slence lay. The bodies of dead men,
if ever found, would be taken as the reason for the dodng of the mine—years before lagt night's event.
The shattered wreckage of the death train would appear as evidence of an accident that had been buried
to avoid an inquest.

Asthey reached the Michigan border, Carter Boswick reached into his pocket and drew forth the only
documents that he had removed from the chest of wedth. These were the stock certificates of the Golden
Glow Mine.

Methodicaly, Carter tore the papers into tiny fragments. He let them trickle in batches from the window,
where arigng breeze swirled and scattered them far apart.

Harry Vincent, amiling, approved the action. Let the forgotten mine remain forgotten. The only records of
its existence would appear in those secret books which none would ever find—the hidden archives of
The Shadow.

For to The Shadow belonged the triumph. His hidden presence, haunting the innermost recesses of the
discovered shaft, had didtributed rescue and destruction smultaneoudy—each apportioned to the ones
who rightfully deserved it.

The menace that had threatened Carter Boswick's heritage was gone forever. Vile schemes had
ended—and the schemers had gone with them.

The Shadow had prevailed, and justice ruled!
THE END



