VOODOO TRAI L
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," June 1, 1938

Twi ce has the evil Doctor Mcqui no, the Voodoo Master, matched his vile
wi ts agai nst The Shadow, now he comes back again, to risk all in one bold
stroke!

CHAPTER |
THE MASTER SPEAKS

THE two nmen by the fireplace were speaking in | ow tones, the subdued rol
of their voices tuned to the crackle of the flanes. They were alone in the
living roomof a sunptuous apartnent, where heavy draperies nuffled the night
roar of Manhattan's streets

They had the | ook of conspirators, this pair; a fact that would not have
surprised certain police officials, for both men were notorious in crimna
affairs.

One man, with high, bald forehead and shrewd, pointed nose, was Janes
Quinrick, an attorney who specialized in defending crooks. He was a
"mout hpi ece"”
well liked in the underworld, and his courtroomactivities had proven
[ucrati ve,
as this apartnent testified.

The place was Quinrick's home. The furnishings of the living room al one,
had cost fifty thousand doll ars.

Quinrick was clever, when it cane to nuddling the law. H s visitor
" Beak"

Hyler, was equally cute at evading it. Beak's nickname cane fromthe hooked
nose
that poked fromthe nmiddle of his face; but the noni ker was hardly sufficient.

It didn't include other features that were equally prom nent: those
gi m et
eyes, the blunt chin that | ooked rugged enough to take a heavywei ght's punch
wi t hout damage.

Meeting here was a safe bet, presumably, for both Quinrick and Hyl er
Thi s
apartment was as inmmune fromintrusion as the lawer's office. Quinrick was
Hyler's | awyer

The fact that Beak was the big-shot who controlled a ring of racketeers,
was another matter. It was sonething that the [ aw had not yet proven. It
chanced, though, that Beak was not here seeking | egal advice.

Quinrick spoke, in response to a question

"Yes, | read the letter," he asserted, "and | destroyed it, as you
requested. | wouldn't have wanted ot her persons to see it. They woul d have
doubt ed your sanity."

"It sounded screwy, huh?" quizzed Beak. "All right, counselor. If you
don' t
want to go through with the deal | suggested -

"On the contrary, | do," interposed Quinrick, "provided that you can
prove
the statenents that you nmade."

Quinrick's snooth tone brought a flash to Beak's ginlet eyes.

Tri unphantly,
Beak brought a thin sheaf of fol ded papers fromhis pocket. He drew one | oose
and handed it to Quinrick. The | awer's face became avid, when he read a li st



of

nanes.
"These people!" he exclaimed. "You nean that they have actually

di sappeared? That the heirs who received their wealth are nonexistent, |ike

t he

supposed institutions to which sone of them donated huge suns?"

Beak nodded. Quinrick had anot her query.

"You are sure," he asked, sharply, "that one man - one al one - has
profited
fromall this -"

"That's right," grow ed Beak. " Alongside of him all the big-shots you
ever heard of look like a troupe of mdgets! | ought to know. 1|'ve nmet the

guy. "

QU NRICK S lips pursed, as if he intended to whistle. He paused, when
Beak
handed hi m anot her sheet of paper.

"I supplied the guy with some nobbies,"” Beak told Quinrick. "They don't
know nuch, but it's enough to count. So |I typed out what they |earned, and
nmade
each gorilla stick his John Hancock at the bottom There they are, counselor.'

The proof inpressed Quinrick. He eyed the other papers that Beak held;

but
the racketeer retained them

"This guy's a brain," declared Beak. "He's snapped up mllions, in rea
dough, fromthe boobs that fell for his racket! Sone of them are supposed to
be
dead; others have just gone away. But he's got them stowed away, hel pless.

"And he isn't through with the racket. He's still gathering the coin.

D you

know why? Because he thinks he's going to be an enperor of crime, with every
crook in New York working for him He's got plenty on his pay roll already;
and

when he wants the rest, they'll join up - or elsel™

Quinrick sat with fol ded hands, weighing all that he had heard. Then:

"What do you propose?"

"To put the skids under him" confided Beak. "So's we can stage a
cl ean-up
of our own. You're the nouthpiece, see? You go to friends of these people; to
their own counselors, if they've got them Ofer themthe whol e dope, but ask
for plenty. They'll fork it over."

"What about witnesses?" inquired Quinrick. He crinkled the paper that
bor e
t he signatures of nobsmen. "These won't do."

"What about these, then?"

Beak passed over the final paper. On it, Qinrick read the nanes of nore
persons who were both socially prom nent and weal thy. He caught the gist of
it.

"More dupes?" he asked. "The ones that the 'brain' hasn't brought
conpl etely under his control ?"

"That's it," replied Beak. "But we've got to get busy before he puts the
clanps on tight."

"Suppose these people are already under his influence, to such degree
t hat
they will not testify agai nst hin®"

"That won't matter. You can drag theminto court. If they won't talk, it
wi Il show that something's phony. If the "brain' tries to crack down, he'l
gi ve
hi nsel f away. "



Beak's |l ogic brought a shrewd smile to Quinrick's lips. The | awyer saw
doubl e profit fromthis deal. Not only did it prom se huge suns from grateful
relatives of the dupes; it also would mark Quinrick as a public benefactor

Lately, Quinrick had been on the ragged edge. Hi s use of perjured
Wi t nesses
had placed hi munder threat of disbarnent. Mre than any other man in New
Yor Kk,
he was willing to participate in Beak's doubl e-crossing schene.

QUI NRI CK thrust his hand toward Beak, to signify that the deal was made
At
that instant, a crackling sound occurred. It wasn't fromthe fireplace; it was
nore sustained than the snap of the burning wood.

Beak sprang about in alarm He saw the source of the noise. It came from
a
radi o cabi net agai nst the opposite wall.

"Turn that thing off," gul ped Beak. "It gives me the jitters!"

Quinrick stepped across the roonmy he snapped a switch one direction, then
the other. He | ooked puzzl ed; gave a shrug.

"Something's wong with the switch," he renarked.

The radi o nust have

started accidentally, and it won't turn off. Forget it, Beak" - Quinrick drew
close - "and tell ne the name of this 'brain' you speak about."

Beak licked his thick lips. H s stabbing eyes still gazing suspiciously
at

the radio. At last, gruffly:
"Maybe it isn't his right noniker," said Beak, "but he calls hinself -
Beak' s whol e face went rigid. Fromthe nysterious crackle of the radio,
energed a voice - nusical, yet with the netallic twang of a stringed
i nstrunent.
Its words canme as a bitter mel ody.
"Hear me, Beak Hyler!" spoke that voice. "You have meddl ed with ny plans.
You know the reward for traitors!”

"It's him" panted Beak. "He's listened in - the "brain' - he's wise -"
Quinrick was at the radi o again, snarling something about the phony
hook-up. He yanked a cord fromthe wall; the action didn't stop the voice. But

its tone was a discordant jangle, nore insidious than before.

"And you, Janes Qinrick" - the accusation riveted the | awer - "have
willingly agreed to conspire against me. You will share the fate of Beak
Hyler!"

THE voi ce chopped off. A few seconds later, the crackle faded. Quinrick
had

recoiled to the fireplace, his face as blanched as Beak's. Only the ruddy gl ow
fromthe flames gave senbl ance of color to those frozen countenances.

Beak tried to rally. He was on his feet, |ooking fromone curtained
door way
to another, unable to decide which way to go. He felt the trenmbling grip of
Quinrick's hand upon his arm Papers crinkled, as the | awer said hoarsely :

"Chuck them W can't get caught with those!"

Beak snatched the documents in terror, flung theminto the firepl ace.

Fl ames consuned t he papers. The flare brought tenporary courage to Beak
He
had gotten rid of evidence, at least. Qinrick, too, was |ooking toward the
fireplace, hoping that sonething had been gai ned.

The dying flame wavered, then withed, as though puffed by an intruding
breeze. The conspirators stared frantically about the room They were too |ate
to see the stir of heavy draperies that hid the w ndow.

There, in a cranped space, a bl ack-cl oaked figure had bl ocked the draft



that came with his silent opening of the wi ndow. From behind those curtains,
he

wat ched through a narrow slit, with eyes that peered intently from beneath the
brimof a slouch hat.

Nei t her Beak Hyler nor James Quinrick suspected that they were under the
observation of a being called The Shadow.

Though The Shadow opposed all ways of crine, those two conspirators
shoul d
have wel coned his arrival, for he alone, could oppose, with any possibility of
success, the evil master who threatened them

At this nonment, The Shadow coul d not analyze the terror that the
firelight
showed on the faces of Beak and Quinrick. He had expected to find them as they
were a short while before, when they hatched their crafty schene.

That was why The Shadow had scal ed the outside wall: to look in upon the
conference, for he had | earned of Beak's visit to Quinrick.

Too late to hear either the conversation or the voice that had spoken
from
the tricked radi o, The Shadow had uncovered a scene that pronised strange
unher al ded devel opnents. Fromthe fears of the two men who stood before him
he
divined that a clinmax woul d soon be due.

The Shadow s surmise was correct. He was to witness the incredible before
he left this place. Like threatened nmen, who trenbled as they waited, The
Shadow
was to nmeet with opposition that carried i nhuman power.

Fromthat ordeal would cone a trail of madness and destruction. |If The
Shadow |ived to followit!

CHAPTER |
THE DEAD WHO LI VED

W TH ears strained, the hunted men caught a sound that was inaudible to
The
Shadow, behind the muffling curtains. Whatever that sound, the terror that it
brought was transferred to their faces. Beak Hyler pointed toward a curtai ned
doorway across the room

"It's fromthere!" he panted. "They're com ng!"

"Fromthe kitchen entrance," voiced Qinrick, his tone hollow. "W can't
go
out through there. This way, Beak!"

Quinrick pointed to a corner doorway in the same wall as the firepl ace.
He
started in that direction, only to halt, with a staggery about-face.

"The sane sound," he croaked. "Coming fromthe front. Like the tranp of
feet - slownmarching feet -"

The Shadow coul d now hear it. Dull, clunpy, nonotonous, those beats were
com ng fromboth directions. They carried the thought of inpending doom
arriving in slownotion fashion. The effect resenbled a nightmare; and its
very
sl owness bet okened power.

"What is it -"

Qui nrick gasped the question frantically; but Beak couldn't reply.
Mechani cal ly, the racketeer was funbling for a gun in his hip pocket. That
clumsy nove roused Quinrick to action

Wth a bound, the lawer crossed the room he yanked open the drawer of a
si deboard. Fromit, he produced a revolver and flourished it wildly. Beak's
glimering gun cane into sight at the same nmonent; but his hand was shaky.



"There's no use!" Beak couldn't stand the terror of those sl ow narching
footsteps, |ouder than before. "W've got to get out of here, Quinrick! That
door" - Beak pointed to the end wall - "where does it take us?"

"It's a closet," returned Quinrick. Then, nudging suddenly toward a deep
al cove: "There's a way out! An emergency exit to the fire tower! Once we're
through it, we're safe!"

Both nen stirred their fear-frozen | egs. The Shadow saw t hem dash into
t he
al cove. He could hear the slide of a bolt, as Quinrick drewit.

Al the while, fromthose other passages cane the dull tranp-tram -
| ouder, closer!

The Shadow s gl oved hands moved behind the curtain. H's fists produced a
brace of automatics. Alone, he intended to await the terror that had driven
t he
conspirators berserk. They could make their exit. It would give The Shadow
opportunity to be sole witness to this strange invasion of an uncanny horde.

Then, from el sewhere, The Shadow heard added foot-beats, that clunped
upward. There were gaspi ng shouts fromthe al cove. Quinrick came staggering
back
into the living room Beak close after him

The new sound was from beyond the emergency door that Quinrick had
opened.

Added i nvaders were entering by the fire tower!

SIDE by side, the conspirators waited in the center of the living room
Sl ow marchers were so close that their thunping approach drowned the crackle
of
the fire.

That thunpi ng sound nust have had a controlling effect upon the nmen who
made it; for it took on a constant rhythmfromall directions. Then, as if by
signal, the closet door flung open

There, stowed away, awaiting the sound that awakened them were two
nmenber s
of the invading band. They energed |i ke mechanical figures |oosed froma box.

They were haggard-faced; their clothes were scarcely nore than rags. One
had a long, aristocratic face above the remmants of a tuxedo tie and collar
The
ot her was square-jawed, unshaven, with ill-kenpt hair. He wore a hunting
j acket
that hung in shreds.

Both were alike in expression, chiefly because of their bul ging eyes.
Those
optics, whitened |like the eyes of opium addicts, stared with forceful
penetration.

Seemingly, they | ooked right through the shivering forms of James
Qui nrick
and Beak Hyler. That X-ray vision even gave The Shadow the inpression that the
curtain had nelted in front of him until he realized that the bul gy eyes were
al nost si ghtl ess.

Beak backed toward The Shadow s curtain. Quinrick, left alone, nade a
sudden scranble to join the racketeer. They didn't want to be too cl ose,

t hough,
for in the hands of the ragged invaders were pointing guns, that had cone up
wi th precise nechanical aim Beak and Quinrick el bowed way from each ot her.

A shudder seened to grip the room The effect was created by the stir of
doorway curtains, noving simultaneously. In fromthree directions tranped nore
of the unearthly invaders, comng in single file. Three fromthe front of the
apartment; three fromthe kitchen route; four fromthe fire tower!

Al'l had guns, pointed. Against that opposition, the terrified nen were



hel pl ess. The Shadow coul d see saggi ng shoulders in front of him Beak and
Quinrick were groveling toward the floor, gulping pleas to the unhearing crew
that dom nated them

Wet her that band of corpse-faced humans saw t he pl eading nmen or not,
t hey
were certainly aware of their presence; for the aimng guns formed a ring of
nmetal, every nuzzle trained in the right direction. The group had spread to
form
a semcircle, that was flanking inward.

Noting that, Quinrick nmotioned Beak forward. They crawl ed toward the
center
of the room dragging their guns along the carpet. It was Qinrick who gasped:

"You've got to talk to them Beak! Reason with them- tell themwe're al
right!"

"I can't!" Beak's whine was hopel ess. "They aren't human. They're dead
nen
- living dead nmen - sent here" - Beak's concluding words canme with effort -
"sent here by - by him"

| NVADERS were notionl ess. They were standing in a human circle nearly
three
quarters conpleted. They were like clockwork figures, their nechani sm stopped.
That made it all the nore fearful for the two nen who stared at the bul ge-eyed
faces.

Sonet hi ng had put those doomi ng creatures into notion. At any nonent a
new
conmand mi ght come, to nake themresunme concerted action. Beak's frantic eyes
went toward the radio, as if he feared the signal fromthere. Quinrick saw the
direction of Beak's gaze.

"W nust do sonething!" he whispered. "W have guns. W can shoot our way
t hrough. VWich way will we take?"

"It won't do no good," returned Beak. "You can't croak dead nmen. That's
what these guys are - dead! | didn't believe it when he - when he told ne; but
that was before they cane here!"

Quinrick raised his revolver. There wasn't a nove fromthe entire circle.
But Quinrick's hand was too shaky for his finger to pull the trigger. H's gun
wabbl ed so badly that it went fromone fish-eyed sentinel to another

But he had shown sone sign of nerve. It brought a gritted snarl from
Beak.

If Quinrick was going to make a break, Beak would do the sane. He could tel
fromthe general direction of the |lawer's wabbly aimthat Quinrick had picked
the fire tower as the route for escape.

Sl ow y, Beak began to raise his gun hand fromthe floor. Hs fingers were
tight; they neant business.

That action gave The Shadow sudden understandi ng. He knew t he signal that
the circle of corpse-like men awaited. It wouldn't be a voice fromthe radio.
It
was sonething else; so subtle, that it showed the keenness of the brain that
control |l ed these gruesone invaders.

The brain had cal cul ated that Quinrick and Beak would try to crash the
circle; that in such an effort, their first move would be to open fire. A
gunshot, therefore, would be the signal for the encircling horde. It didn't
matter which doonmed man fired first. Once a shot was given, both would becone
i nstant victins!

No pity did The Shadow hold for either of the cringing crooks. Beak Hyler
was a man who had often indul ged in secret nurder; James Quinrick knew that
fact
and defended it. Their deaths would benefit the public; but they would be nore
useful if they remained alive.



Uncovered by The Shadow, those two could supply inmportant facts if they
were rescued. They would talk, too, it they |earned that The Shadow was
power f ul
enough to snatch themfromtheir present dilemma. That was why The Shadow
noved
to instant action.

His arms spread the wi ndow curtains. Wth |ong, sweeping stride. He
| aunched across the room passing between Beak and Quinrick. He was driving
toward the al cove, to open the path that the doomed nen wanted

NOT a surrounding figure stirred at sight of that aval anche in black; but
The Shadow s path was bl ocked when he came upon the sentinel nearest the
al cove.

At that close range, something nmust have told the mechani zed man that an
attacker was upon him As if reflecting The Shadow s own action, the living
dead
man rai sed his gun armfor a sw ng.

The Shadow s stroke cane first. The bul ge-eyed man col | apsed when a heavy
automatic glanced his skull, thereby belying Beaks claimthat the ragged
i nvaders coul d not be harned.

Wth the swing, The Shadow el bowed the next man in the circle. That
sentinel turned, drove his gun for The Shadow s head.

Wardi ng off the bl ow, The Shadow wheel ed. The clash of steel was stirring
the entire circle. The Shadow had swung toward the amazed men in the center of
the room Wth fierce commandi ng tone, he ordered themto flight.

"This way!" voi ced The Shadow. "Through to the fire tower, before they
close in!"

Quinrick was conming to his feet, anxious to obey. It was Beak who nade
t he
error. To the racketeer, signs of The Shadow nmade hi mforget everything except
t he grudge that the underworld bore that black-cloaked battler. Beak's |ips
snarl ed his recognition

"The Shadow "
Wth the cry, Beak ai med. The Shadow faded as the racketeer tugged the
trigger. The bullet whined wide; it pinged the alcove wall. It was the | ast

shot
that Beak ever fired.
At his shot, action stirred the clock-1like brains of the men who forned
t he
closing circle. Leveled guns swung as if magnetized to their human targets.
Mizzl es spouted a terrific volley toward the center of the floor
Two figures jolted; wallow ng under that nerciless hail, they flattened.
I nstant death had found the intended victinms: Beak Hyler and James Quinrick
The Shadow, w tness to that double nurder, was alone with the roused
hor de
that had conmitted it!

CHAPTER 1 |
THE SHADOW S CAPTI VE

BEAK HYLER hadn't been far wong when he ternmed these invaders "living
dead
men. '
met
such foemen before; he knew of one master who had controlled them and had
termed them "zonbi."

The Shadow had seen that evil nmaster go to a fiery death. Perhaps he had

In action, in appearance, they were reani mated corpses. The Shadow had



risen fromhis ashes. Possibly these zonbie were left-overs fromhis rule.
Those
possibilities, however, were of little moment, for the present.

Zombi s had turned toward The Shadow. Forced to the alcove by Qinrick's
choi ce of exit, The Shadow was in the very path that the ill-assorted squad
i ntended to follow Bulging eyes seenmed sightless no | onger. They carried the
glint of blood-lust.

@uns swung toward The Shadow. Fortunately, they cane with that nechanized
nmotion that was slow, despite its nerciless precision. As flanking zonbis
ai med,

The Shadow drove for the center of the room straight into a nmassed group

Fi ngers tugged, as nechanical as the triggers that they pulled. Those
shots
whi ned t hrough the vacancy that The Shadow had left. He was nmilling with
ot hers
who tried to aim He saw faces all about him- sensitive, |ikable faces,
despite
their ugly staring eyes.

These nen weren't killers by nature; but necessity forced The Shadow to
battle them Gipped by an evil control, they were nurder-mad.

Under certain circunstances, The Shadow woul d have been conpelled to
deliver bullets. Recent experience kept himfromthat course. He didn't intend
to repeat the unw se signal that Beak had given, to produce his own
destructi on.

Gimy, The Shadow kept to the m dst of his opponents, hoping, by his own
exanple, to bring theminto grappling tactics. It worked - partly through The
Shadow s policy, partly because the zonmbis - stirred by recollection of their
master's order - were constrained fromfiring upon their own kind.

Sl uggi ng as he grappl ed, The Shadow kept ragged-cl ad bodi es between
hi nmsel f
and those zonbi who were aimng guns. Quttural voices croaked, wordl essly.
Shooti ng ended as the whole tribe gathered, pressing The Shadow back with
their
novenent .

Downi ng these fighters wasn't easy. The Shadow rmust have picked a soft
one
in his first encounter; for there were hard heads in this crowd, that took the
gun strokes with inpunity. Both arns flaying, The Shadow spent half his effort
beating off the blows that cane in his direction

He was back agai nst the wi ndow, pressing the curtains with him when he
finally saw success ahead. He had whittled his antagonists down to three. The
rest were either slunped to, or slowy rising from the fl oor where he had
pi tched t hem

The zonbie didn't reel when jolted. They either paid no heed or sinply
fol ded; but those who col |l apsed had a faculty of rising, to cone back for
nor e.

The Shadow was ready to whip away fromthe three who struggled with him
He
saw a clear route across the room and was prepared to take it.

Just then, fromthe al cove, The Shadow heard a curious, high-pitched
call.

ZOMBI S stiffened in The Shadow s grasp. In turn, he became rigid. He saw
the rising fighters halt nechanically, to stare in the direction of the cry.

A squatly dark-faced man stepped fromthe al cove, a greasy |eer upon his
lips. The Shadow had never seen that face before, but it was one that he could
renenmber. Fromthe left end of the fellow s nmouth was a jagged scar that ran
toward his ear.

The newconer saw the bodi es of Janes Quinrick and Beak Hyl er. The sight



pl eased him but he was puzzl ed when he observed the sagged zonbie. He
coul dn't
figure how the victinms had managed to down so nmany of the mechani zed fighters.

As chance had it, The Shadow was al nost obscured agai nst the curtains,
behind the figures of the three zonbie who clustered with him

The dark-faced man drew a gun. Other faces thrust into sight behind him
The Shadow recogni zed them as ordinary thugs, who | ooked awed by what they
saw.

“I'"1l march themout!" spat the dark-faced man, in a thick accent. "You
carry the ones that can't nove alone. Bring all of them' - as he spoke, he
circled the gun about the room- "except this one!"

Hi s gun stopped with a quick jerk, centered upon a stoop-shoul dered zombi
whose hol | ow cheeks contrasted with the wi de bul ge of his forehead. That one
i nvader was better attired than the others. H s clothes, though plain and
shabby, were by no neans ragged.

Bef ore The Shadow coul d nake an effort to prevent it, the swarthy-faced
man
did the unexpected. He snapped his gun trigger; a burst of flame scorched
straight for the zonbi's heart. The stooped nan stiffened; came straight
upright. He held that position, staring straight ahead.

Gradual |y, the nmarked zombi swayed; |osing bal ance, he crashed face
forward
to the floor.

Ami d that occurrence, guttural tones came fromthe other zonbie. They
started for the dark-faced man, raising their revolvers. They weren't inspired
by desire to avenge their fallen conrade. They were sinmply responding to the
old
urge: to use their guns when they heard the signal

The swarthy-faced man didn't budge. He sinply repeated the high-pitched
cry
that the zonbis knew. They halted all about him Slowy, their half-raised
hands
canme downwar d.

It was then that the man with the dark face saw The Shadow. The cl uster
of
zonbi s had turned away fromhim Before the dark | eader could issue an order
t hugs shouted their recognition

"The Shadow "

THI'S was the time for gunfire. The Shadow gave it, as the nobbies dived
back into the al cove. The darki sh man sprang in the opposite direction
rolling
behi nd a chair. The Shadow woul d have clipped hin but the bl ocking figure of
a
zonbi ruined his aim

Those quick shots were not only wasted; they brought chaos that
t hr eat ened
di saster for The Shadow.

Agai n, the zonbis answered the gunshot signal, taking its source as their
focal point. They ainmed for The Shadow, and their dark-faced overseer didn't
stop them Instead, he snarled encouragenent; useless to the zonbis, but
inspiring to the thugs.

For once, crooks were willing to battle The Shadow in the open. Wth
l'iving
dead men as shock troops, the thugs had no fear

The Shadow had grabbed the nearest zonbi as a shield. He realized
instantly
that the nove couldn't hel p. The nobbi es had seen the overseer shoot down one
zonbi. They would fire at The Shadow, even if the zonbis didn't.



In this dilemm, there was only one route. It was the window, with a
straight drop to a projecting roof, two floors below Even in desperation
Qui nrick hadn't thought of pointing out that route to Beak. But The Shadow
t ook
the exit that the dead nen had negl ect ed.

There wasn't time to shake off the |one zonbi, who had nade a nechanica
clutch for The Shadow s throat. Weeling, carrying the zonmbi with him The
Shadow | aunched strai ght for the w ndow, hooking the curtains as he went.

The thick drapes ripped fromthe double weight. Wapped in them The
Shadow
and his struggling adversary pitched headl ong i nto space, |eaving a gapi ng
voi d
where the open wi ndow showed the twi nkle of city lights.

@Quns roared again. Thugs and zonbis were shooting for the place where no
one was. The high cry of the overseer stopped that useless fire. Zonbis fel
into file; began their tranp out through the fire tower.

This time, their march was steadier; alnost rapid. Behind them cane the
t hugs, shoving along a few zonmbis who hadn't regained full ability of
| oconot i on.

The scarred overseer remained | ong enough to poke his dark face fromthe
wi ndow and stare into bl ackness below. H s eyes were sharp; but they could not
di scern shape or notion on the |ower roof. He was satisfied that The Shadow
and
one zonmbi had gone to death; for the darkness made the space seem deeper than
it
was.

Little time remained to the ugly |l eader. He could hear the whine of
police
sirens: proof that the roar of guns had been reported. Turning, he studied the
three figures on the floor.

He spat contenptuous words in a foreign tongue at the bodies of Quinrick,
Beak Hyler and the hol | ow cheeked zombi. Wth that, the dark-faced nan nmade
hi s
own exit.

ON t he roof bel ow, The Shadow rose slowy, dizzily. The two-story fal
had
jarred him but he had shoved the zonbi ahead of him to take the brunt of it.
A
tiny flashlight glimered on the zonbi's face from The Shadow s hand.

Bereft of nurderous madness, the zonbi's countenance seened changed. The
man was young; discounting the matty beard that streaked his cheeks and chin,
his face was wel |l -forned. The Shadow pul |l ed away a clunp of drapery, to revea
the fellow s crop of shaggy hair.

The zonbi stirred; his |ips gave a vague nutter. He was alive, thanks to

t he wadded mass of curtain that had made a cushion for his skull. Those
dr apes,
too, had slowed the drop, like an inprovised parachute. The Shadow renenbered

that, fromthe fall.

There was a runble froman all eyway bel ow. The Shadow felt about for a
gun.
By the time he found one, to grip it with nunbed fingers, it was too late to
use
it.

A big van had swung the corner, carrying away its |load of zombis, back to
their master's unknown headquarters.

Ri si ng, The Shadow haul ed his captive with him He reached a | adder at
t he
roof edge, descended it with his human burden. As he drew the zonbi through a



passageway between two buil di ngs, The Shadow blinked a signal with his
flashlight.

There was a taxi waiting on the back street. Its driver saw the fl ashes.
He
joined The Shadow. Together, they hurried the prisoner into the cab. As The
Shadow cl osed the rear door frominside, the driver took the wheel

That cab darted for a corner just as a police car wheeled in fromthe
opposite direction. Shots burst fromthe patrol car; the chase was on, but it
didn't last. Wthin half a dozen tw sty bl ocks, The Shadow s cabby had shaken
t he pursuers.

A grimlaugh sounded within the darkness of the cab, unheard by the
sem consci ous captive who was propped in a corner. That tone marked the
begi nning of a trail.

It was The Shadow s chall enge to a superman of crime, whose mnethods, |ike
his anbitions, surpassed those of all others who dealt in ways of evil!

CHAPTER | V
FACTS FROM THE PAST

THE police didn't find much nystery in the scene at Quinrick's apartnent.
The place was a shanbles, its walls punped full of bullets, proving that rea
battl e had raged there. But that merely pieced in with the aw s theory.

Curiously, the msleading factor was the body that the police found with
those of Quinrick and Beak Hyler. The man was identified; his name was Rufus
Kane. He happened to be a man with an unsavory past.

Early next evening, |nspector Joe Cardona stopped at the Cobalt d ub
Cardona was the ace of all police inspectors; and his visits to the Cobalt
C ub
were frequent, for that was where Ral ph Weston, the police comm ssioner, could
usual | y be found outside of office hours.

On this occasion - as often - Weston was in the grillroom having di nner
with his friend, Lanont Cranston. Liking the linmelight, Wston cultivated the
acquai ntance of reputed nmillionaires Iike Cranston. They were in conversation
when Cardona arrived; being in no hurry, the inspector sat down politely and
l'i stened.

"Of course, of course!" Weston was saying inpatiently. "You are right,
Cranston! There have been nmany cases, lately, of wealthy persons who have
turned
eccentric. But | attribute it entirely to nob psychol ogy."

"Such persons,"” returned Cranston, calmy, "would hardly be influenced by
mass psychol ogy. "

"Bah!" interjected Weston. "Remenber mah-jong? And backgamon? Soci ety
peopl e took up those inane diversions and carried themto he limt, only to
forget them"

"This time," observed Cranston, "they seemto have forgotten thensel ves,
as
well."

Weston grunted. He happened to notice Cardona. The comm ssioner called
upon
the inspector as arbiter.

"Cranston has an odd theory," chuckled Weston, with a return of good
hunor .

"I want you to hear it, Cardona."

Cardona nodded, trying to appear politely interested.

"Sinmply this," remarked Cranston, in a leisurely tone. "Sone nonths ago,
four weal thy young men found such fondness for the sea, that they took a
fifty-foot schooner and enbarked on a round-the-world trip. They have not been
heard from since."



"You mean the Iris!" nodded Cardona. "That boat was probably Il ost. Unless
as was runored later - those four guys headed for a South Sea isle and settled
there."”

West on nodded. He considered Cardona's verdict sound.

"There were curious cases of three wealthy young women," recalled
Cranston,
quite ignoring the opposition. "One took an airplane hop for South America.
She
did not arrive there. Another went to India to marry a H ndu rajah. W haven't
heard how that turned out. The third went fishing off the Florida coast. Her
boat was seen in flames, but her body was never found."

CARDONA shook his head. He agreed with Weston. These instances did not
i mpress him

"Remenber the manufacturer from C evel and?" questioned Cranston. "The one
who announced that he had given all his wealth to charity, so that he could go
into seclusion? Just what seclusion did he choose?"

"\What ever he wanted," replied Weston. "That was his business, not ours.”

"And what about George G ul en?" demanded Cranston. "The young chap who
inherited a quarter million and | eft New York broke, within three nonths?"

"He spent it all," retorted Weston. "He threw noney everywhere to
ever ybody!"

Cranston's gaze fixed steadily upon the conm ssioner. H s eyes,
curiously,
resenbl ed those of The Shadow, but they | acked the identifying burn. Wston
decided sinply that his friend had given up the argunent.

"Come, Cardona," declared Weston, briskly. "Gve me the final report on
| ast night's case.”

"It's open and shut,’

announced Cardona. "To begin with, Beak Hyler went
to

see Janes Quinrick. It wasn't for |egal advice, either; because Beak didn't
need

any, that we know of."

"Then what was his purpose?"

"To shake down Rufus Kane. |'ve got evidence right here" - Cardona tapped
some report sheets - "that both of them Beak and Quinrick, knew how to stage
bl ackmai| as a side line.

"You know who Kane was, conmi ssioner. The banker who was supposed to be
worth plenty, until he absconded with a hundred thousand bucks in trust funds.
Beak probably net up with him and talked himinto getting advice from
Qui nrick

"So Kane showed up. They probably thought he had the nobney with him and
tried to snatch it. Sone of Beak's gorillas were around there - we've
established that - and there were sone others, besides. They nust have
bel onged
to Kane.

"When Kane found out the racket, he objected. That's when the trigger-nen
showed up; but there were two crews of them The big guys got theirs. Wo
snagged the dough, we've still got to find out. This is what they left in the
alley."

Cardona produced a photograph. It showed a small valise, bloodstained,
its
clamp ripped off. The bag bore the initials "R K ", which identified it as
Kane' s.

From hi s pocket, Cardona brought three bank notes, also stained with
bl ood. He laid themon the table.

"These dropped fromthe batch,"” explained Cardona. "W checked their
nunbers. They belong to the dough that Kane stole."



I T was The Shadow s turn to be uni npressed, though nothing in his pose of
Cranston indicated it. Behind the evidence, The Shadow saw the whol e structure
of the cleverly planted schene.

The police theory was based on ignorance of true events at Quinrick's
apartment. Since |ast night, The Shadow had sought an explanation for the
overseer's cold nmurder of one zombi - if the killing of a living dead man
coul d
be termed nurder.

Identification of that man as Rufus Kane - so stated in the norning
newspapers - had opened a new chain of deduction for The Shadow. That squad of
zonbis couldn't all have been enbezzlers |ike Kane; there weren't enough such
men avail abl e. They were Kane's sort, though, in that they had once been
respect abl e hunman bei ngs.

Wy, therefore, had Kane been picked as a planted victim who, in death,
woul d show no traces of having been a zonbi ?

The answer was obvi ous. Kane, alone of that nechanized tribe, was a man
who could be classed as a crimnal sort. But there was a nystery about Kane
that the police hadn't bothered to investigate, because it wasn't in their
provi nce.

That nystery concerned the reputed wealth that Kane had possessed prior
to
his enbezzl ement. The | aw regarded that wealth as imagi nary; The Shadow did
not .

As clearly as if he had overheard the conversati on between Beak Hyl er and
Qui nrick, The Shadow had found the truth. Through sone artful influence, Kane
had been plucked of a fortune before he had turned to crooked ways. Madly
hopi ng
to curry greater favor with an evil nmaster, he had enbezzl ed added funds for
t he
coffers of the vicious genius who controlled him

Deprived of wealth, Kane had been stripped of his nentality as well. H's
reward had been the lot of a zonbi.

Those ot hers were persons who had undergone the same stark fate, without
t he added touch of being forced to crine. They were persons who had not
possessed access to wealth other than their own.

Necessarily, though, they nust have had large funds in their own right,
to
prove worthwhile in the affairs of the master brain behind the gane.

That was why The Shadow - as Cranston - had nentioned cases to
Commi ssi oner
Weston. Sone of those instances, if not all, were the work of the evil master
The Shadow, hinself, held proof, in the person of the captured zonbi. Delving
i nto possible cases, he had already identified his prisoner

The young man was the one whose name Cranston had nentioned to Wston
The
zonbi was George G ulen, the reputed spendthrift who had so rapidly squandered
away a fortune.

The Shadow had al so found a haze surrounding the other cases. No one had
seen the four world voyagers set sail in their sloop. The sane applied to the
airplane flight that one girl had nade; the trip to India undertaken by
anot her.

There was no doubting the law s disinterest in the theories proposed by
Lamont Cranston. To Conmi ssioner Wston and | nspector Cardona, all that
remai ned was to trace a nissing hundred thousand dollars that they thought had
fallen into the hands of small-fry crooks.

Since the | aw wanted no suggestions, the trail belonged to The Shadow
al one. He intended to follow it, unhindered, until he could present facts to
which the [aw would |isten.



WHEN Lanont Cranston left the Cobalt Cub, he stepped into a soundproof
I i nousi ne. Speaki ng through a connecting tube, he quietly told the chauffeur
to
take himto his New Jersey estate. The big car wheel ed southward toward the
Hol I and Tunnel .

Meanwhi | e, Cranston was pulling back a folding seat. From a conpart nent
cleverly hidden in front of that space, he drew a pair of earphones and a
m crophone. The whi sper that he gave was in The Shadow s tone. It brought a
nmet hodi cal response through the earphones:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!"

"One report," voiced Burbank, over the short-wave radio. "From Doctor
Sayre. The patient has shown a sudden recovery."

"Report received!"

Tucki ng away the short-wave set, The Shadow took the speaking tube. H's
voi ce was Cranston's, when he announced to the chauffeur

"I amforgetful, Stanley. | had an appointnent with Doctor Sayre. Take ne
to his office, at once."

Passing lights showed a silent passenger, as the big |inmousine turned
nort hward. The hawki sh face of Lanont Cranston was fixed and i nmobile.
Not i ceabl e, however, was the sparkle of those steady eyes, that seened to rip
into the future as they gazed.

Fromthat relayed report through Burbank, his contact man, The Shadow was
confident that the trail to crine would open before this night had passed.

CHAPTER V
THE MAN FROM THE PAST

DOCTOR RUPERT SAYRE had | ately nmoved to Park Avenue, where his office was
| ocated near a corner. The |inousine, however, did not stop at the Park Avenue
entrance. Instead, Stanley turned the corner and drew up at an obscure door,
some forty feet along the side street.

Why Cranston chose that rear entrance to the doctor's office, was
sonet hi ng
that did not particularly bother Stanley. The chauffeur sinmply supposed that
Cranston's visits were usually after hours, when the main door was cl osed.

It didn't occur to Stanley that there were times when his nmaster cane
here
on strange m ssions, wherein darkness was a needed factor. There had been one
such occasi on the night before, when The Shadow had carried in froma taxicab
a
living person so corpse-like that chance observers m ght have supposed him
dead.

Toni ght, when Cranston alighted, Stanley heard his voice but did not see
himin the gloom The chauffeur drove away at Cranston's order. A silent
figure
approached the obscure door. There, with a key of his own, The Shadow entered.

He had donned sl ouch hat and bl ack cl oak, brought from beneath the rear
seat of the linousine. Those garnments rendered his entrance invisible.

Once inside, The Shadow tucked his black garb beneath a small
wai ti ng-room
bench. He smoothed his evening clothes; strolled through a door into a lighted
of fice.

Doctor Sayre, brisk and alert, |ooked up fromhis desk to see Lanont
Cranst on.

Sayre was conparatively youthful; but he had a professional air that nade



hi m seem ol der than he actually was. H's success was due to his own ability;
but
it was Cranston's friendship that had started Sayre on his clinb. Through
Cranston, Sayre had gai ned frequent contact with that mysterious personage
cal | ed The Shadow.
Those two were closely associated in Sayre's mnd; so closely, that at
times he felt sure that Cranston was The Shadow. At other periods, Sayre
doubt ed
it. At least, he knew, there were times when The Shadow i nmper sonated Cranston.
That reversal of his original opinion struck Sayre as being the nost likely
truth.
Toni ght, Sayre was expecting The Shadow. Instead, he saw Cranston. Taking
that as a matter of course, the physician led the way into another room
There, on a cot, lay a different George Grulen than the man who had
battl ed
The Shadow t he ni ght before.

GRULEN was dressed in fresh clothes; shaven; his hair, though still |ong,
had lost its matted appearance. His face had lost its corpse-like pallor. He
was
sl eeping confortably, except for an occasional catch in his breath. At those
i nterval s, a spasnodi c shudder went through the sl eeping man.

"A strange case," spoke Sayre in an undertone. "One that first rem nded
ne
of -"

He halted, his manner doubtful. It was Cranston who supplied the rest.
"OfF a young man," he said quietly, "a former patient, who had |lost his
menory through a powerful application of vivid red light."

Sayre nodded.

"And of other cases, perhaps,"

resunmed Cranston, "wherein men's ninds
wer e
permanently shattered by a blazing bulb that flashed with dazzling sparks. |
bel i eve The Shadow told you of that apparatus.”

"He did," admtted Sayre. "But in both those cases the nan behind the

evi

wor k was Rodil Mbcqui no, who called hinself the 'Voodoo Master'." (See "The

Voodoo Master", Vol. XVII, No. 1, "The City of Doonmf, Vol. XVII, No.6.)
"Doct or Mocqui no," added Cranston. "I remenber. What becane of Mcqui no?"
"He died -"

The statenent, itself, died on Sayre's lips. Actually, he was uncertain
regardi ng Mocqui no' s deat h.
"l saw Mocquino pitch overboard froma Hudson River ferry," recalled

Sayr e.

"I thought, then, that he had perished. But he came back - to neet The Shadow

again. Later, The Shadow hi nsel f, saw Mocquino fall into the flam ng ruins of

a

huge mansion. To believe that Mdcqui no again escaped death, is incredible -"
"Mocquino is an incredible person," interposed Cranston. "So incredible,

that | believe this" - he gestured toward the formof Gulen - "to be

Mocqui no' s

wor k!"

Sayre consi dered the statenent.

"This is a nmilder case," he objected. "Previously, Mycquino' s victins
requi red special treatnment; or were too far gone for possible recovery. This
pati ent has recuperated fromhis zonbi trance, entirely through his own
stam na."

"Whi ch proves," insisted Cranston, "that Mcquino is even craftier than
before. He has found a nethod of producing a tenporary loss of will that fades
in twenty-four hours. That enables him if necessary, to put his victinms back



into circulation.”

The artful system dawned on Sayre, even though he knew little about the
cases that The Shadow had investigated today. He could see how Mocqui no m ght
spi ke runmors regardi ng persons who had di sappeared, by produci ng them when
required, in apparently good health.

Cranston was | eani ng above the cot. He turned his head toward Sayre.

"The breathing condition?" he queried. "ls it serious?"
"No," replied Sayre. "It is safe to awaken him It is probable, however,
that he will tire easily. That is why |I sent for an oxygen tank."

"It has arrived?"

"Yes. Wthin the last hour."

Sayre stepped to a corner; he rolled out the tank, with hose and
respirator
attached. Cranston raised his hand.

"Later," he suggested. "l shall first test himin his present state."

GEORGE GRULEN roused easily. Soon, he was propped on pillows, staring

into

the face of Lanont Cranston. Doctor Sayre heard the visitor's quiet voice
aski ng

guestions to which Gulen responded.

"I -1 was a fool!" panted the victim "Yet - if you knew Mcquino - you
woul d understand. | can hear the beat of those tomtons - the crackle of the
fire! Mocquino fears no fire; but we feared it" - the speaker shuddered -
"even

after we becane zonbis!"

"You recall that experience?" questioned Cranston

"Yes," replied Gulen. "But it is dim | remenber everything very hazily.
The voodoo cult - a joke at first" - his breath was com ng hard - "and then it
gri pped me! Mcqui no denanded wealth - nore wealth - nmore than | could supply

He sank back on the pillows. Eyes half closed, he nuttered alnost to
hinsel f. Listening with one ear close, Cranston caught a nane.

"Marcia - Marcia Cortell." Gulen's head slipped toward his shoul der.
" She
was safe - when | last saw her. But she believes Mxcquino. Stop her - from
goi ng
there!™”

"Where is the place?"

"I don't - know. W were taken there. How, | don't renmenber. | forget -
everything -"

The tone faded. Strained by his effort. Gulen was panting hard for air.
Sayre made connections with the oxygen tank; advanced with the respirator. The
hose di sconnected as he pulled it; Sayre was forced to affix it again.

Cranston's eyes were surveying Gulen with a steady glint. That gaze told
much. The Shadow knew that Gulen's nmenories, like his words, had faded. Wen
restored, he would be nore nearly normal; but his recollections of the voodoo
cult woul d becone a bl ank

Unquesti onably, Mcquino's schemes depended upon such a result.

O herw se,
he woul d have no need to ever restore a victim

Cranston's cal mtone had taken on a penetrating force. It was |ow, but
audible to Grulen. It had the senmbl ance of a sinister whisper that he had
heard
the night before; one that jogged his recollections.

"Name others" - the tone was a command - "others, if you can renmenber
t hem
who were nenbers of the voodoo cult!”

Again, the name "Marcia" was forced fromGulen's lips. That was all



Grulen could apparently renenber no other. No |onger using the forceful nethod
of The Shadow, Cranston turned toward Sayre, who was at hand with the
respirator.

"Very well, doctor. He is ready for the oxygen -

THE even tones ended abruptly. Cranston's eyes, as leisurely as his
Voi ce,
had roved al ong the hose to the tank connection. Despite Sayre's adjustnment,
there was still a leak; it evidenced itself visibly.

A vapory trickle, green in hue, was coiling like a tiny waith fromthe
top
of the oxygen tank. Its faint hiss, to those ears that noticed it, was as
vi cious as the tongued warni ng of a serpent.

In a trice, Cranston was transforned into a being who acted with
split-second speed.

His right armdrove beneath Grulen's shoulders. Wth trenendous power,
yet
wi th amazi ng ease, The Shadow haul ed the panting man fromthe cot.

That sudden notion, plus the fierce warning that The Shadow voi ced,
aroused
Gulen fromhis lethargy. He actually propelled hinself, staggering blindly
along, to aid The Shadow s drive toward the door

Li ke a many-1inbed nonster, the pair bow ed Sayre ahead of them The
ast oni shed physician I ost his hold on the hose and went spraw i ng backward
into
the office. He rolled away as Cranston and Grul en cane hurtling upon hin for
The Shadow ended that lunge with a powerful dive.

It was Sayre who saw what happened, just as the others struck the office
fl oor.

Wth a sighing puff, the top lifted fromthe oxygen tank. Though al npst
silent, the explosion was forcible. The tank di sgorged a greeni sh gas that
spread |i ke an expanding nonster, filling the entire roomthat the trio had
j ust
left.

Sayre caught the scent of a deadly odor, chlorine, as the ugly vapor
writhed toward the open door, seeking to flood the office with its nurderous
fumes. The physician gave a hoarse shout of warning. Cranston heard it, and
act ed.

Rolling away from G ul en, The Shadow showed hi s accustomed speed in
energency. Flat on the floor, he hooked the door with his extended foot;
sl ammed
the barrier shut with one deft kick, thus walling off the deadly cloud.

Agai n The Shadow had warded off a thrust from Mocqui no. That gas-filled
tank had been sent here by the Voodoo Master

Mocqui no' s far-reaching hand had stretched to clutch The Shadow, and had
fail ed!

CHAPTER VI
THE LONE CAMPAI GN

LAMONT CRANSTON appeared unruffl ed, when he arose fromthe fl oor

Toget her,

he and Doctor Sayre propped George Gulen into a confortable chair. The

pati ent

had | apsed into a comatose state, that Sayre pronounced as nerely tenporary.
As Sayre saw it, the situation wasn't serious. Cranston, thinking of

ot her



factors, decided differently.

"Regarding the patient," he said, calmy. "lIs he in condition to travel
by
aut onobi |l e and ai rpl ane?"

"Quite," replied Sayre, sonewhat surprised. "The car trip would do him

good; and in planes, oxygen tanks are available. | rnust give you instructions,
t hough, regarding the proper treatnent.”
"That will be unnecessary, since you - not | - are the person who wl |

acconpany G ul en. "

"But my practice?"

Cranston's snmile answered Sayre's question. The physician recalled that
he
had | ong ago nade arrangenents for another doctor to handle the practice, in
case of energency. Sayre hadn't anticipated that he would have to take a trip
on
such short notice; but he knew that it could be done.

So it was Cranston who issued instructions. He wote themon a sheet of
paper that he handed to Sayre. As the physician began to read them Cranston
turned abruptly.

"I am going to your garage,’

he told Sayre, "to arrange for your car to
be
brought here. Wait for word at the rear door."

It was Cranston who brought Sayre's car to a conveni ent parking place,
from
whi ch he reentered the obscure door. Once inside, he took the black garnents
that he had stowed behind the waiting-roombench. Fromthat nonent, the
identity
of Cranston was blotted. It was The Shadow who returned to Sayre's office.

Silently, the cloaked arrival aided Sayre with G ul en. They brought the
sem conscious nman to the sidewal k; put himinto the doctor's coupe. There, The
Shadow whi spered for Sayre to await a signal. Returning to the office, The
Shadow | eft the rear door ajar

He was watching two directions: safeguarding Sayre, while he antici pated
new arrival s.

A DOZEN m nut es had al ready passed. Three nore produced the result that
The
Shadow expected. There was a creaking sound fromthe front of Sayre's suite.
Sneaky visitors had jimmed the avenue door

They were coning closer, through a waiting room The Shadow st epped back
into the darkness of the passage. He saw the arrivals - a trio of
rough- | ooki ng
customers, who | ooked unconfortable in the good clothes that they had worn for
this foray on Park Avenue.

Evidently, they were thugs, like the cover-up crew that Mycquino had
enpl oyed the night before. Their faces, however, were new to The Shadow, mute
proof of a theory that he had | ately devel oped; nanely, that Mcqui no had
gai ned
control of many forces in the underworld.

The three saw the door to the side room They opened it. The greenish gas
had settled, but they could sniff the traces of it. They stared, puzzled by
t he
vacancy where they had expected to find at |east two victins.

Snarling anong thensel ves, the hoodl uns renoved their only trophy: the
f ake
oxygen tank. They were starting for the front, when a sound stopped them It
was
the clank of an automatic agai nst woodwork, done deliberately by The Shadow.

VWil e the thugs couldn't make out the cause of the sound, they did



di scover
its direction. Yanking revolvers, they noved toward the rear passage.

Al'l along, they were lured by vague sounds. The Shadow | ed them t oward
t he
door to the side street. They were cl ose when he edged through, but they
didn't
see the notion of the black-clad figure.

From then on, The Shadow s nobves were silent. He glided al ong the
si dewal k;
dropped to a flight of stone steps that led to a basenent.

The Shadow coul d hear the prow ing thugs back by the doorway. He saw
Sayre's coupe; a taxi had pulled in behind it. Half rising, The Shadow
twi nkl ed
his flashlight, nmuffling it so the blinks were invisible to the prow ers but
seen by Sayre and the taxi driver.

Sayre was awai ting that signal. The coupe's notor was throbbing; Sayre
shoved the car into gear. The coupe pulled suddenly fromits place, nade a
qui ck
start eastward.

Crooks scranbled from Sayre's doorway; they yanked their guns to fire at
the fleeing car. A sudden laugh chilled them it was weird, shivery, from
somewhere along the Iine of building walls. They knew that |augh: The Shadow s
nockery!

The three thugs wheel ed, and opened a wild fire that was a sheer waste of
bull ets. Wrse than that, they marked thensel ves for The Shadow. Crouched | ow
upon the steps, four feet beneath the path of fire, The Shadow returned the
fusillade. His tinely shots clipped the crooks, sprawiing themto the
si dewal k.

That crew was out of the way.

THE taxi was in notion, when The Shadow sped across the sidewal k to board
it.

A rakish car hauled in from Park Avenue. On the taxi's running board, the
door open as a shield, The Shadow fired through the w ndow. From his
hal f - crouched position, he ained at the front wheels of the oncom ng car

Bull ets cleaved the treads of tires. The pop of bl ow outs drowned the
bl asts of The Shadow s guns. The car careened; floundered to a halt. The
gunnen
init fired shots as useless as the oaths they shouted. Their only target was
the taxi's thick steel door, that closed while they bonbarded it.

The Shadow was away in his own bull etproof cab, w th another of
Mocqui no' s
gun crews conpletely unable to pursue.

Those tastes of battle told The Shadow that nore conflict was due. Sayre
was speedi ng sout hward on Lexi ngton Avenue, when The Shadow si ghted him

A car cut in froma side street; began to overhaul the doctor's coupe. In
the rear-view mrror, Sayre saw what was com ng. He gave his car a spurt.

Hitting fifty, the pursuing car drew up on the left; but its speed didn't
mat ch the rocketing taxi, which the attackers failed to notice. Me Shrevnitz,
The Shadow s taxi driver - and one of his secret agents - could do seventy
with
t hat hi gh-geared cab

Just as crooks were sw veling a machine gun toward Sayre's w ndow, the
cab
overtook them

Three wi de, those cars were roaring down Lexington Avenue, while other
traffic scudded for safety. Above the roar of notors came the staccato stabs
of
The Shadow s automatics. He spotted the machine gunners; toppl ed them where



t hey
crouched.

O her crooks jabbed revolvers in The Shadow s direction; but their
gesture
was bel ated. The taxi's rear door was even with the driver of the
gunman-filled
car. The Shadow snapped a straight shot at the nan who handl ed the wheel. Wth
a
howl , that hoodlumlost his grip, for the slug had clipped his shoul der

He managed to tranp down the brake pedal but he couldn't avoid a crash.
The
car swerved across the avenue, denolished a fire-plug as it | eaped the curb,
and
battered itself through a plate-glass w ndow.

Moe kept his accelerator to the floor board through all that bedl am and
Sayre copied the taxi driver's exanple. Both were clear when the attackers
t ook
their devastating skid. The taxi, however, had passed the coupe.

Looki ng through the rear wi ndow, The Shadow saw no ot her pursuing cars.
He
| et Moe pace Sayre fromthen on. It was a good policy; for Mde didn't stay on
Lexi ngt on Avenue. |nstead, he wangl ed through side streets, show ng Sayre how
to
navi gate corners in expert fashion. Wen that tw sty course ended, they were
on
Sevent h Avenue, in the nei ghborhood of G eenw ch Village.

There, at The Shadow s order, Me |et Sayre speed ahead. Follow ng The
Shadow s previous instructions, Sayre made straight for the Holland Tunnel
| eading to New Jersey. A few bl ocks before they reached the tube, there was a
| ast thrust that proved Mcqui no's foresight.

AS the coupe passed a corner, it was recognized. A sedan whizzed fromthe
curb, to followit. That chase was ended in a dozen seconds. Crooks heard the
report of an automatic; over their left shoulders they saw a taxi bearing down
on them with The Shadow | eaning fromthe w ndow.

A crash seened inmnent. Thugs didn't have time to open battle. The
sedan' s
driver skewed his car to the right, clipped the rear fender of a parked truck
and bashed the radiator of his own car against a building wall.

Hal f the crooks were on the floor, the others diving froman opened door
as The Shadow s bullets whined through the sedan's wi ndows. Their crash was a
lucky one; it meant that The Shadow didn't have to wound t hem

The cab reached the entrance to the Holland Tunnel. Sayre's car had
started
t hrough; on the other side of the river, it would ride the well-policed
Skyway,

a clear route to Newark Airport. The taxi didn't follow Instead, it tw sted
anong downtown streets, then started northward

Meanwhi |l e, from beneath the rear seat, The Shadow drew a short-wave radio
set that matched the one in Cranston's |linousine. He got in touch with
Bur bank,
his contact man.

"Instructions to all agents," intoned The Shadow. "Take i mediate cover!
Make contact regularly, but in accordance with energency provisions."

It wasn't Mbe who eventual ly drove that bulletproof cab into the garage
where he regularly kept it. The taxi driver had dropped off along the way, at
The Shadow s order, to take cover |ike the other agents.

The Shadow, hinself, pulled into the garage; stopping in a dimcorner, he
glided, unnoticed, from behind the wheel



Qut through a side door, The Shadow reached the shelter of envel oping
darkness. Fromthen on, his course was untraceable. The Shadow needed no cover
other than night itself. But he was too wise to put his various agents to the
sanme test.

That trip to the Holland Tunnel had convi nced The Shadow that Mbcqui no's
hand reached everywhere. Thrusts like the one at Sayre's coul d be expected
agai nst ot hers who served The Shadow. In previous |life, Doctor Rodil Mcquino
had | earned many facts regardi ng The Shadow s organi zation

If the Voodoo Master had actually returned from doom he would use every
nmet hod to entangl e The Shadow, once he knew that the bl ack-cl oaked avenger was
again on his trail.

Shoul d Mbcqui no capture men who served The Shadow, they woul d suffer
heavily, along with The Shadow s pl ans.

The Shadow, therefore, had chosen a | one camnpaign

CHAPTER VI |
SPI ES MEET TROUBLE

LAMONT CRANSTON di d not appear at the Cobalt Cub the next day. H s
absence
was expl ai ned by vari ous newspaper itens, in both norning and evening
edi tions,
whi ch The Shadow read in the solitude of a hotel room

Several mnor crimes had occurred during the past twenty-four hours.
Crimnal s had ransacked an of fice bel onging to an insurance broker naned
Rut | edge Mann, who happened to be out of town. A crazed man had i nvaded the
newspaper offices of the New York O assic seeking a reporter named C yde
Bur ke;
fortunately, Burke was away on an assi gnment.

Al so, there had been a battle at the Hotel Metrolite, between house
detectives and sone excited guests. The fray had termnated in a roomrecently
occupi ed by a young man naned Harry Vincent, who had checked out shortly
before
the gunfire.

Al three, Mann, Burke, and Vincent, were agents of The Shadow. That fact
was not nentioned in the newspapers, for it was unknown.

There were other events, too, within the borders of the underworld. Such
t hi ngs were conmon; hence, they were scantily nentioned in the newspapers. The
Shadow knew that the thrusts had been directed agai nst others of his agents
who
served himin the "badl ands."'
br oke.

Eveni ng was cl ose at hand, with The Shadow debating what course he shoul d
take. It would be easy for himto shed his guise of Cranston, which was nerely
an assuned one; but The Shadow hardly regarded that course as profitable. He
did
not want to avoid clashes with Mcquino' s henchnen; contrarily, he wel coned
t hem

Those agents, too, had departed before the storm

Doct or Mocqui no knew that The Shadow often appeared as Lampont Cranston.
Therefore, it was wise to retain the Cranston identity. There was an added
reason for such policy; one which would surely serve The Shadow, if events
turned agai nst him

That reason was to make itself apparent much sooner than The Shadow
f or esaw.

At present, The Shadow s chief concern was Marcia Cortell. He knew, from
Gulen's testinmony, that the girl was a menber of Mcquino's new voodoo cult;
al so, that she was one of the persons who had not yet suffered the plight of a
zonbi .



Probably there were others of Marcia's ilk; but they were tracel ess.

Mocqui no knew how to instill silence anbng his followers. A neeting with
Marci a
was the surest, quickest way to reach the heart of Mycquino's invisible
enpire;

but it also promised difficulties.
By this tine, Mucquino knew that Gulen night have tal ked. Since Marcia

was
t he one person that G ul en woul d have nentioned, she would certainly be under
Mocqui no' s surveillance. No nmention was made of Marcia Cortell in the society

col ums of the eveni ng newspapers; but The Shadow | earned that a famed concert
pi ani st naned Pangani was being entertained at the town hone of Adol ph
Mel |'i shaw.

That was a worthwhile clue. Marcia was a friend of the Mellishaw famly,
and m ght be at the party.

There was another factor that brought a smle to the thin Iips of Lanont
Cranston. He renenbered the Mellishaw pearls - the sort of prize that many
crooks woul d seek to acquire. Those pearls promnmised a way whereby any of
Mocqui no' s spies could be elimnated.

Pi cking up the tel ephone, The Shadow put in a call to police
headquarters.

In a disguised tone, quite different from Cranston's, he asked for Inspector
Cardona. When Joe cane on the wire, The Shadow adopted his own weird whi sper

Cardona listened; he had heard that voice before. The inspector was stil
repeating the word "yes" in an awed tone, when The Shadow delivered a | ow,
significant [augh and hung up the receiver

ONE hour later, two huddl ed watchers were across the street fromthe
Mel | i shaw resi dence, watching the cars that stopped in front of the brownstone
house. They had chosen an excel |l ent observation post, with a darkened
passageway
behi nd t hem

A crouchy figure cane through the passage and gave a | ow grow ed
greeting:

"Everything's jake! No bulls in sight."

"O K., Luke," vouchsafed one of the spies. "Keep your eyes peeled. I|f
anyt hi ng goes sour back there, give us the word."

Luke noved back through the passage. He avoided a rmuddy spot close by the
dar kened wal | . That was why he happened to pass a cl oaked shape that pressed
there, invisible in the gl oom

One mnute later, The Shadow had silently advanced until he hovered j ust
behi nd the watching nmen. Like that pair, he saw a taxicab stop in front of the
Mel | i shaw house. Fromthis oblique view, its |one passenger was Vvisible when
she
al i ght ed.

Even at that distance, the girl's features were distinguishable. She was
a
pronounced brunette, whose raven hair made a striking contrast against the
white
fox furs that she wore.

"That's the noll!" spoke one of the watchers. "An' there goes the car
t hat
was trailin" her."”
"Yeah," added the other. "An' she's alone, |like she's supposed to be. So

there ain't nothin" for us to report."

"Not until she conmes out again. |If anybody's with her, that's when we
spill
the word. Only, what about while she's inside the joint?"

"Suggy's watchin' that. He's stagin' the waiter act. He cane in with the



bunch that's goin' to serve pink tea, or whatever them dudes guzzle."

The Shadow s flashlight blinked - a tiny twinkle, cupped in his glove. It
was unnoticed by the crouched spies; but eyes in a parked car sawit. A man
slid
out, went toward the nearest corner. Meanwhile, The Shadow retreated silently
t hrough the passage.

This time, Luke heard The Shadow s approach. That was intended. The sound
t hat Luke caught was the slight scrape of a shoe sole on rough cenent. Luke
twi sted about; his scranble told his position

The next sound in that gloomwas the thud of a gun handl e upon Luke's
t hi ck
skull, followed by a splash in the nmud that Luke had so carefully avoi ded.

Agai n. The Shadow s flashlight blinked. Imrediately after that signal, he
was gone

| DLERS strolled along the front street. As two of themreached the narrow
passage, they noved into action. Flashlights gleanmed in their fists, revealing
guns and badges. The gl ow al so showed the startled spies. They scranmbled to
their feet and fled, with the detectives on their heels.

O her flashlights broke the darkness fromthe rear. The crooks were
bl ocked
by anot her brace of dicks, who stood with | evel ed guns above Luke's coiled
figure.

VWil e I nspector Cardona was arriving to congratulate his nen upon their
capture, another cab rolled up to the Mellishaw house. The man who stepped
lazily fromthe interior was Lamont Cranston. His attire was faultl ess except
for a slight trace of nmud upon his shoe-tips.

Cranston was a surprise guest; but he was definitely wel coned at the
party.

The Mellishaws had met himlong ago; knowi ng that he was seldomin town, they
had insisted that he drop in whenever convenient. They were nore than
del i ght ed

to find that Cranston remenbered that invitation

It didn't take The Shadow long to spot the man called "Suggy." The fell ow
| ooked nore respectable than the average thug; but his gawki ng methods were
t oo
obvi ous. Suggy | ooked particularly unconfortable when he saw I nspect or Cardona
arrive for a word with M. Mellishaw

The two went into a side room Sneaking away fromthe other waiters,
Suggy
i stened near the half-cl osed door

Suggy failed to notice the other end of the passage. There, a door opened
into the roomwhere Ms. Mllishaw kept her pearls. A tall guest strolled in
t here; stopped at an obscure wall safe.

Lanont Cranston had lost his leisurely pose. His fingers were the deft
digits of The Shadow, as they mani pul ated the conbination

The little safe came open. The Shadow found the case that contained the
pearls; he plucked the necklace fromthe interior. He wi ped the door and the
conbi nation but did not shut the safe.

Adj usti ng a bandanna handkerchi ef across his eyes, he noved toward the
front of the room instead of returning to the passage.

There was a door there; as The Shadow opened it, the sound of rmnusic
reached
him The noise of the door disturbed the listeners; they saw the nmasked face
t hat poked through

VWi ppi ng away, The Shadow sl ammed the door. Pulling away the bandanna, he
swabbed the door knob, then dashed for the hallway.

First coners saw only a vague figure diving into the gloomy hall. Somne

one



shouted that the safe was open. Half a dozen nmen took up the chase. Suggy
heard

the clatter; sprang away fromthe door where he was crouched. The fake waiter
started a dash of his own, when he saw a man heading for him

A nmoment | ater, The Shadow was rolling Suggy on the floor. Qhers
arrived;

Cardona cane dashing fromhis conference with Mellishaw. They saw Cranston
| ocked with Suggy. They piled in to help him

That was when The Shadow pretended to take a jolt on the chin. He rolled
away; Suggy was free, off on another dash

Cardona captured the fell ow on the back stairs. Guests held the gl owering
crook while Suggy spouted his innocence. That didn't hel p hi mwhen Cardona
frisked him to find the string of pearls and the telltal e bandanna. Suggy's
eyes went bul ge; his mouth opened so wi de in astonishment that he coul dn't
prot est .

Lanont Cranston was snoothing his clothes as Cardona put the bracelets on
Suggy. No one paid attention to the crook's crazy shouts that the evidence had
been planted on him All the guests were too busy congratul ati ng Cranston on
being the first to block the crimnal's flight.

Cranston's lips were imobile; his eyes showed no flash. But behind that
cal mexterior, The Shadow felt new satisfaction. He had matched his outside
wor k
with this inside acconplishnment.

The [ ast of Mdcquino's spies was gone. Marcia Cortell remai ned unwat ched.
Soon she woul d be interviewed by Lanont Cranston, otherw se The Shadow.

CHAPTER VI I'|
MARCI A MEETS THE SHADOW

MARCI A CORTELL was a girl of gorgeous beauty. Her oval face was a
perfectly
shaped setting for |ong-1ashed eyes that carried a dark, dreany |anguor, a
nose
of exquisite mold, and lips with a ruddiness as natural as their friendly
smile.

Despite the bl ackness of her hair, her conplexion was a clear white,
form ng a contrast that added materially to her beauty. Her attire was
tasteful;
her | ow necked eveni ng gown was sinpl e and unador ned.

Marcia wore but little jewelry: one nodest ring, and tiny earrings. These
few gens seened to carry nore luster than the crusting of jewels that appeared
on ot her women present.

It wasn't long before Lanont Cranston and Marcia Cortell becane well
acquai nt ed.

The epi sode of the pearls broke the ice; and Cranston's nodesty about the
whol e affair inpressed Marcia. The girl was quite reserved. She |iked
i mper sona
peopl e, and Cranston seened to be one.

After an hour of intermittent piano recitals, the two were seated in a
pl ace well distant fromthe rmusic. Cranston was relating stories of foreign
| ands that he had visited, keeping his own part well in the background of his
narratives.

Qccasionally, his eyes net Marcia's. Always, The Shadow detected a
conpl acency in the girl's gaze. In another person, that m ght have been an
excellent sign. Wth Marcia, it was not. She had the self-satisfaction that
The
Shadow had noted, in the past, anmong persons who bel onged to Mcqui no's former
voodoo cul t.



If a final shred of evidence were needed to prove that Doctor Mcqui no
still lived, Marcia Cortell supplied it; not by word, but through her
dereanor.

It was after half-past ten. The Shadow observed a restlessness in
Marcia's
expression, a far-away look in her dark eyes. He knew the synptons; realized
that he was closer to the border of adventure than he had supposed.

Marcia was stirred by recollections. Perhaps her brain was responding to
the thrumm of imaginary tomtons. The Shadow s concl usion was definite: the
voodoo cult was due to neet tonight!

| NSTANTLY, Cranston's tone changed. There was a trace of disdain in his
usual l y even voi ce

"Two countries where | visited," he remarked, "are scarcely worth
nmenti on.

The peopl e are backward; ignorant and superstitious. The supposed gl amour of
those lands is false. | refer to Haiti and San Dom ngo."

A sudden chal l enge fl ashed from Marci a's eyes.

"Do you know t hose countries well?" she denanded.

"Certainly." Cranston paused to light Marcia's cigarette and his own.
"Why
do you ask?"

"Because you apparently have not heard of strange custons that exist
there."”

"You mean the voodoo rites." Cranston's |laugh was even-toned. "They are
shans! A lot of crazed natives dancing hal f-clad about a fire. Nothing nore."

"Per haps you have never wi tnessed the true voodoo."

"But | have!"™ Cranston's tone was insistent "Not in Haiti but in Africa,
where the rites originated. In Africa, the cerenonies are far superior; but
even
there" - Cranston shrugged, as though di sappointed - "the stuff is pure
hysteria."

Marcia's lips firmed. She seened prepared to explode facts that would
belittle Cranston's statenents. She caught herself; resuned her attitude of
cont ent ment .

"There are nysteries in this world," she declared, "that are beyond your
ability to explain, M. Cranston."

"And | have seen theml" This time, Cranston's tone took Marcia with its
sway. "Not anpbng the voodoo tribes, for they are shans, but in India, anong
t he
H mal aya Mountains; and in Tibet."

"Have you seen persons," demanded Marcia, "who are imune to fire?"

"OfF course!" Coolly, Cranston held his cigarette with its lighted tip
strai ght downward. He pressed his thunb upward from beneath, his forefinger
downward from above, and held the cigarette in that position. "Like this."

"Atrick!"

Marcia's tone was scornful; but her eyes were puzzled. Cranston plucked

t he
cigarette fromits position, puffed it, with a slight smle. Marcia was right:
it was a trick. The packing of the ash had protected his thunb. But Mircia
hadn't guessed the secret.

"Atrick?" Cranston's tone was idle. "Wiy not? All fire ordeals are
tricks
- even the ones that | have witnessed in the Oient, though they are far
superior to any denonstrations of voodoo wi zardry. But in Tibet, one sees
mracles that pass all reason.

"For instance, the materialization of a living form Suppose a being
created itself, here, before our eyes. A solid form with living voice nore
wei rd than any ghostly tongue. Wuld you believe such a being nore powerful



t han
any self-styled master of voodoo art?"

Marci a consi dered. Cranston's words had deeply inpressed her. Finally,
she
obj ect ed:

"That woul d be inpossible."

"But if it actually happened?"

"Then | could believe. Yes. It would be wonderful; even nore so than
t hi ngs
that | have al ready seen!"

"Al ready seen?"

"I mean, things that others have seen." corrected Marcia. "Persons |ike
yourself, M. Cranston. But |I" - she glanced at her tiny wist watch - "I nust
go. It is late - later than | thought."

THE cl ock showed el even when Marcia left that house. A cruising car
pi cked
up her taxi's trail, as it had before. Cccupants of that car saw that Marcia
was
al one. They followed to the apartnent house where she lived; then rode away.
Through that departure, they failed to see another cab that stopped a

ful

bl ock distant. The driver who handl ed that cab was dunfounded to find that he

had no passenger. Instead, a five-dollar bill was lying on the rear seat.
There had been a passenger originally - a leisurely nan attired in

eveni ng

cl othes. But he had become a cl oaked figure of blackness that had glided
silently fromthe stopping cab, into waiting shadows.

In her third-floor apartnent, Marcia Cortell opened a cl oset door and
reached hi gh upon a shelf to draw down curious garnents of |eather. That
outfit
i ncluded a ragged skirt girdled with a snake skin; a tunic with jagged sl eeves
and neck.

Si ght of that garb brought eagerness. Marcia's eyes showed their forner
glint. Her thoughts were pounding with the beat of tomtons; the gleamin her
eyes was like the reflection of vivid firelight. The feel of the rough | eather
garments seened soft to her touch. She hated the silken clothes in which she
was
so stylishly clad.

Hastily, madly, Marcia divested herself of all civilized attire, flinging
the clothes pell-nell in the closet. She clad herself in the sinple voodoo
gar b;
gave a long sigh of freedom

Wth her change of attire, she felt that she had shed the cares and
bur dens
of nodern exi stence. She gazed contenptuously upon the expensive furnishings
of
her del uxe apartnent.

She had the tread of a jungle dweller, as she crossed the living room
There, she unl ocked a bureau drawer, and from a box produced a dozen finger
rings that were thick with gens. Spitefully, Marcia slipped the jewelry upon
her
fingers.

Neckl aces were next - three of them w th sapphires and di anonds. Marcia
clasped all of them about her throat. There were bracelets, half a dozen of
them Marcia slipped five upon her wists.

The final one was a famly heirloom a large bracelet set with rubies. It
was too |arge for Marcia's slender wist, so she raised her foot and placed it
on her ankl e.



There was a silver box in the drawer. Marcia pondered; then decided to
t ake
it with her. She tucked the key beneath the snake skin that girded her waist;
cl osed the bureau drawer and extingui shed the floor |anp that al one provided
light.

Bar ef oot ed, Marcia stole silently through the apartnent, picking her way
perfectly in the dark. She seemed to have adopted a new personality; one that
bel onged with outdoor w |l ds. She knew, though, that her appearance was
unsui ted
to Manhattan. That was why she stopped at the closet. to take along a dark
wr ap
and a pair of slippers.

Thr ough the darkened kitchenette, then to the fire tower. Descending, she
reached a dimcourtyard. Before crossing that space, she put on the slippers
and
wr apped the cl oak about her, hiding her gem studded fingers and the silver
box.

Wal ki ng through to the rear street, Marcia saw a |arge car parked sone
di stance ahead. Except for her bare ankles - one with its bracelet - she would
not have excited notice as she strolled to the |inousine. The w ndows of that
car were dark; Mrcia knew that they were painted bl ack

She realized also that two men were watching her: the driver and anot her
who | urked near the curb. That, however, was usual. Calmy, Marcia opened the
i nobusine's rear door, stepped into the dark interior. There was no inner
handl e; nerely a strap by which she pulled the door shut, |ocking herself
i nsi de.

THE car noved forward. Marcia knew that the watcher had joined the
driver,
even though she could not see them for the connecting wi ndow was al so solid
bl ack.

In that darkness, Marcia kicked off her slippers, pulled the cloak from
her
shoul ders and tossed it to the floor

There was a long ride ahead; she did not have to nake it in pitch-black
surroundi ngs. There was a light, installed for the conveni ence of passengers
like herself. Marcia found the switch and pressed it.

That click brought light; with the dimglow came another result. The
interior of the soundproof |inobusine quivered with the whispered shudder of a
strange, uncanny |augh that seened to emanate from nowhere. Marcia's eyes
showed
startl ement. She | ooked about her to learn the cause of that chill mrth.

Her gaze was riveted by other eyes - hot burning orbs that peered from
beneath the brimof a slouch hat. Marcia saw the cl oaked shoul ders of a
bl ack-cl ad being who sat beside her in the nystery car. So startling was his
arrival here, that he seened a living remant of the darkness that the |ight
had
ot herwi se di spel |l ed.

Awe showed in Marcia's gaze. Her neeting with this being was nore
astoundi ng than the events that she was on her way to witness. The beats of
i magi nary tomtons vani shed from her thoughts; all that she could recall were
the words of Lanont Cranston, uttered an hour before.

Marcia Cortell was face to face with a being who had seem ngly appeared
from space.

She had net The Shadow, as hinsel f!

CHAPTER | X



THE VOODOO GROTTO

THE obvi ous did not occur to Marcia Cortell. That was not surprising, for
the girl's mnd was keyed to the imnpossible. That was the case with all who
cane
beneat h the sway of Doctor Mcquino and his claptrap voodoo nysteries; and The
Shadow knew it .

That was why he had taken this bold course, instead of flagging Marcia
when
she cane from her apartnent.

The Shadow had cone across the parked |inousine. It has watched; but The
Shadow spotted the outside guard. He saw the fellow turn to | ook for Marcia.
That was when The Shadow had silently opened the rear door and edged into the
I'i mousi ne hinself.

Once he had deftly drawn that door shut, he had known surely that his
presence woul d astound Marcia Cortell

From the past, The Shadow renenbered the bl atant but inpressive manner in
whi ch Doctor Mbcqui no addressed the voodoo cultists. The Shadow had out mat ched
t hat speech before; he used the same neasures upon this occasion

The sonetinmes nusical utterances of Mycquino were forgotten by Mrcia,
when
she heard the sinister tone of The Shadow. The former spell was forgotten as
she
felt the grip of a new, nore masterful power.

"You believe in voodoo" - The Shadow s tone had a well-controll ed
senbl ance
of a sneer - "and a self-styled master who invokes it. | have come to neet

t hat
master, to declare himan inpostor!"”

The Shadow s whi sper trailed into a tone of nockery that sent shivers
al ong
Marcia's spine. Her fears were not for herself, but for Doctor Mcquino. The
Shadow under st ood the cause of the girl's shudder

"You fear for Mbcquino," he accused. "You forget that he decl ares hinsel f
al | -powerful. Wiy should you fear for hinmf - the tone was a taunt - "when your
very fear proves that his vaunted power is a shan®"

That logic drilled through Marcia's brain. The girl sat silent, staring
strai ght ahead. Her |ips noved, her head nodded. She | ooked toward the | eather
garnments that she wore. Wth a sudden di sdain, Marcia snatched up the cl oak
t hat
she had dropped and wrapped it about her shoul ders.

The Shadow, neanwhile, was consulting a watch that had a conpass in its
back. He had noticed three turns that the car had made; he had checked their
direction and the tine along each straight run. H's other hand noved beneath
hi s
cl oak, as he jotted his notations.

"I believe you," Marcia said, abruptly, "because you do not fear
Mocqui no.

Your very presence here is proof of that. Your desire to meet Mdcquino; to
vanqui sh him indicates that he is a fraud. | have had my doubts of Mocquino

MARCI A paused, | ooking toward The Shadow, wondering if her amazing
conpani on could tell her why. The Shadow di d.

"Because of George Grulen," he whispered, "the nman you | oved. Mbcqui no
nmade
hima zonbi, w thout cause!"”

"There was a cause!" exclaimed Marcia, gripped by a last loyalty toward
Mocqui no. "George failed to bring the tribute that he had prom sed. He had



| ost
faith -"
"That was Mocquino's pretext," interposed The Shadow. "What CGeorge G ul en
actually lost was his wealth. Al of it had gone into Mdcquino's coffers.
Gul en
had no nore to give; by enslaving himas a pretended zonmbi, Mcqui no di sposed
of
him"

Marcia's eyes were startled, horrified. The Shadow | et her stare at
vacancy, while he made new tabul ations of the route. The car was naking
pr ogress
northward, despite its many turns.

"No, no!" panted Marcia. "That couldn't be! George spent so much noney on
t hose parties that he gave!™

"Because Mbcqui no ordered it,"'
Mocqui no's own crine. "

Marci a sank back in a corner of the car. Her |ast doubts had faded. The
Shadow, it seemed, knew all that she could tell hiny and he could see many
facts
that she had failed to notice, while under Mdcquino's spell.

The Shadow drilled home a final point.

"You have nade the sane mistake," he told Marcia. "Tonight, you have
brought all your remaining possessions. Not only your gens, but the contents
of
that silver box."

"No!" exclainmed Marcia. "I still have a few thousand dollars, for ny trip
to Europe.™

"Whi ch Mbcqui no has ordered you to take," stated The Shadow, basing his
hunch on Mcqui no's methods, "so that you can di sappear w thout causing runors
of your actual fate."

Marci a broke conpletely. Her sobs were audi ble. The Shadow nmade no effort
to stop them he relied on Marcia's own determination. He continued to chart
t he
course that the car followed at an even speed, which The Shadow cal cul ated to
be
twenty-five mles an hour

Sobbi ng ended. The girl drew cl ose to The Shadow, her hands gri pped his
arm She renmenbered Cranston's nention of beings that could nmaterialize into
solid substance. The Shadow filled that claim

"You have cone to help ne." pleaded Marcia, "and the others who have nade
this terrible mstake. What shall | do?"

"Meet Mocqui no's neasures," ordai ned The Shadow. "G ve himthe wealth

returned The Shadow. "That was to cover

t hat
you have brought tonight, as if it were a usual tribute."

"But it is everything | have -"

"Mocquino will not recognize it as such, if you are clever - as clever as
you can be."

MARCIA'S lips set firmy. Her head bobbed a determ ned nod. The Shadow
spoke other words: instructions that concerned the finish of the journey.
Constantly, Marcia expressed her readiness toward full cooperation

The girl realized that once The Shadow vi ewed Mdcqui no's headquarters, he
woul d have the foothold needed to destroy the Voodoo Master. She felt, too,

t hat
there were other facts that would hel p The Shadow.

During the rest of that ride, Marcia named other menbers of the cult. She
descri bed the voodoo headquarters; the followers that Mycqui no had there.

"They | ook like nobsters,” Marcia adm tted, "except for Leboux and a few
like him Leboux is -"



"A man with a scarred cheek," interrupted The Shadow, "who sonetinmes
conmands Mocqui no's zonbis. "

Mar ci a nodded; once again, she thought that she was sinply repeating
facts
t hat The Shadow knew. The Shadow wanted her to retain that inpression; he knew
that it would strengthen Marcia for the work that |ay ahead.

The car was slowi ng on an upgrade. The Shadow jotted down that fact;
added
the twists of direction indicated by the conpass. There was a downward jolt
t hat
Marci a recogni zed; they were at the end of the journey. The girl started to
rise.

She was still clinging to her wap. The Shadow remi nded her that she was
still to show an eagerness toward voodoo worshi p. Marcia nodded; she discarded
the wrap and ki cked away the slippers; placed the sliver box on the seat. The
Shadow exti ngui shed the |ight.

Finally, the car stopped. There was a short interval of waiting, then
somne
one opened the door fromthe outside. Marcia stepped out onto the bare stone
floor of a cellar roomthat served as a small garage.

The Shadow rernained in the depths of the car, while a rough face poked in
for a glance at the interior. The fellowdidn't think it worthwhile to turn on
the light. He took it for granted that the |inousine was as enpty as it
| ooked.

He sinply gathered Marcia's cloak and slippers fromthe car floor and tossed
themon a pile of packing cases, where simlar garnents lay cluttered.

During that interim The Shadow could hear the nmuffled throb of notors
somewher e outside - proof that a cover-up crew had foll owed here. That faint
sound was drowned when the door of the |inpusine slanmed shut.

The driver was at the wheel of the big car, ready to back it fromthe
i nprovi sed garage. The other nan had gone to the inner end of the place, to
open
a door for Marcia.

The girl was | ooking el sewhere; toward a side door that opened on stairs
| eading froma floor above. She saw grinning faces there; they were thuggish
guards who al ways checked whenever a new visitor arrived.

VWen Marcia reached the end door, they w thdrew, being no | onger needed.
That was when Marci a spoke hastily to the man fromthe |inousine.

"The silver box!" she exclainmed, "I forgot it. Wait - | can get it.

MARCI A scanpered back to the |inmousine, opened the door and obtained the
box. When she cl osed the door, a glove intervened. The catch did not |ock. The
Shadow wai ted, giving Marcia time to hurry away.

As the linmousine started to back fromthe garage, The Shadow energed. He
cl osed the door silently, w thout stepping fromthe running, board. A quick
| eap
br ought hi m behi nd the packi ng cases. He was crouched there when the big car
passed.

Then, with quick glide, The Shadow reached the end door through which
Mar ci a had gone.

G oony stairs |led downward. Hewn through solid rock, the descending
passage
was irregular, with many crevices that afforded conceal ment. The Shadow heard
footsteps returning upward. He stepped fromview, just as the guide fromthe
car
canme past.

Agai n, The Shadow was on the stairs, follow ng their sweeping spiral
Soon,
he coul d hear the patter of Marcia's footsteps; for she had purposely del ayed.



When the girl paused, The Shadow approached cautiously; for that neant side
passages where |urkers mght be.

Thanks to the sem -darkness, The Shadow passed unsuspected. The stairs
ended; a single light, feeble in the high-hewn passage, showed a huge
st eel -sheat hed barrier ahead. A dark-skinned guard attired in native costune
bowed a greeting to Marcia, then uttered a high-pitched cry.

That call was heard beyond the barrier; it was repeated, as if from sone
great distance. Slowy, with groaning grind, the portal began to slide open
Marci a wai ted, the guard beside her. They were staring at the barrier; The
Shadow drew cl ose

VWen the two went through, The Shadow fol |l owed; but the noment he was
past
t he opening, he flattened against the rough wall on the right. Marcia had
war ned
hi mthat the nove woul d be necessary; The Shadow saw why.

This wall, alone, was totally dark, except for a space that was too
renote
to reach. The whol e place was a vaulted chanber - a vast cavern with walls
t hat
resenbl ed |inmestone. A natural cave, it had been enlarged to make this
subt erranean neeting hall

Marci a had nentioned the nane by which the place was known. It was called
t he Voodoo Gotto.

The nane was appropriate. By the light of tall torches surrounding the
grotto, and the flicker of a large fire past the center of the room The
Shadow
could see a nedley of strange sights, that spoke of jungle worship. The
figure,
however, that imedi ately caught his gaze was that of a throned nan who sat
beyond the fire.

That man was robed in golden garnments, that contrasted with the satanic
features that |leered toward the firelight. The Shadow could see the flash of
bl acki sh eyes peering froma nanil a-hued face. He recogni zed the beaki sh nose;
the Iips that seened too tight-drawn to cl ose about the fangi sh teeth beneath
t hem

The throned man was the evil master hinself: Doctor Rodil Mocquino, the
overlord of voodoo!

CHAPTER X
VOCDOO SACRI FI CE

THOUGH Doct or Mbcqui no |ived, he bore tokens of his last encounter with
The
Shadow. There was sonet hing parched and withery in his face, particularly
noti ceabl e when The Shadow saw the Voodoo Master's profile.

Mocqui no bore the scars of flame, not only on his face, but upon the
scrawny arm he extended from his robe. Those burns showed like livid brands: a
fitting mark for a supercrimnal. Mcquino had not escaped unscathed fromthe
flam ng ruins of the mansion where The Shadow had | ast seen hi m pl unge.

Conpl eting his study of Mcqui no, The Shadow surveyed the rest of the
bi zarre scene.

Forenmost in view was a roundish pit, to the left of the passage where The
Shadow st ood. The hole was five feet in depth: the wall had been cut away to
make it, thus giving the view of the entire grotto.

Shrieki sh groans issued fromthe pit; but they were not uttered by human
tongues. The nmen that The Shadow saw there were dulled to their plight. They
were zonbi s, pushing a great, spoked wheel set horizontally on a crude upright
axl e. The groani ng sounds were fromthe nechani sm



In endl ess procession, the zonmbis continued their circling path. The
Shadow
counted sixteen of them anobng the group, he recogni zed those shock troops
t hat
had appeared at Quinrick's apartnent.

There was purpose in the march of the tattered toilers. They were cl osing
t he huge door through which The Shadow had entered. The wheel operated the
barrier by means of crude cables, that were badly in need of oil. That
mattered
little to Mocquino, since the zonbis did the work.

In fact, the zonmbis themsel ves did not seemto care. Wen the door
cl osed,

t hey kept on pressing against the wheel -spokes until a sharp cry stopped them
That call was issued by a man who stood above the pit. The Shadow recogni zed
t he

ugly face of Leboux, the overseer who carried out Mcqui no's nandates.

Thunp of tomtons brought The Shadow s gaze back to the center of the
grotto. There, Marcia had joined a waiting group. The Shadow saw half a dozen
men, and as many wonen, rising to sway with the beat of druns.

He observed that the nen were wearing ordinary clothes, but all the wonen
were clad in Marcia's primtive fashion. That contrast did not surprise The
Shadow. Mocqui no was wi se in every nove he nade.

The voodoo doctor had probably found it sinpler to have the nen cone as
they were, recognizing that they m ght suspect the shamof the cult, if forced
to the practice of hiding special costunmes between nmeeting nights. Wth the
worren Mocqui no nmust have deci ded that the reverse policy was nore effective.
It
had certainly appeared so, in Marcia's case.

The attire of the men accounted for the ragged condition of the zonbis
who
toiled in the pit. The Shadow renmenbered that there were wonmen who had al so
di sappeared. They too, were zonbis; but they had not been put to toil

LOOKI NG beyond the natives who beat the tomtons, The Shadow saw
life-size
statues set near Mycquino's throne. They were notionless, apparently figures
cut
from al abaster. Two hel d extended torches, one on each side of the throne. A
third was kneeling beside the fire, holding a brass bow .

As the tomtons increased their beat, Mcquino stepped fromthe throne.
He
reached into the bow, brought forth a fistful of reddish powder, which he
hurl ed upon the fire. Flames puffed with a slight explosion. The walls of the
grotto reflected the crinson |ight.

Mocqui no gave a high-pitched cry. The statues cane to life. Mechanically,
t hose beside the throne |lowered the torches into sockets. The third figure set
the brazen bow upon a pedestal, rising i mediately afterward.

Slowy, the human statues filed past the huge throne toward a darkened
portal at the back of the grotto, fading |like white ghosts when they reached
t he
gl oom

The dancers were circling the fire, slow ng speeding, to the change of
rhythmfromthe tomtonms. Gadually, the druns faded; one by one, the beaters
were novi ng away.

Mocqui no rai sed his hand; the dance ceased. Reclining about the fire, the
nmenbers of the voodoo cult harkened to their naster's words.

A single drumer still tapped a tomtom H s slow beat nmade Mocqui no's
voi ce inaudible to The Shadow. This was the tine for closer approach; but
before



attenpting it The Shadow di sposed of excess equiprment, in the shape of a flat
box that he carried beneath his cloak

Part of that box enclosed a make-up kit that The Shadow had brought in
case
di sgui se proved necessary. The rest contai ned equi pment of a nore inportant
sort, too valuable to risk if a fight occurred.

Opening the lid of the nake-up portion, The Shadow slipped the conpass
watch inside; with it, the paper on which he had recorded the directions of
t he
route.

VWi | e wat ching the voodoo circle, The Shadow had been conscious of a deep
crack in the wall beside his elbow It had struck himas an excellent place to
stow the flat box.

The jagged space proved anple. Pushing the box out of sight, The Shadow
noved into the grotto. He kept to the darkness of the wall, eyeing Leboux as
he
went. The overseer failed to detect a gliding notion in the gl oom

Mocqui no's words were plain, at last. He was speaking of fire ordeals. He
referred to the burns on his hands and face.

"Mermentos of my early inexperience," lied Mdcquino, in perfect English.
"They prove that once, long ago. | was not immune to fire. That, in turn,
proves
my present power!"

Thus turning the tale to his advantage, Mucqui no rai sed a red-hot poker
fromthe flames. He ran the point along his arm across his face; gave it a
passing lick with his tongue. Scoffingly, he put the poker back into the fire.

The trick did not inmpress The Shadow, although the poker had given an
audi bl e sizzle when it stroked Mocquino's flesh. Such passing of a scorching
brand i nvol ved no dangerous risk. Mcquino had not halted the poker while it
touched his flesh.

There was another factor: the nmetal, itself. The Shadow classed it as an
all oy that glowed at | ow heat. Mcquino had kept it away fromthe center of
t he
fire.

CLEVER as ever, Mocquino depreciated his fire test. He shrugged, as he
gestured toward the flanes.

"Such things are trifles," he declared. "They nmerely prove ny claimto
greater power. Renenber those statues that you saw before you. Look toward
t hat

pit" - he pointed toward the circle of notionless zonbis - "and see how I
control the living dead!

"They were human once" - Mycquino's voice was a slowroll, tuned to the
thrumm of the last tomtom- "until | deprived themof life. Into their dead
bodies, | instilled the power of notion. Creatures without will, they obey ny
wi shes!

"Each has becone a zonbi, because he refused to obey while he stil
possessed his own brain. They - all of them- forgot the tribute that they
owed
to me! Let none of you forget!"

Mocqui no turned and ascended the throne. He sat there with fol ded arns,
whil e the menbers of the cult arose. One by one, they rounded the fire, to |ay
their tribute at Mocquino's feet. Mcquino's eyes gleamed as a tall nan bowed
and stacked bundl es of crisp bank roses before the throne.

A woman was next; she opened a jewel case. Gens bounced |i ke pebbl es;
somne
rolled fromthe | ower step and bobbed al ong the stone floor. The Shadow coul d
see Mocquino's sharp eyes follow themto nake sure that none was | ost.

As tribute followed tribute, The Shadow observed that Marcia Cortell was



letting the line pass her. That was a bad mistake. It would be better that she
make her tribute earlier, for Mdcquino should certainly be nore alert at the
finish of the process. He was calculating the night's treasure as it cane

al ong;

he m ght be angry if it fell short of his expectations.

Marci a's description of the tribute payment had been incompl ete. She had
described it as though all persons approached the throne together. Therefore,
The Shadow had not warned her to be early in the line.

Mor eover, The Shadow knew why the girl held back. The repetition of the
voodoo rites had not inpressed her, after that talk with The Shadow. Marcia
detested the whol e procedure as a sham she saw Mocqui no as the hunman
nmonstrosity that he was, and dreaded to approach him

Fortunately, the toll was running heavy. The Shadow coul d discern that as
the wealth piled up, Mcquino's fangish snile had broadened. Al | ooked well
for
Marci a, unl ess sonething disturbed the procedure.

Troubl e came when only two remai ned. One was a frail man past m ddl e age,
who tottered slightly as he went by the fire; the other, just behind him was
Marci a. He stooped, gave a worried | ook at Mcquino, then planted a stack of
noney on the step

Mocqui no snarled a halt before the frail man could nove away; with a

ki ck,

t he voodoo doctor scattered the last pile of bills. The Shadow could tell what
had happened, fromthe man's sudden quail. He had covered small bills with

| arge

ones. Mocqui no's kick had reveal ed the fact.
"I's this your tribute?" hissed Mbcquino. "To ne, the Voodoo Master?"
"It is all that | have," pleaded the frail man. " All, | swear it!"

OTHERS had stopped to watch the scene, gloating expressions on their
faces.

One al one | acked el ation. That person was Marcia Cortell. For the first tine,
she dreaded what was to cone.
Mocqui no cl apped his hands; two natives came fromthe wall. The frail man

made no protest as they seized him

Ri si ng, Modcquino drew a stout-bladed knife fromthe crinmson sash that
circled his golden robe. There was a squarish box near the throne; with a
powerful fling, he drove the blade into the wood, the knife quivering there.

As the grinning natives drew the frail man cl ose, Mycqui no placed his
hand
against the victims chin and drove his head back with a jerk. The man sagged
hel pl essly. Mcqui no yanked the knife fromthe box top

Gipping the victims shirt front, the voodoo doctor ripped it away.
Pl aci ng the knife point against the man's bare chest, Mycquino pushed the
bl ade
straight inward with a punchy stab. The knife-hilt stopped that thrust; there
was a sudden gush of blood dripping to the floor

Drawi ng the knife fromthe victim s body, Mcquino calnmy w ped the bl ade
upon the man's torn shirt, then hurled it at the box, where it quivered as
before. To the funereal beat of the lone tomtom the natives carried away the
victimof the voodoo sacrifice.

"When we neet again," croaked Mdcqui no, as he resuned his throne, "you
will
see that dead man anong those!™

Hi s bony finger pointed toward the notionless zonbis, still rigid at
their
wheel

That prom se given, Doctor Mcquino turned toward Marcia Cortell. The

girl



had steadi ed, despite the horrifying sight that she had witnessed while in a
sane nood; but The Shadow coul d see the shudder that she tried to repress.
Slow y, The Shadow drew forward from his niche agai nst the bl ackened
wal | .
H s hand drew an automatic hal fway from his cloak. Lingering on the fringe of
dar kness, he waited.
The tine was close, it seemed, when The Shadow would finally settle
scores
wi th Rodil Mbcqui no!

CHAPTER XI
MOCQUI NO TRI UMPHS

DESPI TE its realism The Shadow saw fakery in the pretended murder that
Mocqui no had just committed. The Voodoo Master's own statenment proved The
Shadow s suspi ci ons. Mocqui no had decl ared that the victi mwould becone a
zonbi .

From past knowl edge of Mcquino's nethods; fromthe recent recovery of
CGeorge Grul en, The Shadow knew that the brood of zombis were not the soul -1ess
creatures that the Voodoo Master declared themto be. Al could recover, if
rel eased.

The Shadow had |l et the fake death go through. He preferred, however, that
Marci a shoul d not undergo that ordeal. Fool hardy though it seened to strike at
Mocquino in the man's own dommin, where The Shadow coul d expect no other aid,
the cl oaked fighter was prepared for that very thrust.

There was one way to shatter the confidence of Mycquino' s own followers,
as
wel | as the menbers of the voodoo cult. That was to |l et them see Mcquino
sprawl ed dead at the foot of his own throne. After that, their desire for
fight
woul d f ade.

It was preferable to rely on Marcia for the present. She night stil
bl uf
Mocqui no. Wth that hope, The Shadow waited; for once, he did not realize that
his del ayed tactics were leading to his own disaster.

Mar ci a approached the throne at Mycquino's beckon. She laid the silver
box
upon the step, opened the lid and drew out stacks of bonds, which she solemly
spread for Mycquino's inspection. The Voodoo Master |eered approval, while
Marci a replaced the securities in the box.

Wth a rinsing notion, she peeled the gemladen rings fromone hand, then
the other, letting the jewelry fall into the box. Biting her lips, she undid
each neckl ace; added those adornnents to the tribute. Next canme the bracelets
fromher wists; kneeling, Marcia drew the |ast one from her ankle.

Her |ips were conpressed when she arose to drop that final trophy. Wth
an
abrupt bow, the girl turned away to join the circle.

Mocqui no spoke a conmand. Mechanically, Marcia halted. Though she hated
sight of the Voodoo Master, she suspected no nmenace in his tone. It was
nusi cal
honeyed.

"Your tribute is large," approved Mocquino. "I shall expect the sane at
our
next neeting. Unless -

He paused; gestured toward the box beside the throne. As Marcia gazed,
Mocqui no addressed one of the dark-skinned natives:

"Open it, gil!"

The servant used Mcqui no's deep-driven knife as a handle to raise the



box
lid. Fierce hisses issued fromw thin. Marcia recoiled as a snake's head
darted
into sight.
"A fer-de-lance," declared Mcqui no. "Deadliest of all West Indian
snakes.
W are fortunate in having themin Haiti. We did not have to inport them as
they did in Cuba, to infest the marshes and keep sl aves from runni ng away.
"The tongue of the fer-de-lance gives death as quick as any knife-thrust.
But to true worshi ppers of voodoo, it carries no harm You are favored"

Mocqui no' s eyes were fixed upon Marcia - "because of your loyalty and belief.
"In reward for your tribute, | shall let you denonstrate the imunity

whi ch

| transcribe to ny nost faithful followers. Qil, bring the fer-de-Ilance!"

QJIL made a deft swoop behind the snake's head, caught the reptile before
it could whip. Wth its coils withing about his arm he swung the
fer-de-Ilance
toward Marci a.

The girl's nerve vanished. Wth a scream she dashed past the fire,

t oward
t he passage where she thought The Shadow waited. Leboux sprang from his
overseer's post to bl ock her

Instinctively, The Shadow swung in that direction; though he kept to
dar kness, he was tenporarily tricked by M-cquino's ruse.

The voodoo doctor pressed a switch beside the throne. Huge flood | anps
gl eaned al ong The Shadow s wall. That brilliance came fromthe done of the
grotto; it blinded The Shadow when he took a quick gl ance toward Mbcqui no's
t hr one.

Leboux had captured Marcia; was hol ding her hel pl ess. No harm woul d
strike
the girl w thout Mcquino's order. The Shadow had to deal with the Voodoo
Mast er
wi t hout delay. He sped fromthe wall to avoid the glare.

Into the blinding light sprang native followers. They cane in a
conver gi ng
mass, struck The Shadow before he saw them Bowl ed to the floor, The Shadow
felt
the clutch of many hands; as he jolted, he realized the usel essness of battle.

No fight could be successful here, if conducted al one, while Mcquino
lived. If need be the Voodoo Master woul d massacre a surroundi ng horde of his
own henchnen, if The Shadow was the kernel of the nut. Thoughts dashed quickly
to The Shadow - connecting links in a chain that he had previously considered.

Wth that inspiration, The Shadow ceased his struggle. H s guns were
wrenched fromhis fists; reserve weapons were yanked from hol sters beneath his
cloak. Clanmped in the grip of captors who grinned |ike apes, The Shadow was
dragged toward Mycqui no's throne.

Leboux had al ready brought Marcia there. The girl had forgotten her own
plight, in her fear for The Shadow s fate. She was wi | d-eyed, trenbling,
oblivious of the fact that Mycqui no had stepped beside her. Gil was present
with the fer-de-lance. Marcia failed to hear the snake's hiss.

Then, with one hand. Mocquino jolted Marcia's chin. Wth the other, he
ri pped her leather tunic fromneck to sleeve. The girl's sigh was drowned by
t he
approachi ng hiss of the fer-de-lance. The snake struck; its fangs jabbed
Marci a' s shoul der.

Silently, The Shadow watched il and another servitor carry Marcia
toward
t he door beyond the throne. He knew that the girl would survive that ordeal



The
jolt that Mcquino had applied was the give-away.

He had used the sane systemwth the frail nman. That pressure nunbed the
victims senses, and enabled Mcquino to followit with a faked deed of
pr et ended deat h.

In boasting tone, Mycqui no added the insidious prom se that proved The
Shadow s belief that Marcia |lived.

"Anot her zonbi!" announced Mdcqui no. "One nore statue to adorn this
grotto!™

RESUM NG hi s throne, the Voodoo Master had The Shadow s captors bring
their
prisoner to a square-shaped mat that stood between the fire and the throne.
Leboux was crouched behind the group, funbling on the floor. None of the cult
menbers noticed the overseer's actions. They were watchi ng Mocqui no and The
Shadow.

Lowt oned, Mocqui no addressed The Shadow, as he notioned for the natives
to
draw the slouch hat fromthe prisoner's head. The flickering torches reveal ed
the face of Lanont Cranston. At the sight, Mucquino sniled.

"W neet again!" gritted Mocqui no. Except for The Shadow, only the
natives
heard those words; and to them English was a foreign tongue. "I, Rodil
Mocqui no, risen fromthe dead; and you, Lanont Cranston - otherw se The Shadow

bound for the tonb!"

The Shadow s stolid silence nade no inpression on the Voodoo Master
Ret ai ning his low purr, Mbcqui no conti nued:

"Once | sought nere wealth, through nurder. Later, my quest was power,

t hrough the sane nethod. At present, | seek both; and |I have gotten them |
acqui red them wi thout your know edge, but | foresaw the trouble that you
finally

br ought .

"That was why | used zonbis to kill that traitor Hyler, and his schem ng
attorney, Quinrick. I lost one zonbi; Leboux said that the man had peri shed
with
you, but | suspected otherw se. You were clever - aiding Sayre and G ul en

"But tonight, Cranston" - Mocquino's chuckle was a gloat - "your nethods
failed! Marcia Cortell was under observation; reports concerning her were
i nconmpl ete. | prepared for your visit, realizing that you m ght even penetrate
here.”

Mocqui no notioned for the darkish nen to turn their captive about, so
t hat
he faced the cult nenbers who stood beyond the fire. There, The Shadow saw
denoni ac expressions. |Influenced by Mcquino's power, those dupes were hoping
for The Shadow s deat h.

The voodoo doctor |eaned forward fromhis throne. Again his | ow tone was
for The Shadow al one.

"You woul d accept death, if you knew it would defeat ne," voiced
Mocqui no.
"Therefore, | know that you have taken precautions. The sudden di sappearance
of
Lamont Cranston woul d be noticed. But there would be no suspicion, if he
shoul d
temporarily return anong his friends.

"My present nethods allow for that. You have seen how ny zombis recover -
and forget. You shall becone one of them- to taste the living death. Not by a
slight shock, which you mght w thstand, but one nore powerful. One strong
enough to give any one the senbl ance of death - even The Shadow "



Recl i ni ng upon his throne, Mcquino called to the nmenbers of the cult:
"Shall this intruder die?"

A chorus answered, repeating the single word:

"Deat h!"

Mocqui no's | eft hand probed a second switch beside his throne. He voiced
a
sharp signal, understood by his native followers. Wth one accord, they sprang
away, releasing their grip so suddenly that The Shadow had to catch his
bal ance.

Mocqui no pressed the switch.

Sparks flew fromthe mat on which The Shadow stood. They came from a
net al
pl ate beneath it, where Leboux had attached hi dden wires.

The Shadow was flayed by the crackling current; when it ceased, an
i nst ant
later, he rolled headlong toward the fire. Insensible fromthe shock, he was
to
al | appearances dead.

Leboux and il drew the black cloaked victimfromthe fringe of the
flanmes; raised himat Mcquino's command. In the firelight, the Voodoo Master
pointed to the face of Cranston.

"Remenber him" renm nded Mocquino. "His face, and the cl othes he wears.

At
our next neeting - two nights hence - you will see him another zonbi, toiling
at the wheel!"

As Leboux and il carried away The Shadow, Mocqui no's rmnusical tone
becane

a chuckl e that blended with the crackle of the voodoo fire.

The Shadow had cone to the Voodoo Grotto; he had seen all that happened
in
this underground lair.

The Shadow had cone, and had seen. But Rodil Mocqui no had conquer ed!

CHAPTER Xl
THE BLACK ZOwBI

WHEN t he voodoo cult met two nights later, the arriving menbers stopped
to
gl oat above the pit where the zombis toiled. Those staring, bul ge-eyed
remant s
of humanity were straining, as usual, at the creaky wheel. Anong themwas a
new- comer, conspicuous by his garb

That figure was The Shadow. He was hatless, but still wore his cloak. It
hung runpled fromhis shoul ders, |ike a garnent adorning a scarecrow. The
cl oak
was still in good condition but that was because The Shadow had done only a

short term of servitude

G ven a month at the big wheel, under the ugly tutel age of Leboux, The
Shadow s garb would be as tattered as the clothes the other zonbis wore.

The cult nenbers eyed the face of Lanont Cranston, to see if it differed
fromthe rest. Those features bore no distinguishing trace. The Shadow s fi xed
face was haggard; his eyes, as bulgy as those of the other slaves, had | ost
t he
burn that was visible two nights before.

VWhenever the wheel turned, The Shadow struggled with the sane nechani ca
motions as his fellows. Wen it reached its linmt, he kept on pushing in the
same dumb fashion, until Leboux's high, hideous call brought a halt.

There was anot her new zonmbi at the wheel: the frail nman who had been



st abbed by Mbcquino. His torn shirt, wapped across his chest, bore the
brick-red dye of dried bl ood.

There was another |iving statue beyond the voodoo fire. Marcia Cortel
had
become a new figure of human nmarble. She faced the fire, kneeling, with arms
extended. In her raised hands she held a flam ng brazier, that flickered with
reddi sh fire whenever Mocquino sprinkled it with grains of powder.

Marcia's eyes registered the same sightless gaze that characterized the
faces of the other statues. Her plight, however, was no ordeal. Marcia was
totally oblivious to her situation

Even if she had been consci ous, she would have preferred her present | ot
to
that of two nights ago, when, in voodoo costunme, she had gone through those
frenzied rituals with other nenbers of the cult.

The neeting, on this night, proved a brief one. Mycquino dism ssed the
statues; he went through the cerenonies, but gave no denonstrations of his
power
over fire. He took the valuable tributes indifferently, merely watching each
contribution to see if it proved |arge enough

Cash and ot her val uabl es came up to Mocquino's expectations. Tribute was
al ways heavy after he had created new zonmbis. H s nmanufacture of three such
creatures, at the previous neeting, had encouraged cult menbers to bring al
t he
funds that they could scrape up. None wanted to put thenselves in line for
zonbi
servi tude.

WHEN t he neeting ended, Leboux gave the signal shout to the zonmbis in the
pit. They pushed the big wheel that opened the portal; the cult nenbers
departed
in a group. Leboux reversed the clumsy gears; as the zonbis continued their
circular march, the huge door rolled shut.

Mocqui no had advanced fromhis throne. It was he who halted the zonbis
when
t he door had cl osed. Waving Leboux aside. Mcquino gave a different command.
To
the new pitch of his voice the zonbis sidestepped fromtheir places at the
wheel

Mocqui no was standing at the top of crude steps leading up fromthe pit.
The nearest man ascended slowy, nechanically. The others followed as if stil
pushi ng t he wheel

That procession was gui ded by Mycquino's voice. His crackling cries were
as
sharp as whi pl ashes. The | eadi ng zonbi possessed enough vestige of
intelligence
to know whi ch way Mocqui no expected himto turn. The file reached an obscure
corner of the grotto; noved through a narrow passage, into a small cavern.

Still, the march kept onward. The place was an underground | abyrinth,
with
many passages that were rough-floored and little used. Along the route were
occasi onal guards, all dark-faced, like Leboux and Gil. Only those native
servitors were allowed in the depths of Mdcquino's lair. The voodoo doctor
kept
hi s hordes of nobsnen out si de.

There was no system anong the dark-faced guards. They seened free to go
where and when they chose. They liked to see the zonbis march; and they nade a
good turnout on this occasion. Like Mcquino hinself, those native servitors
were wat ching one figure in the line.

That zonbi was The Shadow.



Mocqui no observed the interest of his followers. Wen he halted the |ine
at
the entrance of a side passage, he plucked a flanbeau froma crevice in the
wal I . Hol ding the torch high, Mcquino stepped toward The Shadow. He pushed
hi s
free hand back and forth in front of the face that had the features of Lanont
Cranst on.

The Shadow stared, sightlessly.

"You have seen," spoke Mocquino, in a French dial ect cononly used in
Haiti. "The black zonmbi is |like the others. He sees only whatever | wll;
hear s
only those sounds | wi sh. He obeys when | comand!

"Li ke every zonbi, he has one trace of fear. Flame frightens him because
fire is nmy synbol. Watch! See how fear can overpower the black zonbi!"

Mocqui no swung the torch toward The Shadow s eyes. As the flane seared
cl ose, the cl oaked zonbi gave a bleating cry, shrank away, toward the rough
si de
of the passage. He stunbled there, and spraw ed hard upon the stony floor

The Shadow did not seemto feel that fall. Still mouthing incoherent
cries,
he drew his cl oaked arnms before his face, to cut off the glare of Mycquino's
torch. Wth a harsh [ augh, Mycquino drew away. He spoke a conmand.

Mechani cal | y, The Shadow | owered his arms. The glare was gone. He arose
frombeside the wall, stepped obediently to his place in |ine. Mcquino
articul ated a conmand. The march resuned.

AN el ectric light, set in the ceiling, showed the end of the passage.
There
the floor was cleft, as if by a giant ax, formng a wide crevasse that went to
l[imtless, blackened depths.

Across that gulf lay a long | og fromsonme giant jungle tree trunk. It was

a
split half of the original; its flat surface |lay uppernost. The ends of the
| og

were chained to rock, nmaking a safe bridge four feet in width.

Beyond was a wide |ledge - a nmere shelf in the rocky wall. There, a native
stood beside a gaping hollow that |ooked |ike a natural doorway. Stolidly, the
zonbi s marched across the I og bridge; took a descent into the gapi ng doorway.

A dimlight greeted them They came into an oval | owroofed cavern, where
straw mats lay scattered about.

Two natives foll owed. When Mdcquino halted the march, his servitors
singl ed
out the zonbis, shoved each one to a mat. By nutual consent, they left the
bl ack
zonbi to the last. Together, they hurled himto his resting place; then
retired.

Last to | eave, Mocquino pressed a switch that extinguished the |one
light.

Qut si de, he pressed another switch that was partly hidden in the wall
besi de the | edge. A steel door slid froma crevice; it blocked the opening to
the zonbi cavern.

The barrier operated only fromthe outside. The vault where the zonbis
reclined becane a gulf of blackness. Figures lay silent in the gloom their
breat hi ng scarcely perceptible. There was a sound, though, that pervaded the
cavern.

That noi se was a steady hiss; muffled, nonotonous. Peculiarly, it had no
exact location. It seemed to filter fromthe living rock. Though slight, the
sound was omninous; as fearful as the hiss of a fer-de-I|ance.

Duri ng passing mnutes, that steany sound took no effect upon the silent



zonbis. Their dulled brains were constantly at a |level which | ay between
wakef ul ness and sl eep. Roused above that point, they noved about |ike persons
in
a trance. Below it, they assunmed a state that resenbl ed sl eep, from which none
had demonstrated the ability to rouse hinself.

However, that had been prior to this night. The slight hiss that pervaded
t he darkened cavern was a sound that could be caught by human ears. Toni ght,
that sound did nore. Ears transmitted it to a brain, which, though dulled, was
above the usual zonmbi | evel

There was a stir in the darkness; the scrape of a mat; then footsteps,
slow, stunbly, on the stone floor. One zonbi had risen fromhis berth. He was
nmovi ng blindly, but steadily toward the steel barrier

COLD metal halted the zombi's progress. He forced hinsel f against the
barrier, striving to push away the unyielding steel. There was gathered
strength
behind that effort; it wearied the persistent zonbi.

He stopped; rested against the barrier. Something clicked in his
nmechani zed
br ai n.

The zonbi tried new tactics. Wth one clenched fist, he beat upon the
door.

The clangs did not disturb the other zonbis, but there were ears that noticed
t he strange nechani cal poundi ngs.

gil, nmoving through a di stant passage, heard the faint nmetallic beat
t hat
echoed beneath vaul ted tunnels.

gil stopped; then approached the passage that led to the zonbi cavern
He
recogni zed that the noise was conming fromthe steel door. For the monment, Qil
t hought of carrying word to Doctor Mycquino; then a contenptuous grin appeared
upon the fellow s darkish lips.

Zombis, to Gil, were creatures who could be controlled by a single word.
He woul d settle this unruly one, then nmake his report to Mdcqui no.

Gil hurried to the log bridge. Crossing it, he pressed the switch, let

t he
door slide open. He waited on the | edge, watching the figure that stepped
nmechani cally forward. Suddenly, Gil's eyes went wld.

This was the black zonmbi! He hadn't expected that he would face the
newconer who bel onged to Mocquino's tribe of living dead. G il remenbered the

battle of two nights ago. In The Shadow s eyes, reflected by the light, he saw
a
flicker of fire burn that had existed beforel

gil stepped back to the log bridge. The Shadow cl unped forward,
shoul ders
stooped, arns extended, |like a nmechani zed being of doom Finding his voice,
gil
uttered the high-pitched cry that forced zonbis to obedi ence.

Perhaps his tone was wong; possibly the terror that strained his voice
made the cry usel ess. The Shadow did not halt. Hi s advancing foot reached the
log bridge. Again, il started the cry; it was throttled on his lips.

Shooting forward |ike |ong extension rods, The Shadow s hands took Qil's
throat. Instantly, Gil was caught in a grapple that he could not resist.
Though

zonbi brains were slowed, those creatures | acked nothing in physical power.
Quite the reverse; it seened that their mental strength had been transferred
to

nuscl es.



THE SHADOW was swinging il back and forth, as the fellowtried to
retreat
to the center of the bridge. The sweep was becom ng w der. The Shadow s feet
kept to the center of the log, his stride the slow march of a zonbi.

A human pendulum Qg il was swng fromone brink to the other. His clutch
on
The Shadow s shoul ders seenmed usel ess. Frantically, il tried to shift his
clutch to The Shadow s throat.

That sudden rel ease brought a spontaneous response fromthe bl ack-clad

zonbi. Before Gil's hands could reach their mark. The Shadow s own grip
rel axed.

Sliding into space, Gil tried to clutch The Shadow s coat sl eeve. He was
too | ate; mechanically The Shadow was sw ngi ng away i n another of those
pendul um
sweeps, even though he no | onger gripped a burden. When he swayed back again,
gil was gone.

There was a dull crash, echoing up from hidden rocks a hundred feet
bel ow.
That sound perneated The Shadow s sl ow thoughts. H s swaying halted. H s eyes
shone strai ght ahead, as a whispered | augh came fromhis |ips.

Despite his zombi status, The Shadow had returned. The first conflict in
hi s new canpaign had resulted in a triunph!

CHAPTER XI I |
MOCQUI NO S PROP ROOM

SLOALY, The Shadow conpleted his trip across the log bridge. He foll owed
t he passage that |ed outward. Soon he was | ost in the underground maze. Except
for the spark that kindled himto action, he still had the manner of a zonbi.

| mpressi ons were penetrating to The Shadow s brain; gropingly he was
assenbl i ng those scattered thoughts.

Never, even when first awakened, had The Shadow been conpl etely under
Mocqui no's sway. Dully, he had followed the Iine of |east resistance, when he
obeyed orders in the manner of the other zonbis. He had been hazily conscious,
however, of affairs about him

Even the toil in the pit had been real. During it, The Shadow had heard
t he
mur mur of the voodoo circle; had seen the flickering fire and the human
st at ues
beyond it.

Though he hadn't recognized Marcia at that distance, he knew that she was
one of the group; for The Shadow had gained the inpression that there were
f our
statues, instead of three.

For forty-eight hours, The Shadow had been in the cave where the other
zonbis dwelt. He had sensed the tang of ozone in the atnosphere, a curious
phenonenon, considering that the air in these caverns was none too pure.

During his present random march, The Shadow agai n noted ozone. As he drew
| abored breaths, his flickering brain divined the reason

That hi ssing sound in the zonbi cave!

It was gas, |eaking from underground pipes that |led into Manhattan
Filtering through the porous stone, it gathered other chem cal elenents.
Mocqui no must have di scovered that | eakage and noted its effects. He had put
t he
di scovery to his own use

Thr ough constant breathing of that filtered gas, nmen becane stupefi ed;
yet



capabl e of action when trained to the right commands.

Mocqui no had probably found it a task to drill obedience into the first
few
men who fell beneath his sway. After that, newconers had sinply fallen in
['ine,
copyi ng the exanpl es of those about them

The effects of the gas lingered; that was why the zonbis could be brought
fromtheir cave, to do service in the pit. It told also, how Mcqui no had
safely
shi pped a crew of zonbis to become unwitting nmurderers. He had brought them
back
to his lair before they had shaken off the gas treatnent.

Twent y-four hours.

That, as The Shadow renenbered it, was the time that George G ul en had
required for an al nost conpl ete recovery. The Shadow woul d need less, if he
stayed out of the gassy cavern. Before tonorrow night, he would be hinself
agai n.

Those |inking thoughts did much to rouse The Shadow from his present
| ethargy. At intervals, he seemed to shed his zonbi ways; during those short
bursts of nental strength, he enployed the tactics of The Shadow.

It was fortunate; otherw se The Shadow s conquest of Gil would have
gai ned
hi m not hi ng.

AS he probed his way through many passages, The Shadow frequently heard
t he
approach of Mcquino's servitors. At those tinmes he sidled to the wall, clung
there |li ke a chanel eon of darkness, unseen by the men who passed.

He al ways waited during those | ong, unpleasant mnutes when a haze
cl ouded
his mnd; then, alert again, he continued along his route.

The Shadow cane at |ast to the deserted Voodoo Gotto. He blundered past
the enpty pit; sight of it alnost forced his footsteps downward, for he was
rel apsing to the zonbi state.

He managed to pass the pit; blundered agai nst the huge door. Pressing
there, he waited until a sickening spell had passed.

Thought s st eadi ed. The Shadow noved toward the niche where he had hi dden
the flat box. He found the crevice, drewthe kit fromit. Wth funbling hands,
The Shadow opened the box. A conpact apparatus was reveal ed.

It was a radi o device, consisting of a coil, a tube and several dry-cel
batteries. There were wires, not yet connected, plus a snall object shaped
l'i ke
a sendi ng key. The Shadow s fingers funbled with the wires. Sinple though
their
attachment was, it took hima while to remenber the system

The Shadow s brain was receptive; it could absorb outside inpressions.
But
to produce actual action was a far nore difficult matter. Fromthat thought
itself, The Shadow took a warning. It would be unsafe to nmove agai nst Mocqui no
until many nore hours had gone by.

Wres were fixed. The Shadow hel d the box pressed against the rock. He
wai ted, eyes shut. Wth another return of nmental alertness, he finally fished
out the paper that bore the route instructions.

The devi ce that The Shadow handled was transmtting a radi o beam
El sewhere, Burbank and others had direction finders, set to | ocate a beam of
this short wave-length. If all went well, The Shadow coul d depend upon their
cal cul ati ons al one.

There was a chance, though, that but one man - probably Burbank - had
caught the signal. Acting upon that possibility, The Shadow began to interrupt



the beam by using the key. Wth those breaks, he transnmtted a sl ow coded
nessage

The Shadow was giving the details of his paper covering the ride in the
bl ack-w ndowed | i nousi ne. The effort taxed The Shadow. Hi s eyes | ooked
sightl ess
as they stared at the paper, which lay beneath a tiny bulb that had |ighted
automatically when he raised the lid of the make-up kit.

Fi ngers nunbi ng, The Shadow managed, through sheer nerve, to conplete the
tabul ati ons. Before his fixed gaze, the witten records were grotesque, yet
| egi bl e.

The task was finished. The Shadow s fingers slipped fromthe key. Hs
body
slunped to the stone floor; the flat box fell beside him Batteries rolled
from
it; there was a clatter of a breaking tube. The tiny bulb was obliterated.

AFTER a period when all seened bl ackness, the dimglow of the grotto
began
to register itself upon The Shadow. He arose, funbled for the box. Finding the
equi prent broken, he closed the box and let it slide into the crack of the
wal | .
That epi sode had ended with an unfortunate sequel; but The Shadow s | apse
had produced a greater return of strength. He was steady when he noved from
t he
wal | toward the great throne that stood beyond the ashes of the voodoo fire.
Passing the throne, The Shadow canme to a passage in the rear wall. He saw
a
steel door, a switch beside it.
This was the cavern where Marcia and the fem nine contingent slept. Like
the zonbis that The Shadow had left, they could not be rescued at present.
Movi ng away fromthe door, The Shadow cane to an unbl ocked passage. A
l'i ght
gli mered beyond a turn. This path, it struck The Shadow, night lead to
Mocqui no' s own abode.
As he noved i nward, The Shadow saw a door upon his right. It was
net al - sheat hed, but unl ocked. Straight ahead was anot her door, stronger and
tightly shut. The Shadow chose the door on the right. He stepped into a room
that was like a wide aisle following the |line of the passage.
There were curtains at the end of the room partly open, they adnmitted
light fromthe roomat the end of the passage. The Shadow coul d see the end of

a
sliding door; but it was pushed back. Thanks to the illum nation, he could
nmake

out the objects about him

He was in Mcquino's prop room where the Voodoo Master kept the trick
devices with which he fooled his followers.

The Shadow saw t he poker that had been in the fire, two nights ago. Its
poi nt was a porous alloy, the sort that would hold heat in its center but cool
rapidly on the surface.

It's handle was a piece of pipe with tiny holes, through which air could
i ssue. That accounted for the sizzles that had come fromthe poker. Heated air
had simply expanded and sought an outlet.

Movi ng to a rack, The Shadow saw Mocqui no's knife. He exam ned the
weapon;
as he had suspected, its handle was hollow A thrust, the blade would go into
the handle, to be forced out later by a spring.

Mocqui no, however, had added a double twist to that old trick. A pressure
of the guard at the bottomof the hilt caused a catch to hold the blade in
pl ace. That expl ai ned now Mocqui no had hurled the knife into the box. He could



make this dirk an actual weapon, when he chose.

In the hilt, lay the other feature of the knife. Liquid oozed as The
Shadow
pushed the bl ade upward. The hol | ow handl e served as a reservoir that could be
filled with ruddy fluid, representing blood. That was as why the fake plunge
of
t he knife had caused bl ood to gush, seenmingly froma victims heart.

The Shadow found the box that Mycquino had used as a target board. He
raised the lid; there was a stir within. The darting head of the fer-de-Iance
whi pped forth, to drive its fangs into The Shadow s arm

That strike was futile. The snake squirnmed to the bottom of the box, when
The Shadow brought out a cluster of dryish herbs.

C osing the box lid, The Shadow sniffed the | eaves. They bore the arona
of
a tropical plant. These herbs were the snake's chief food; and The Shadow had
heard of their virtue. Such plants neutralized the venom of poi sonous
reptiles.

THE SHADOW nmoved farther into the prop room H's course was stealthy;
instinctively, he had returned to his old nethods of silent notion. That
proved
fortunate.

The Shadow was close to the curtains when he suddenly detected the sound
of
voi ces fromthe next room One step nore mght have brought discovery. The
Shadow caught hinmself, halted on the threshold, just in tine.

Then, with the skill that was his custom he stirred a curtain so
slightly
that its notion was inperceptible. Through the space thus provi ded, The Shadow
peered into a strangely furnished room- where garish tapestries hung fromthe
rocky walls, and fancy chairs and divans stood upon thick-tufted rugs.

This room was Mcqui no's own den. Reclining on a divan, the Voodoo Master
was speaking to a scar-faced conpani on who sat in an opposite chair.

The Shadow had chanced upon a conference between Mcqui no and his chi ef
i eutenant, Leboux!

CHAPTER XI 'V
PLANS COVPLETED

"AFTER tonorrow s neeting," spoke Mcquino, "we shall end our sojourn
her e.

Qur future lies before us, Leboux."

Leboux's lips formed a grin so jagged that it was difficult to note where
his mouth ended and his scar began

"I hold sufficient wealth," continued Mcqui no, pointing to heavy coffers
that were stacked in a corner. "MIlions, Leboux, in funds that can easily be
cashed! This wealth was not stolen. It was given to ne."

Above the coffers was a shelf; there, anong other itens, |ay The Shadow s
automatics. Sight of those weapons brought a smile to Mcquino's flane-narred
face. The guns remnmi nded hi mof The Shadow, that, in turn, made hi mthink of
t he
zonbi s.

"Tormorrow ni ght," resumed Mcquino, "the zonmbis will toil for the |ast
time. After that, we shall fill their cave with chlorine gas. They shall die;
and remai n entonbed there!"”

The Shadow renmenbered the chlorine gas at Sayre's. There were big tanks
in



the prop room along with barrels of the reddi sh powder that Mucquino |liked to
toss on the voodoo fire.

"What of the black zombi ?" questioned Leboux. "The others can di sappear
but is it safe to dispose of himso soon?"

"Quite," assured Mocquino. "Today, ny spies reported interesting news.
Lamont Cranston is in Algeria."

“"In Algeria? But, naster - he is herel™

Mocqui no shook his head.

"I have suspected often," he declared, "that The Shadow and Lanont
Cranston
m ght be two different persons. That fact has been proven. The real Cranston
is
a traveler. Wiile he is absent, The Shadow frequently takes his place.

"Wth other zonbis" - Mucquino' s chuckle was rem niscent - "we have had
to
supply reasons for their disappearance. Wth The Shadow, that is not
necessary.
He, hinself, has paved the way to his own destruction. The pretended Cranston
wi Il never be missed, since a real one still exists."

"But there are those who serve The Shadow -"

Leboux's rem nder brought a hard-spat oath from Mdcqui no. The Voodoo
Mast er
arose, raised waving fists.

"W shall trap them " he prom sed. "Sayre, Vincent, Burke - the I|ot of
them And Gulen, too, though he is harmess by this time. Wth The Shadow
dead,

t hose bl underers can never escape ne!

"You know ny future plans, Leboux! | shall dwell in the heart of New York
City, a spider in the center of the greatest web that ever was designed! Every
crimnal will serve ne! | shall control an enpire that can never be
overt hr own,
for its very existence will be unknown.

"Wth this wealth" - he pointed toward the coffers - "I can buy that
power .

The nmen who already serve me will bring others; and will dispose of those who
refuse to serve ne. For every dollar that |I spend, | shall acquire ten, a
hundr ed! "

Mocqui no approached Leboux, laid a withery claw upon the lieutenant's
shoul der.

"And you, Leboux," he added, "shall no | onger be an overseer of zonbis.
You
shal | become prime minister in our enpire, second only to myself!"

LEBOUX was pl eased. The prospect so stirred himthat he could think of no
nore questions. Evidently Mycqui no expected one, for the Voodoo Master sniled.

"You have forgotten certain persons,” rem nded Mocqui no. "The ones who
are
still nmenbers of ny cult.”

Leboux's face showed a troubl ed | ook. Mocqui no understood it.

"Per haps you wonder what | shall do with them" he remarked. "The answer
is
sinmple. | shall let themgo their way, unharnmed. That is easier than having to
di spose of them since we have not yet arranged for themto disappear."”

"They may tal k!" protested Leboux. "You will no | onger control them-"

"You think not, Leboux? You are wong. Tonorrow, they shall see a sight
that not one shall forget. After that denonstration of my wath, their |ips
will
seal . "

"The fire cerenonial ?"



"Yes. | shall use the girl, Marcia Cortell, as the victimof the
sacrifice."”

"But she is a zonbi!"

Mocqui no shook his head. His smle was subtle; it reflected the crafty
t houghts within his schem ng brain.

"l have renoved her fromthe zonbi cell,"’

sai d Mocqui no. "Tonorrow night,

she will be alnost normal. | shall declare that she, alone of all zonbis,
managed to shake off the spell. My followers know the miserable fate of
ordi nary

zonbi s, but when they witness the terrible death that comes to those who
return
fromthe living dead they will fear ne forever!"”

The Shadow heard that final statenent, but did not see the satanic fury
that registered on Mocquino's face. He sensed that the conference was
fini shed;

t hat Mocqui no and Leboux m ght soon be | eaving the den, perhaps by way of the
prop room

That was why The Shadow had wi thdrawn fromthe curtain. Picking his way
out
into the passage, he noved rapidly toward the grotto. Hs swift stride was
forced; at nonments, his |legs slowed, as though anxious to return to the sl ow
tranp of the zonmbi march

He was across the grotto when he heard sounds fromthe passage that he
had
left. Choosing a course back toward the zonbi cavern, The Shadow was envel oped
in the darkness of the underground maze.

Once safely away, he felt the let-down that returned himto zomnbi
bewi | derment. The Shadow let hinself fall into the slow, plodding pace. He was
headed in the right direction; when he reached the final passage, he turned
toward it. Suddenly, he halted.

A man was coming fromthe passage; another of Mocquino's many guards. The
fell ow had seen the open door of the zonmbi cavern, was comng to report it to
t he Voodoo Master.

Pressing his hands agai nst the sides of the passage, The Shadow st eadi ed
hinsel f. Instead of trying to straighten his confused thoughts, he let his
brain
go bl ank. The passage blurred before The Shadow s eyes. He was staring al nost
sightl ess, when the guard arrived.

THE fell ow experienced the sanme inpressions that il had undergone. He
saw
a zonbi at large; recognized himas The Shadow. Wth a pleased grin, the
fell ow
gargl ed the high-pitched tone that controlled the zonbis. Again, the conmand
fail ed.

The Shadow cl unped forward; the guard cowered away. Seeing the chasm a
dozen feet behind him he avoided Gil's mstake. Wldly, he hurled hinself at
The Shadow, only to strike a human form as inmovabl e as stone.

Blindly, The Shadow clutched the attacker; throttled himand flayed him
back across the passage. The nan went |inp, as his body bashed the stone
wal | s.

Al that saved himfrom death agai nst those rocks was the sudden finish
of
The Shadow s blind fury. Intelligence supplanted the haze of The Shadow s
br ai n.

He halted his attack; stared at the slunped figure in his grasp.

By giving vent to that frenzy, The Shadow had cl eared his cobwebbed
t houghts nore effectively than before. He tossed the |ightweight native over
hi s



shoul der, strode across the bridge and reached the gassy cavern
Breathing as slowy as possible, The Shadow pitched his sensel ess burden

on

the vacant mat; taking off his own cloak, he draped it over the native guard.
Qutside the cell, The Shadow pressed the switch that closed the stee

door.

He started across the log bridge. Dizziness gripped him fromthat brief whiff
gas. He staggered; began to sway. He saved hinself by staggering forward.

Hi s zigzag increased with every stride, but when his right foot finally
slipped fromthe | og edge, he was on solid ground. The rocks were hard, but
The
Shadow accepted them gratefully as he took a spraw .

The Shadow realized that in Cranston's garb, he could not attenpt the
prol onged journey that he had made before. Such a trip, however, was
unnecessary
until sonme tine tonorrow. It would be as easy then as tonight, for daylight
never penetrated into these caves.

Sl eep, away fromthe gas-filled cavern, was the best tonic that The
Shadow
could acquire. He looked for a little used passage; entered the nearest one
t hat
he could find. It led into deep darkness.

Soon, The Shadow was stumbling anmong rocks that cane knee-hi gh. The
condition of the floor indicated that none of Mdcquino's men woul d choose this
route, even by accident.

Probing along the wall. The Shadow finally found a fissure that offered a
snooth, slanted ledge. He rolled into that stony bunk, closed his eyes and
sought sleep. It was not long before it came to him The slunber was sound.

Thus The Shadow failed to discern the flicker of |lighted torches that
passed by the entrance to his passage, a half hour |ater. Doctor Mdcquino,
followed by two servitors, was com ng to take a good-night |ook at his zonbis.

THE Voodoo Master crossed the |og bridge where Gil lay forgotten, far
bel ow. He pressed the switch that opened the cavern door; turned on the |ight
to
| ook at the sleeping zonbis.

Among them Mocqui no saw a huddl ed figure beneath a bl ack cl oak, as
si l ent,
as notionless as the others.

Wth a discordant |augh, Mycquino stepped fromthe cavern and slithered
t he
door shut, to close off the bl ackened space. He was confident that no zonbi,
not
even The Shadow, could shake off the power of the ever-seeking gas. If victinms
were to return fromtheir zonbi state - as would be the case with Marcia - it
woul d have to be by Mcquino's design

So thought the Voodoo Master. His plans for the nmorrow were conpl et ed.
The
wor |l d woul d soon trenbl e beneath the overlordship of Rodil Mcquino and the
unseen enpire that he intended to rule.

It never occurred to Mocquino that another brain mght forrmulate plans to
balk him To one person, alone, did Mcquino credit such strength; and he
regarded that being as an extinct power of the past.

Doct or Mocqui no was thi nking of The Shadow

CHAPTER XV

NEWS OF THE SHADOW



AT nine o' clock the next night, a car ascended a lonely road that scal ed
a
New Jersey hillside. Its lights showed the foliage of many trees; jutting
rocks
gave the summit a nount ai nous appearance. The car finally swng to a stop
besi de
a small but well-kept cabin that nestled close to the hillside.

It woul d have been difficult for the casual observer to believe that this
spot was within thirty mles of New York Gty; but such was the case. This
hi |
bel onged to the I ow, rugged range of Watchung Mountains, that begin not far
beyond the Jersey meadows.

The cabin was situated on the slope toward the valley that ran between
two
ranges; thus a daylight view would have afforded sight of a scene that had the
senbl ance of a wil derness.

A young nman alighted fromthe car; he approached the cabin and rapped a
signal . The door opened; the man who admitted the visitor was Doctor Rupert
Sayr e.

The physician recogni zed the arrival as Harry Vincent, one of the npst
capabl e agents who served The Shadow.

They seated thensel ves at a table holding a powerful kerosene |anp that
illum nated the room Harry nudged his head toward a cl osed door; in | ow tone,
he questi oned:

"G ul en?”

"Asleep,"” replied Sayre. Then, noting a strained |look on Harry's usually
keen face: "Tell ne the trouble."

"Last night," stated Harry, "Burbank caught the radio beam from
sonewher e
in Manhattan. | had a flicker of it, fromWstchester County, where | was
stationed. But Burke missed it, from Brooklyn."

"You sent Burbank your direction?"

Harry nodded. Then

"His line and mne were alnost the sanme. Allowing for a small percentage

of
error, the bad angle ruined our calculation. If we went by our original
check-up" - Harry smiled ruefully - "we would have to decide that The Shadow

sent that signal fromthe mddl e of the George Washi ngton Bridge."

Sayre's eyes reflected Harry's troubl ed | ook

"It's not so bad as it seens," explained Harry, promptly. "The Shadow
interrupted the beamwi th a coded nessage; and Burbank caught the whole of it.
He gave directions to his location, conpass points and tinme spaces.”

"You followed then?"

"Mbe Shrevnitz did, after dark, tonight. He wound up at the northwest
corner of Manhattan Island. He was near the heights, when he ended the trip.
He
knows the rest of the way, though; it leads to an old mansion, in a setting
alnost as wild as these hills."

SAYRE | ooked relieved. The |ocation nentioned was not far north of the
Ceorge Washington Bridge. That nade it fit with the findings fromthe radio
beam Soon, though, Sayre began to grasp the real reason for Harry's worry.

"That beamwas cut off," informed Harry. "It hasn't been repeated. The
Shadow has found Mbcqui no's headquarters; and probably they're beneath that
old
forgotten mansion. But the question is: Wat has happened to The Shadow since
| ast night."

The very question was in Sayre's mnd. He was guessing the actual truth:



that The Shadow had fallen into Mcquino's power. Sayre could picture himas a
zonbi . Then came the thought that Mcquino would scarcely be satisfied unti
The
Shadow was actual |y dead.

"We're going there tonight,'
| arge-scal e
map of Manhattan on the table; traced out the route for Sayre. "But it's going
to be a ticklish task. The Shadow s orders were to stay under cover; but he
lets
us use our own judgnent, in emergency."”

"And this is an enmergency," agreed Sayre. "l understand what you are up
against. A false step would be serious, particularly if The Shadow has nanaged
to make plans of his own."

asserted Harry, grimy. He laid a

"There won't be any fal se steps,” assured Harry. "W'll nove in on that
place as if it were surrounded with egg shells."
Harry gl anced at his watch; there was still time for nore talk. He cane

to
the main reason for his visit.

"Any shred of information nmay help us," he told Sayre. "Has G ul en
renenbered any facts? Has he given any description, even a hazy one, of
Mocqui no' s headquarters?"

Sayre shook his head.

"Grulen thinks that he is in Wst Virginia," inforned the physician. "I
didn't tell himthat we were reversing our trail, with all those plane hops. |
knew that if he thought he was close to New York, he would want to go there."

Harry smiled. Sayre's deception was w se one. The two were bendi ng over
t he
map; they didn't hear the slight sound of a door opening behind them

"The whol e epi sode of the voodoo cult has vani shed from Gulen's mnd,"

added Sayre. "I don't think he would renenber Mcquino, unless | deliberately
drilled the name through his head. It would do himno good to show himthis
nap.

He woul dn't know what we neant, if we told himthis route |ed the abode of a
devil doctor who once controlled him"

There was a pause; then Sayre questioned: "What about the girl? Marcia
Cortel I ?"

"She has disappeared,” replied Harry. "But, as usual, the police suspect
not hi ng. She is supposed to have taken trip to Europe.™

"Whi ch neans that she is there" - Sayre tapped the finish of the route
t hat
was traced on the map. "If she went to another cult neeting, she is probably a
zonbi . "

Harry started to speak, then nade a warning gesture. The flanme of the
kerosene |l amp was sputtering, as if a breeze had reached it. Sayre turned the
lantern | ow

"That happens every now and then," he remarked. He | ooked around. "There
aren't any w ndows open, except in Gulen's room"

The door to that room had shut. Neither Sayre nor Harry suspected that it
had been ajar. The physician decided to take a |l ook at the patient. He
tip-toed
into the room then returned.

"Sound asleep," he told Harry. "Let's go outside, Vincent, where there is
no chance of disturbing him Leave the map here; it will be safe. W can stay
on
t he porch, where we can watch the road."

THE outer door had hardly cl osed before George Gulen thrust his head in
fromthe other room H s face was flushed - a sign that he had inproved under
Sayre's care; but there was sonething unnatural about its color



CGeorge was breathing jerkily as he approached the table. There was a
flicker of horror in his eyes, visible even in the dull light. H's nmenory had
sprung to action nore easily than Sayre had expected. The statenents that he
had
overheard were responsi bl e.

Wth trenbling hands, George folded the map. He | ooked toward the w ndows
t hat opened on the porch; set his lips grimy, as he shook his head. Wth his
recol l ections of the voodoo rites, George had forgotten other facts:
particularly that he owed his present recovery to Sayre's care

He had caught Sayre's statenent regarding this location. The fact that
t he
physi ci an had not told himwhere he actually was, had been enough to bring
about
entirely fal se concl usions.

At that nonment, Ceorge regarded Sayre as an eneny; and he applied the
sane
to Harry. His lips muttered a name al oud:

"Mocqui no!" George spoke the nane in a tone of detest. Then, with a choke
in his voice, he added: "Marcia!"

H s next munbl es were incoherent, but his actions showed a craftiness.
Fol di ng the map, George tucked it in his pocket. He stole to a rear door
opened
it without a creak. He stepped outside and sneaked around to the front. He saw
the road: near it, the dimlights of Harry's parked car

Ceorge reached the car. The ignition switch was | ocked; that didn't
bot her
hi m Taking the wheel, he rel eased the hand brake. The car coasted fromthe
slight slope, rolled noiselessly down the hard dirt road.

CGeorge couldn't find the light switch at first; hence the headl anps were
still dimwhen Harry spotted them fromthe porch

"Sonmebody's got the car!" he exclainmed to Sayre. "Wat's nore, he's away
withit!"

They dashed into the cabin. Sayre | ooked toward the table.

"The map! It's gone! Was as it the only one?"

"No. But the question is: who took it?"

Sayre pointed to the inner door. It was partly open. They turned on a
light, saw that George's cot was enpty.

"Where's the nearest phone?" demanded Harry.

"At the crossroads,"” replied Sayre. "That's nmore than two m | es bel ow

here.”

"And G ul en can coast nearly the whole way," groaned Harry. "How | ong
will
it take himto get a cab?"

"About ten minutes, if he's lucky. There's a town just over the hill. If
he
calls for a cab, it will arrive in a hurry."

"He has money with hinP"

"Yes. Plenty!"

TOGETHER, Harry and Sayre started a |long jog down the slope. Even with
flashlights, they found the going rough. It was nore than the estimted two
nmles, before they finally found the car. Both rear tires were flat. George
had
obligingly seen to that.

They heard the runble of a notor sone distance ahead. It was a quarter

mle
to the crossroads, and they covered it on the run. The tel ephone was in a
filling station, but the place was closed and tightly | ocked. Harry guessed

why.



"Gulen did better than call a cab," he panted. "He paid the service nman
to
take himto New York. That's why the place closed early. It was their car we
just heard."

"It's a couple mles over to the town," renmarked Sayre. "W mght as well
hike it."

Wnded fromtheir run, they found the tranp a | ong one, requiring a good
part of an hour. At intervals, Harry specul ated on the problens that CGeorge's
departure night produce. Sayre was inclined to be hopeful

"He didn't hear very much," said Sayre. "His thoughts may wander, causing
himto forget the map."

"That's possible," agreed Harry. "But |I'mdue in New York by el even. W
want to be up there before mdnight."

"You'll meke it," assured Sayre. "Meanwhile, don't worry about Gulen. At
worst, he'll only blunder into Mdcquino's hands a short while before you
arrive
there.

"That will tend to puzzle Mcquino, rather than hurt your expedition. |
can
assure you of one thing: Gulen will be bewildered if he neets Mcquino, too
much so to give informtion."

Harry hoped that Sayre was right. That hope, however, was ill-founded. As
Sayre had said, George was still in a bewildered state; but it happened that
he

had gai ned purpose despite it.

At that noment, George was staring through the wi ndow of the service
man' s
coupe, as the car rolled along the Skyway over the Jersey flats. Ahead |lay the
entrance to the Holland Tunnel; beyond, the glare of Manhattan. Sight of those
lights rem nded George of instructions that he had al ready given.

"Don't forget," he told the driver. "I want to go to police
headquarters. "

"I won't forget," gruffed the man beside him wth a sharp side-Iook
"That's where |'mtaking you, even if you decide to change your mind!"

Ceorge fished a half dollar fromhis pocket, for the fare through the
tunnel. Wth the other hand, he crinkled the map that thrust from his pocket.
Ceorge didn't intend to forget where he was goi ng, nor what he neant to say
when
he arrived there.

New factors soon would nmove in the war agai nst Mocqui no. Whet her or not
t hey woul d assi st The Shadow, only the future could reveal

CHAPTER XVI
THE FI NAL MEETI NG

TIME stood still in the gas-infiltrated cavern where the zonbis dwelt.
Even
when visitors entered, those relics of humanity did not know it, except when
their ears heard the signals that they obeyed.

Therefore, it was a silent, unseeing audi ence that greeted The Shadow
when
he arrived at the cavern, an hour before midnight. The light that showed when
the door slid back was barely sufficient to reveal the figure of Lanont
Cranston
on the threshol d.

The Shadow had conpletely recuperated fromthe gas treatnment. Thanks to
hi s
recovery, he had roamed Mocquino's prem ses during the past few hours w thout



t he enshrouding folds of his black cloak. Those passages, with their many
ni ches, offered easy conceal ment for The Shadow, when he was in his right
m nd.

Curiously, The Shadow s present venture was the nmpbst dangerous that he
had
undertaken. He intended to risk another sojourn in the gas chanber, basing his
pl an upon the fact that Mcquino and others frequently stayed there a short
whi | e.

Apparently, the air was not heavily surcharged with the ever-trickling
gas.

O herwi se, the zonbis could not live. It was a |ight mxture that kept themin
their lethargic state; and The Shadow was confident that it required
considerable tine to produce the original zonmbi synptons.

The first problemwas the closing of the door. The Shadow managed it by
stepping inside, then stretching his armfor the outside switch. The barrier
took a conplete second in its heavy, shutting slide. The Shadow whi pped i nward
at a nore rapid speed.

He could tell by the scent of the air that the gas was | ess dense beside
the door. Pressing the Iight switch, The Shadow studied the rows of sleeping
zonbi s.

The Shadow spoke, with sinister whisper that crept weirdly beneath the
| owvaulted roof. The zonbis did not stir. Again he repeated the strange tone,
this time with a shivery touch of nockery. The sound registered. Two zonbis
noved.

Though keyed to the high-pitched cormands gi ven by Mdcqui no and his
native
tri besnen, the zonbis could respond to other tones. Such sounds, however,
needed
to carry sone startling feature that would make themdiffer from ordinary
noi ses.

Repetition of The Shadow s whi sper brought the remmining zonbis to life.
Mechani cally, they fornmed a procession, advancing at The Shadow s sunmons.
Wth
a sharp articulation, he halted them

Meeting the vacant stare of the forenost zonbi, The Shadow gave a
pi ercing
gaze. The glow of his eyes nust have penetrated deep to the dulled brain, for
the zonbi moved his lips. Slowy, in sepulchral nonotone, The Shadow drilled
honme wor ds:

"You - hear - ny - voice -

There was a twitch of the zonbi's lips; they finally phrased the
soundl ess
word: "Yes."

"Return - to - your - resting place - now -"

The zonbi stepped away. The file noved forward, to stop at The Shadow s
sharp hiss. The first zonmbi, however, kept going toward his mat; halting
t here,
he settled as if asleep

ONE by one, the remaining zonbis harkened to The Shadow s instructions.
The
si ght woul d have amazed Mcqui no, who thought that these dulled humans coul d
follow only the nmost primtive orders. The Shadow was enpl oyi ng et hods t hat
Mocqui no coul d not have mat ched.

Through the forceful power of his own will, he was stepping up the
remant s
of intelligence that the zonbis possessed. He was dependi ng, too, upon nore
t han
sheer conmand.



In those zonbi minds remai ned certain instincts, which The Shadow
recogni zed from his own experience. Though they did not display it on the
surface, they could experience both |ikes and hatreds.

In Mocquino's tone, they felt the whiplash of an eneny. In that of The
Shadow, they sensed the urge of a friend.

A dark-faced zonbi halted before The Shadow. Wth this arrival, The
Shadow
wasted very little time. In reality, he was not a true zonbi; he was the guard
The Shadow had overcone the previous night and had substituted in his sleeping
mat, covering himw th his - The Shadow s - own bl ack cl oak. The gas had nade
hi m as obedi ent as the zonbi es.

Now, The Shadow pl ucked away the bl ack cloak that hung fromthe fellow s
shoul ders. He pointed to a corner where the floor dropped sharply behind rough
rocks.

Mocqui no' s gassed henchman turned, wandered in that direction. Stunbling
over the final rock, the man sprawl ed out of sight. He did not rise fromthe
hol e where he had fallen

After inpressing order upon the |last few zonbis, The Shadow appr oached
t he
vacant mat. He stretched there, his cloak drawn tightly across his face.

Conserving his breath, The Shadow drew air sparingly through the cloth.
He
was enpl oying a system of yoga breathing that he had practiced in India; the
sort whereby fakirs could Iie entonbed for hours.

Pressed within the cloak he had a cloth that he had treated with
chemical s
i n Mocquino's prop room but The Shadow was not counting upon it to offset the
gas entirely. The less air he breathed, the better

The Shadow was prepared for an extended wait; but the time was |ess than
he
expected. Faintly, he heard the sliding of the netal door. Leboux had arrived
a
hal f hour before midnight, to assenble the zonbis. Evidently, this |ast
nmeet i ng
was to be an early one.

Zombi s had not forgotten the high-pitched tone, though they responded
nor e
slow y than usual. The Shadow was anong them when they lined up to begin their
march out to the grotto. Wien he passed Leboux. the overseer saw that the
bl ack-cl oaked zonmbi was staring with the same gl assy-eyed gaze as the rest.

The Shadow s deception al so fool ed Mocqui no when they reached the grotto.
The Voodoo Master sneered at the passing |line; gave special contenpt to The
Shadow whi |l e Leboux was driving the procession to their places in the pit.

Soon, the big wheel began to grind. Cult menmbers were arriving so
steadily,
that the door seldomremained shut for nore than half a mnute.

Li ke the other zombis, The Shadow kept at the work with seening
indifference. H s eyes, though, were taking in the entire scene. Due to his
circular march, he could study every portion of the grotto w thout changing
hi s
gaze.

THE setting differed tonight.
Mocqui no' s throne had been renoved. The fire pit was enlarged, stretching
back to the space where the throne had been. Beyond that was hazy darkness.
Three living statues were present. Marcia was the nmissing fourth. One
st ood
at each end of the fire; the third, slightly in the background but at an
angl e.



Al'l held torches; instead of the bow formerly held by a statue, a huge urn
stood near the fire and in front of it.

Tomtons thrumed; but there was no dance toni ght. Seating thensel ves
before the fire, the voodoo ritualists forned a semicircle, with Mcquino in
t he
center. The Shadow was facing straight toward that scene, when the wheel cane
to
a halt that he supposed was fi nal

The big door was cl osed. Leboux sprang fromhis post; strolled over to
join
t he voodoo circle. He wanted to witness the com ng cerenpny at close range.
The
Shadow had foreseen that Leboux woul d have that w sh, and that Mcqui no woul d
grant it.

Though he had fornul ated plans that would suit any circunmstance, this was
the one that The Shadow preferred. His head | owered slightly, dipping,
unnoti ced, below the pit edge.

Soon afterward, there was one |ess zonbi at the huge wheel

The desertion passed unnoticed. One face |l ess was a m nor matter anong
t hat
spoked array of silent standers. Nor was The Shadow di scerni bl e as he ascended
t he rough steps beside the wall, to follow fringing darkness.

Toni ght, he could reach any nook in the main grotto, unless sone
unf or eseen
devel opnent intervened. Once gone fromthe great wheel, however, it would be
difficult to return there

Doct or Mocqui no had finished a prelimnary speech that roused the tense
curiosity of the listeners. One zonbi, he told them had returned to normal
life. That was no discredit to Mocquino's power. On the contrary, it showed
t hat
he had stepped beyond all others who clainmed mastery over voodoo.

These wi tnesses had seen each zonbi die. Therefore, the zombis seem ngly
lived only by virtue of Mycquino' s power.

For a person actually dead to draw back the full strength of forner life,
was i ndeed amazing. A matter incredible even to those who knew rmuch of voodoo
practice. But not to Mocquino. Such a result - the return of a spirit to the
body - was a miracle that he had | ong desired to achieve.

They woul d view the proof, tonight.

But with it - Mocquino's discordant tone carried a bitter warning nmel ody
woul d cone terrible punishment to the person concerned. The victimwuld be
destroyed by the one elenment that could acconplish conplete obliteration

That el enment was fire.

Rl SI NG fl anes showed how wel |l the Voodoo Master's harangue had worked
upon
his followers. Tonight, they m ssed the rhythm of the dance that worked them
to
a fever pitch. They were sol emm, huddl ed creatures, nore pitiable than the
zonbi s.

Mocquino's bitter words seened to carry a threat to all. He pressed it
horre.

"Wth tonight," he declared, his voice lowered to a roll, "our cult
dissolves. It will be nelted in the crucible of silence; obliterated |ike the
human bei ng whose sacrifice you shall witness!

"What you see, will be the fate that cones to all who | oose their
t ongues.

Silence carries its own reward. Lack of it means death. One death, only: doom
amid the flanes!"



Mocquino turned to raise his armas signal to native followers. He
st opped,
the notion half conpleted. A dark-faced servant stunbled through the circle,
whi spered words that only Mdcqui no heard. The Voodoo Master | eered.

"Leboux!" he exclainmed. "The portal! Open it - and |l eave it open!"

The overseer stepped toward the pit. From darkness, The Shadow turned,
drew
an automatic that he had recl ai ned from Mocqui no' s unguarded den. The
bl ackened
muzzl e turned toward Leboux, followed the scar-faced overseer as he strode
toward the zonbi pit.

Shoul d Leboux shout the news that the black zonbi was gone, he would die
bef ore Mbcqui no understood the words. Nor would Mocquino live | ong enough to
guess what Leboux cried, if The Shadow coul d prevent it.

The odds, however, were bad. The Shadow had not reached the position that
he want ed. Mocqui no was hemred in by the voodoo circle that spread like a
hal f -moon shield. It would be better for The Shadow, as well as Leboux, if the
latter failed to notice that the wheel |acked one zonbi.

There was a chance that he woul d. Leboux's high voice was al ready giving
the order that made the zombis nove. The big wheel started its grind.

Leboux stopped well short of the pit. Moreover, he did not gaze toward
t he
pit at all. He watched the huge door instead.

The short gap amid the toiling zonbis swng by unnoticed. Wen the door
had
opened, Leboux babbled the halting cry. He saw the door stop; he pivoted about
and stal ked back to the voodoo circle. The Shadow slid his gun away; resuned
hi s
glide along the wall

During that progress, The Shadow noted Mcqui no staring toward the opened
portal, his face contorted with a fiendish snile

"W shall have visitors," announced Mocqui no, his voice a nalicious hiss.
"Qur portals are always open to those who wish to see the light. W shal
wel come themto our cerenony!"

An om nous silence foll owed Mdcqui no's words. The statenment carried
prom se
of an added doom Strained watchers waited as the mi nutes passed. The Shadow
had
hal t ed, watching al so

Even The Shadow woul d be due for a surprise, when Mcquino's guests
arrived!

CHAPTER XVI |
MOCQUI NO S GUESTS

| NSPECTOR JOE CARDONA was standing on a knoll, facing an ancient nansion
that formed a jagged pile of darkness. Through the trees that fringed the
hilltop, gleaned distant |ights al ong the Hudson River

Cardona turned to the detective sergeant who stood beside him

"I think the place is enpty," he said. "Wat do you think, Markhan"

"I think the guy is nuts," snorted Markham "Nobody woul d be inside that
ol d house. It probably belongs to the park."

"Yeah?" inquired Cardona. "Wat park?"

"Search me," grunted the detective sergeant. "Wien | take a trip in the
woods, | go to Connecticut, or some place close. This is the first time |
| earned that Manhattan Island ran half-way to Al bany!"

Cardona | aughed. He decided that Markhamwas right: the expedition was a
wi | d- goose chase.



"l should have known it,
office
with that crazy story of his, it did strike me as screwy. There were things,
t hough, that checked."

"You mean about the girl?" asked Markham "The people | called up said
she'd gone to Europe."

"Only they didn't know what boat she'd sailed on," renmi nded Cardona. "I'm
worried about the Cortell girl. I"'mworried about Gulen, too."

"Why should you be? He's right there in the car, isn't he?"

"Yes, but his name was nentioned the other day." Cardona was recalling

adnmtted Joe. "When Grulen barged in to ny

t he
intervieww th Cranston in the Cobalt Club. "And there was a nanme that Gul en
spouted; a name | didn't |ike: Mcquino."

"The voodoo doctor? He's dead, |ong ago."

“I'"mnot so sure."

Cardona turned and went back to the car. Markham followed him expecting
a
prompt departure. Instead, Cardona tugged Gulen's arny brought himfromthe
rear seat. George gave a listless rmunble.

"You brought us up here," snapped Cardona. "You're going to be with us
when
we give the place the once-over. We're after Mcquino. Get it? Mcquino!"

The words were electric. George roused. Hi s eyes stared, white in the
dar kness.

CARDONA had brought a squad of half a dozen men. He detailed themto
circle
t he mansi on. Wil e Cardona was shoving George along with him a detective
hurried up through the dark. The fellow blinked his flashlight toward a clunp
of
trees.

"I sawit!" he gasped. "This tine, it was real! But it's not there now"

"Saw what ?" demanded Cardona. "Wy didn't you report it the first tinme?"

"I thought | was goofy the first time," adnmitted the dick. There was a
thing there; it noved when the light hit it. Then | figured it was just a
bush.

Maybe it was a different one | spotted this tine; but it had a face - a dark
one."

"An ani mal ?"

"I"'mnot sure. It could ve been a nonkey. It junped away |ike one. Only
nmonkeys have got fur, haven't they? They don't |ook |ike they was
bare-1 egged. "

Cardona called a conference. They had covered all sides of the nansion
except the back. A driveway led in that direction, and its ruts | ooked
recently
made.

"I"'mtaking Gulen and half the squad," Cardona told Markham "You wait
here with the rest. Gve us ten minutes, then cone through; and be careful. If
it |ooks bad, send for reserves."”

Sonething stirred close by. Cardona didn't notice it. He thought it was
t he
wi nd.

"I'f I want you sooner," added Joe, "I'Il give you four blinks of the
flash.

That means to join us: all clear."

At the rear of the house, below the first-floor |evel, Cardona di scovered
a
door that |ooked like the entrance to a garage. He managed to open it.

A large car was parked inside. To the left, Cardona saw a junbl ed stack



of
packi ng cases, that did not |ook suspicious. There was a door on the right,
but
it was padl ocked.

Cardona's flashlight showed a light switch. He pressed it. A dull gl ow
filled the garage. Cardona and the spreading detectives were decei ved when
t hey
| ooked at the big car. Its blackened wi ndows nerely nmade it appear enpty.

It was George who suddenly supplied new interest in the scene.

"This is the place!" he exclainmed. "The garage where we cane when we saw
Mocqui no! And that car! Look out for it, because -

Bef ore George could complete his sentence, Cardona snapped an order to a
detective.

"Take a peek inside that bus!"

The detective opened the car door; went stiff at sight of a revolver
nuzzl e
poked between his eyes. Another dick heard a sudden tumble fromthe packing
boxes: turned to face a second armed thug.

Cardona and the man beside himwere quick to aimtheir revolvers; but
t hey,
i kewi se, were too |late.

The door whi pped open at the other side of the garage. The padl ock was
rea
enough, but the hasp was a fake. Cardona and the detective were covered by a
brace of sawed-off shotguns. The men who held those weapons grow ed for them
to
[ift their dukes.

VWH LE hands rai sed, George nade a scranble for the outer door. A quick
figure blocked him One of Mycquino' s native beaters had sneaked in behind the
squad. The dark man thrust a knife point toward George's chest. Hands |ifted.
Ceorge backed into the garage

"Through that way, |ugs!"

The hoodl umin charge pointed Cardona and the rest through the end door
They shoved George al ongside the inspector. The detectives were frisked as
t hey
passed; not only were they deprived of revolvers, but the thugs clanped their
wists with their own handcuffs.

Only Cardona and CGeorge were left with hands free. That wasn't going to
hel p them they were told.

Halted on the stairway, the procession waited.

Qut si de the garage, a sneaky figure drew close to Markham s detachnent.
Cardona's instructions to Markham had been overheard by the crooks. There were
four blinks of a flashlight. The detective sergeant came ahead, his nen wth
him Once in the garage, they were bagged like the others.

An unl at ched door popped open fromthe |inpusine, to reveal aining thugs.
Anot her bobbed fromthe packi ng boxes.

The trick door fromthe upper stairway served again. This tine, two
natives
closed in fromthe rear.

Weaponl ess and handcuffed, the second detail was shoved through to join
t he
first. The procession started down the long trail of stone steps.

Al'l seened bl eak and | onely around the old nansion that marked the | ast
out post of Manhattan. There were figures there, however - forms too stealthy
to
be detected by Mycquino's watchers. Under the shelter of a crag, voices held
conf erence.

"Mbe saw a |inmousine cone through," spoke Harry Vincent to others of The



Shadow s agents. "He spotted it on a couple of trips. Then Cardona arrived,
j ust
before we cane. W'll wait until we see what he does."
Sonet hi ng dropped fromthe crag; gave a grunt in the darkness as it
| anded.
There was a whi sper in the group
"Here's Hawkeye!"
Guarded flashlights showed a hunch-shoul dered man, with quick, sharp eyes
that peered froma wi zened face. He was anot her of The Shadow s agents.
"Somet hin's gone sour," voiced "Hawkeye", his | ow tone hoarse. "For a
whil e

there, I was playin' peek-a-boo with a couple of human hyenas. Whet her

sl i pped

them or they slipped ne - well, you guess. Anyway, | couldn't get close to
Cardona's outfit."

"Are they still there?" asked Harry. "Cardona's nen. | mean."

"No," returned Hawkeye. "They got into a place that |ooked |ike a garage,
fromwhat | could see of it, lookin' over a rock. | slid away fromthere; next
thing, | saw flashlights. That was the rest of Cardona's outfit."

"And then?"

"Them garage lights went out, pretty sudden. | got closer, and felt along
the door. It was shut tight. | don't like the set-up. Everybody's gone,

i ncl udi ng the hyena gang."

Harry put a question to the group. The decision was unani nous. The
Shadow s
agents, to a man, were agreed that this was the tine for invasion. Wth
Hawkeye
as their guide, they took the upward path beside the crag.

HAD Hawkeye been able to report scenes beneath the mansi on, The Shadow s
agents woul d have dropped all caution and chosen haste. For Joe Cardona and
hi s
entire squad had reached the term nation of a trail that prom sed doom

They were moving through the open portal of Mocquino' s Voodoo Grotto,
flanked by a cluster of jeering natives who had taken over convoy duty from
t he
t hugs.

Cardona's stern eyes saw the standing zonmbis in the pit. George saw the
direction of his gaze, and he, too, | ooked.

A terrified jargon broke from George's lips. He slunped down, flung his
hands before his eyes. Natives prodded him Cardona dragged the noani ng nan
f or war d.

They neared the voodoo circle. Cardona saw Mocqui no, recognized the
Voodoo
Master despite the scars that nade broad welts across his face. He heard the
bitter, jangling laugh that he remenbered froma former episode.

Then, with George beside him Cardona was backed agai nst the near wall of
the grotto, close to Markham and the handcuffed detectives.

Through Cardona's brain flashed a single thought. It was, that there was
but one battler in all the world who could defeat Doctor Rodil Mdcqui no. That
fighter was The Shadow, and he was absent fromthis scene. That was om nous,
for, considering past perfornmances, The Shadow shoul d have arrived here ahead
of Joe Cardona.

Per haps The Shadow had arrived; this time, to | ose the struggle with that
rei ncarnated nonster who called hinmsel f Doctor Mcqui no

That, to Inspector Joe Cardona, was a thought nore om nous than the nad,
di scordant tone of the Voodoo Master!



CHAPTER XVI | |
THE FI RE ALTAR

To Joe Cardona, the scene in the Voodoo Grotto synbolized a m ghtier
power
than that which Mcquino had formerly possessed. Hard-headed, stolid even in
t he
face of death, the ace inspector had a cal cul ating eye. He remenbered ot her
[airs that Mocqui no had i nhabited. They were as nothing, in contrast to this
one.

The sem circle of voodoo worshi ppers were crouched low. So were the few
natives who drumed the tomtonms. As a result, the gol den-robed figure of
Mocqui no | oomed above them with the fire as its background. The hunan statues
were visible, also; but Cardona took themfor marble.

An ugl y-faced subordi nate now approached, to boss the group that
controll ed
Cardona and the other captives. The fell ow was Leboux, pleased by his new
duty.

Cardona | ooked at the darkish faces that flanked him he could count nore
than a score of Mcquino's native foll owers.

That expl ai ned sonething that didn't occur to Cardona. It told why Gil
and
anot her native had not been m ssed. Mocquino was so sure of these dark-faced
followers and their loyalty, that he rarely kept count of them Their roving
duties nade that al nost imnpossible.

Roughl y, Cardona nudged George's shoulder. If there was a way out of this
mess, CGeorge might know it. But George didn't budge. He was cowering. He knew
this scene; he had shut his eyes to it. But he couldn't close out the beat of
the tomtons, the crackle of the fire.

Nor Mocqui no' s voi ce.

It cane, that tone, like the flat chime of a carillon bell heard at too
cl ose a range.

"Qur guests are here," nocked Mdcquino. "Let themw tness the rites that
are to cone. After that, they shall remain!"

Cardona didn't |ike the enmphasis of the final word. It signified that he
and hi s conpani ons woul d remai n permanently.

Leboux was stepping toward the zonmbi pit. Mcquino halted him

"Stay with our guests," suggested the Voodoo Master. "W shall keep the
portal open. There may be others. If so" - his chuckle was devilish - "we
shal |
wel cone them also."

Cardona saw the pit with its notionless, bowed heads. Beyond, the open
pat h
to the outer passage. But he knew that a nmad rush for that exit would sinmply
bring quick death. Again he tried to stir CGeorge, and fail ed.

Qddly, George's terror was an excellent synptom

It proved that any nenory | apse would end, once a former zonbi again
vi ewed
Mocqui no's grotto. That, in turn, was proof that The Shadow, never absent from
this setting, had suffered no forgetful ness.

But Cardona had ceased to think in terms of The Shadow. This was one
tine,

Joe felt glumy sure, that the bl ack-cl oaked avenger could not help. As

Car dona

reasoned it, The Shadow, if present, would have nanifested that fact by this
tine.

TOM TOMVS i ncreased their beat to the swing of Mocquino' s scrawny arm



Am d
t hat speeded rhythm the Voodoo Master uttered a long, weird jungle call, that
cackl ed back fromthe vaulted dome and di stant crevices of the grotto.

Qut fromthe blackness beyond the fire came two native servitors,
carrying
a long slab that |ooked |ike a rough board hewn fromthe trunk of a tree. They
rounded the fire; the menbers of the voodoo circle spread, to |l et them pass.

Agai nst the flam ng background, Cardona saw a human figure reclining on
that slab. That reposing shape was the prone formof Marcia Cortell.

Mot i onl ess,
the girl appeared to be a recunbent statue, until she heard the crackle of the
fire. Wth that, she stirred; turned her head toward the voodoo circle.

Those squatting observers saw that Marcia was a zonmbi no | onger. Her eyes
told it as they gazed, half puzzled, half horrified. They totally | acked the
zonbi stare

At that noment, Marcia didn't realize what had happened to her. She was
just coming fromher trance; she felt too dazed to recogni ze her predi canent.

She thought that she was in a dreany that the strained faces of the cult
menbers were the distorted fancies of a nightnare. Yet they were real, as the
vi sages of a hideous dream al ways seemto the person who inmagi nes them

It was when she net Mocqui no's eyes that Marcia caught the truth. Sight
of
that fl ame-streaked countenance | eering down at her, was enough to produce
ful
wakeful ness. Marcia tried to squirmfromthe slab; her muscles fail ed.

But the girl did deliver a piercing shriek that cut to every cranny of
t he
fire-1it grotto.

Wth that, Mcquino gestured toward the fire.

Wth sidelong swing, the natives planked the slab squarely upon the
fl anes,
where it rested above the fire level on a grille held by upright prongs of
i ron.

Dipping his fists into the massive urn that stood waist-hi gh beside him
Mocqui no hurl ed one dash of powder, then another, upon the fire.

There were puffy explosions; they brought snoke that reflected crinson
from
the fire. Flames spurted, |ashed about the slab, but did not ignite it. That
rough wood had been daubed with a liquid that had alumcontent; it was
temporarily fireproof.

So were Mocqui no's hands. He brushed the powder fromthem nonchal antly,
he
pi cked up sonme live coals that had rolled fromthe fire, tossed them anong the
flanmes. The snoke had faded; Marcia was conpletely visible as she tried to
ri se
on one el bow.

She was too terrified to scream again; but a mad, frantic shout broke
suddenly through the grotto.

CGeorge Grulen uttered that cry. Marcia's scream had roused him Staring
straight toward the fire, George recogni zed the victi mwho |ay above the
fl anes.

"Marcia! Marcial"

GEORCGE tried to stagger forward; Cardona snatched hi m back. Cardona had
seen how the slab halted the licking flames. Marcia would be safe - for the
next
few m nutes, at |east.

Cardona saw a disdainful grin upon the |lips of Leboux. That token pl eased
hi m



Once Leboux's eyes were fixed upon the fire, Cardona intended to unl oose
CGeorge. Wien the frantic man dashed forward, Cardona would go with him in a
mad
effort at rescue. But the |onger that noment coul d be del ayed, the better

Doct or Mocqui no rubbed his alumtreated hands. Wth a sudden tw st, he
transformed hinself into a creature of frenzy, whose w | dness out matched the
mad
dances of the cult nmenbers. Huddl ed, frightened, those followers stared at
their
berserk | eader, as Mocqui no jabbed his hands into the powder-filled urn.

The Voodoo Master nearly smothered the fire with doses of the red-grained
expl osive. Wth every hurl, there was a hollow burst, a puff of snoke.

Mocqui no

whi pped the flames with those niniature bonbshells. Marcia was half | ost
wi t hin

t he t hi ckness of the snoke that |icked up around her body.

Veiled in those ever-rising clouds, Marcia seened a nist-goddess trying
to
break fromthe ennmeshing coils. The snoke was heavy, as it coil ed above the
slab. Flanes formed a sea about her, turning her into a fire nynmph - seemngly
a
portion of the blaze itself.

But to Marcia, half risen on the slab, those flanes were living | ashes of
doom

Smoke was thick about the edges of the slab, where fire had begun to eat
the resisting wood. The slab, itself, was a tiny islet in that raging sea,
of fering but slimsecurity. Marcia saw herself tinted by the ruddy puffs of
snoke.

She screanmed again, staring toward the snoky screen that fronted the
fire.

Through the wavering cloud, she saw the contorted face of Mdcquino, the
devil -master who presided over this pit of horror. He was cl ose, which neant
that the edge of the fire was near enough for a leap. But not in that
direction!

Marci a recoil ed; |ooked toward the back of the pit. She saw a three-foot
stretch of flane where reddened snoke was thinner. Her desire was to spring
across that gap.

Her mind was frantically aroused; she was sure that she could reach the
solid floor. But even the roar of the flanes, the stifling of the air about
her,
could not give strength to her nunbed |inbs.

Marcia still felt the chaining sl owness that remai ned from her zombi
experi ence. Propped on her el bows, she arched her back, doubl ed her knees, and
pressed her feet against the slab. She was poised, not for a spring but for a
roll into the narrow Iine of flame behind the slab

MOCQUI NO saw the effort of the snoke-weathed girl. H s hands paused,
clutching red powder for a final throw, that would mark the finish of the
human
sal amander. Snoke thinned; |ike the menbers of the voodoo circle, Cardona and
Ceorge were witnesses to the clinmax.

But only one nman - Mocquino, hinmself - was close enough to observe the
ful
occurrence.

As Marcia poi sed, snoke swooped down upon her as if blanketed by a sweep
of
bl ackness. The snoke whi pped sidewards; curled in fromthe ends of the slab
The
envel opi ng bl ackness covered Marcia so suddenly, that the nass of w tnesses



t hought she had rolled into the flanes.

Mocquino halted rigid, saw enough to realize otherwi se.

That engul fi ng bl ackness was real substance! It was an outspread cl oak
flung downward by arnms that stretched from beyond the fire! Mycquino coul dn't
quite see the figure that stood on the stone floor in back of the blaze; but
he
knew the identity of that being.

The Shadow

The cl oak had settled over Marcia's arched body. She was begi nning her
backward roll when those arnms sped beneath her, thrusting the rear fringe of
t he
cloak along the slab, in forward direction. Marcia's topple literally brought
her into those strong, waiting arnms, rolling the cloak tighter in the process.

Quickly, the girl had vani shed, conpletely bundled in a garment that the
fl ames coul d not even scorch.

The Shadow had cone from Mocqui no's deserted prop room where he had
di pped
the cloak in the sane fireproof liquid that formed a sticky filmon the Voodoo
Master' s hands!

VWhere Marcia was, Doctor Mcquino woul dn't have known, except for the
girl's owm action. The Shadow had swung her clear of the fire; but Marcia
didn't
realize she was safe. Spontaneously, the girl wiggled one armfree fromthe
cloak, to thrust it around The Shadow s neck

Mocqui no saw her face staring upward. He spied the whiteness of her
shoul der as it emerged fromthe cloak folds. The action forced The Shadow to
tilt his head sidewards. Above Marcia's opened |ips and sparkling happy eyes,
Mocqui no saw the face of Lanont Cranston

Madl y, Mocquino flung both fistfuls of powder to the center of the fire.
The doubl e dose brought a violent puff directly beneath the slab. Marcia's
deserted couch went toppling, edgewise, into the fire. Vivid flames engul fed
it;
at last, the slab was tinder

Li vi ng statues backed away, cult menbers cowered, as the fire flared like
a
single torch. Cardona had a powerful grip on George. Thinking Mrcia beyond
rescue, Joe had grabbed for himwhen the girl's figure vani shed.

But in the fire's mghty rise, Cardona glinpsed the figures beyond: a
tal
form turning, to place Marcia safely near the wall

"She's safe!" gul ped Cardona in George's ear. "Stay where you are - she's
safel™

The fire's flare had settled. Snoke rolled heavily from above the bl azing
pit that Mucqui no had i ntended for Marcia's pyre. Qut of that cloud issued a
fierce challenge that rose to sardonic mrth; quivered to sudden finish that
brought back the shudders of ghoulish echoes fromevery cranny of the grotto.

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XI X
THE ZOwBI MASTER

DESPI TE his dramatic rescue of Marcia, The Shadow was faced with a
di | enma.
Hs plans were totally awy, because of the unwi se excursion that Cardona had
made i nto Mocqui no's stronghol d. Had George Grul en not brought the police
i nspector here, The Shadow coul d have easily settled scores with Doctor
Mocqui no.
It had been The Shadow s intention, at first, to drop the Voodoo Master



with a bullet shot frombeyond the fire. Wth that surprise, he could have
snatched Marcia fromthe flames, then dealt with Leboux and the others from
| ong

range.

Changed circunstances had rendered that inpossible.

Wel |l did The Shadow know t hat Mocquino's followers would turn madnen if
they saw their master die. If they sought The Shadow al one, and blindly, that
woul d hel p his cause. But if Mycquino fell, the natives who guarded Cardona's
group woul d show their first fury against that hel pl ess squad.

The Shadow had to bring themin his own direction; that was the reason
for
t he chal l enge. By sparing Mdcqui no, he had spurred the result he wanted.

The Voodoo Master, hinmself, shouted for the native fighters to attack
They
nmoved forward - sone with knives, others with guns - for the darkness beyond
t he
fire.

Leboux headed that charge; he left a few men to guard the prisoners.
Those
natives halted uncertainly, which gave Cardona a chance. Yanking George with
him he sprang for the nearest foenen, to west weapons fromthem

Fiercely, Mycquino's nen hurled the attackers back. Others joined the
fray;
too many for Mycquino's few. The new fighters were the handcuffed detectives.
They sl edged hard with their steel-clanped wists, beating off knives that
thrust toward Cardona and George.

Ever wi se, Mocqui no had dropped away into the cluster of voodoo
wor shi ppers. In harsh tones. he was encouragi ng themto keep cl ose about him

Smoke, hovering above the fire, was a screen that bl ocked The Shadow s
Vi ew
of Mbcqui no; but the Voodoo Master wanted human shields as well. He knew t hat
The Shadow, seeking to rescue the dupes, as well as others, would not fire
into
t hat unarmed group

Mocqui no's shrill laugh told that he expected his nmen to overwhel m The
Shadow t hrough force of nunbers. Once past the fire, Leboux would spy the
figure

of Cranston.

And so he woul d have, had The Shadow remai ned where he was. |nstead, The
Shadow performed a nove so astounding that it took the attackers unawares.

Leaving Marcia by the wall, The Shadow had | aunched forward. Huddl ed as
he
sped, he was driving straight toward the fire. Through the snoke, he saw the
iron grille that rested over the fire bed.

That nmetal glowed; the grating was packed with chunky, heated coals, but
in
this swift drive it offered what The Shadow wanted: secure footing in his
dash.
H s breath drawn, an armraised toward his half-closed eyes, The Shadow sprang
straight through the snmoky pit where fire bl azed.

Hs feet trod the solid netal, never pausing as they passed. Flanes
l'i cked
knee- hi gh; they were too slow, however, to sear that speeding form

Wth a long spring, The Shadow energed fromthe fire's mdst, leaving a
wal | ow of snoke behind him H's |augh was strident as he wheel ed, straight
toward the flank of Leboux's startled crew

THE SHADOW S bi g guns spoke. Each fist brandi shed a .45 that nout hed
destruction. He jabbed new aimw th each recoil of a gun and his cl ose-range



thrusts took steady toll. Al the while, The Shadow faded, sw nging away from
the cluster where Mcqui no stood.

He coul d expect a stab in the back fromthe Voodoo Master, if Mocquino
found the chance. For the present, the archfiend was dependi ng upon Leboux and
the native fighters.

Strategy of The Shadow offset the efforts of those fighters. He had
cli pped
the first half dozen, when Leboux started a shout to scatter. Sidestepping the
ai mof a gun-bearing foe, stooping as a knife whizzed past his shoul der, The
Shadow snapped a bullet that dropped the scar-faced overseer.

That brought the rest of the tribe in one mad | unge; exactly what The
Shadow want ed. Mocquino had |l eft too nuch to Leboux. Shrilly, he voiced the
overseer's ungiven order to spread; but the Voodoo Master shouted too |ate.
The
Shadow had flung hinmself squarely into the |ast attack

Meeting the fighters low, with unexpected drive, The Shadow was beneath
their hurried fire and the jabs of knives. Conserving bullets, he used his
guns
as bludgeons to flay the heads about him Qut of that mlling nob cane
staggering figures, to the accompani nent of The Shadow s taunting |augh

The Shadow whi pped away, as final knives sliced for him He gestured with
a
gun nuzzle; its sweep made foenen duck. The Shadow fired, not for his own
opponents, but toward the [ast two men who bl ocked Cardona and his squad.

Fol | owed by the handcuff-sw nging detectives, Cardona led a rear attack
upon the group about The Shadow. Joe had a gun, snatched up fromthe floor
CGeorge Grulen was swinging a big knife. It was his shout that forced Cardona
to
hurried fire.

Twi sting, The Shadow had net a concerted dash. Wth sw ngi ng guns, he
bashed asi de revolvers. But he couldn't stop the knife thrust that cane
downwar d
froma darki sh hand. That bl ade was pointed for The Shadow s heart. He swung
hi s
shoul der toward it, just in tinme.

The knife drove deep into The Shadow s fl esh; he staggered. The knifer
pl ucked the bl ade away, to make anot her stab. The Shadow had dropped one gun;
hi s backward sag was actually a nove to bring the other into play.

As the knife point poised above him The Shadow triggered a shot fromthe
automatic that he braced against his hip. The knife clattered, useless, as its
owner took the bullet through his heart.

The kni fe wound was painful; it crippled The Shadow s efforts. He had
accepted that stab, to acquire Cardona's aid; and Joe gave it, hel ped by
Ceor ge
and the handi capped detectives. They were beating down the |last of the
natives,
subdui ng those who were comi ng back to action. They had no chance for other
action.

Despite his wound, The Shadow had to handl e Mocqui no | one-handed.

SW NG NG toward the voodoo circle, The Shadow ai med his renaining
automatic. Mcqui no saw that | oom ng nmuzzle; he didn't know the gun was enpty.

Drawing the trick knife that he carried, the Voodoo Master made sure that
its blade was tight. Thrusting huddl ed persons ahead of him he worked in The
Shadow s direction

The Shadow mat ched Mocquino's shifty tactics, closing in as speedily as
he
could. He couldn't waste time in getting at the Voodoo Master. The flow of
bl ood



from his stabbed shoul der was bringi ng weakness.

Mocqui no knew it; tried to outmaneuver The Shadow. It was the threat of
t he
gun that worried the Voodoo Master, cutting short his shifts. Moreover,

Mocqui no
saw that his own tine was short. The Shadow wavered; Mcqui no deci ded to deal
wi th hi m before Cardona could supply aid.

Al that took place in a dozen seconds. The climax was Mcqui no's twi sty
dart, wherein he flung his living shields aside. He couldn't have beaten The
Shadow s aim for the fighter who wore the guise of Cranston had faked the
waver
that |ured Mocqui no forward.

It was then that the Voodoo Master |earned the gun was enpty. He parried
the swing that The Shadow made. In turn, The Shadow I et his gun go fromhis
fist; clanped Mocquino's forearmin a sudden cl utch.

They grappl ed. Mocquino's eyes glared toward the open portal. That was
t he
spot from which he had expected aid. He knew that the news of battle had been
carried upstairs to the thugs who dwelt above. But Mcquino realized that the
fray had been too rapid. H's reserves could not arrive within the next few
m nut es.

The Shadow had al ready cal cul ated the nenace of that open doorway.
Oiginally, he had been sure that it would be shut when battle came. The fact
that it was open, was another bad break that had resulted from Cardona's
wel | - neant i nvasi on.

Reserves woul d be due, but not soon enough for Mcqui no. The Shadow s
| augh, whi spered close to the Voodoo Master's ear, was the voicing of that
very
t hought .

Grappling tighter, Mcquino tilted his head. He gave a | ong, high-pitched
cry; with it, his face gl eamed nualici ous hope of triunph. Mcquino had seen a
| ast chance for victory. Hs wild tone was the zonbi call.

Stolidly, they came fromthe stone steps of the pit - a slowtranping
throng that marched with the tread of doom Hearing another of Mycquino's
cries,
they spread; noved in with staring faces straight ahead.

Ri gid hands were thrust forward. Dried lips uttered inarticul ate tones.
They were keyed to deliver death; human creatures mechani zed to i nhunman
servi ce.

Wthin their closing mdst was a tight-Iocked pair: Mcquino and The Shadow

MOCQUINO I et his knife fall. He shoved his freed hand for The Shadow s
face. The wounded fighter sagged. Mocqui no wenched away; babbling a final
conmand, he pointed a scrawny finger toward The Shadow.

Fol | owi ng on Mbcqui no's screech cane the tone of The Shadow s | augh: the
whi spered, sinister mirth that he had rehearsed in the zonbi cavern. His
finger,
too, was pointing; it was toward Mcqui no.

Firelight showed the burn of The Shadow s eyes, vivid in their gaze. That
same gl ow brought dull reflections to the staring optics of the zonmbis. Their
lips fornmed words: tokens of obedi ence. The zonbis turned.

Wth awkward forward nmovenment, they fell upon Mcquino, taking the Voodoo
Master in their slowgrasping clutch. The fierce shout that he gave was
unheard
by his forner slaves. Again, the only sound that registered was the weird tone
of The Shadow, repeating its mrthful conmand.

The Voodoo Doctor's rule was ended. The Shadow had suppl anted Rodi |
Mocqui no as master of the zonbis!



CHAPTER XX
THE CRI MSON DOOM

STUBBORNLY, Mbdcqui no fought off defeat. If ever a living being had halted
t he hand of fate, the Voodoo Master held that claim Tw ce he had been

consi gned
to doom only to rise fromhis supposed graves.
In this third career of evil, he was not willing to relinquish that life,

upon whi ch depended his ambitions for an enpire of crine.

Furiously, he wenched hinmself fromthe clutches of the zonbis, tried to
make a dash into the clear. They henmmed hi m steadily, blocking his escape, but
he managed to beat away their grasp. Al the while, he shouted for new aid -
fromthe scared dupes who made up the voodoo circle.

Those foll owers saw the zombis pressing toward the wall, driving Mcqui no
into a final corner. They responded to the Voodoo Master's appeal. Men who
wor e
ordinary attire; wonmen garbed in | eathery voodoo costumes with one accord,

t hey
started forward to pit their frail strength against the powerful zonbis.

That rush was bl ocked by Cardona and his squad. They had finished wth
t he
natives; these others | ooked easy. Cardona heard The Shadow s warni ng tone,
clear despite its weakness. Joe understood that the cult nmenmbers were to be
subdued wi t hout injury.

It wasn't easy. Though weaponl ess, the men used their fists; the wonen
clawed at the faces of the detectives.

The Shadow wat ched that curious fray, while he painfully slid new clips
into his automatics. Resting on the floor, he had shoved a wadded handker chi ef
to stop the blood flow fromhis shoulder. He intended to be ready for any
| ater
battl e.

Wth tripping feet and shovi ng shoul ders, Cardona's squad sprawl ed the
menbers of the voodoo circle, to hold them down by sheer weight. Cardona cane
over to stand besi de The Shadow. He had at |ast net The Shadow as Cranston;
but
that didn't convince Joe that he had | earned The Shadow s true identity.

Cardona recalled a few puzzling incidents, when Cranston had seemni ngly
been
two places at once. At |ast, those were expl ai ned. The Shadow, whoever he was,
had found it convenient to adopt Cranston's guise.

The zonbis had cornered Mcqui no. The voodoo doctor gave a splitting
yel | .

There wasn't a chance for himto escape, in Cardona's opinion. The inspector
was
nore interested in The Shadow s order

"Wat ch the door! Have Grul en gather guns. The zombis can use them They
will be needed."

Cardona renenbered the outside thugs. He grabbed George, told himto get
to
wor k. Turning, Cardona started for the doorway, when a new shout made him
turn.

That cry was from Mocqui no: a spasnodi c howl of gl ee. The Voodoo Master
had
ripped free again. He was stunbling along the wall; his golden robe was rui ned
and its crinmson sash was gone. But when Mocquino | owered his warding arns, his
face was intact, its gleamugly.

The police inspector thought that Mcquino's luck was only tenporary; for
ot her zombis were clunping upon him their vengeful hands extended. Mcquino's



only refuge was a deep space in the wall, where one of the living statues
cowered, still holding an upraised torch

W TH that torch, Mcquino turned the tide

He seized the flamng brand fromthe white hand that held it, swept the
fire back and forth to stop the closing zonmbis. He was using the one weapon
from
whi ch they instinctively shrank. Sullenly, the zonbis retreated.

Cardona saw The Shadow rise, take aimfromthe spot where he rested. He

was
armed with a single gun, for he had given the other automatic to Joe. But The
Shadow needed only one shot to fix Mdcquino - if he could find a chance to

deliver it.

That was known to Mocqui no.

Craftily, the Voodoo Master kept the zonbis huddl ed. He was flanking them
with the torch; withdrawing it whenever they started to break their cluster.
Away fromthe wall, he was forcing their retreat in the direction of the fire

Flame still flickered furiously in the pit; and its snoke was heavy. Once
he stood before that fire, Mcquino would have a tricky avenue of escape. He
was
pl anni ng The Shadow s own ruse: a sudden dash through the flanes.

Agai n, The Shadow was on the nove.

At nonents, he saw chances to clip Mcquino; but he let them pass. A nere
wound woul d not stop the voodoo doctor; it would only increase his caution

The Shadow was counting on a better nonent, when - if only for the
fraction
of a second - Mbcqui no would be entirely open

Mocqui no was hurrying the zonbis toward the fire front, anxious to gain
t he
advant age of the snoke-screen background. He had to speed it, for The Shadow
was
slowy working to a flank position that caused Mocquino to change tactics
rapidly.

Standi ng by the portal, Cardona wondered why The Shadow occasionally
hel ped
Mocqui no' s course. CGddly, Joe didn't realize how short the time was. He should
have; for, already, fromdistant passages, the approach of descendi ng
f oot st eps
proni sed trouble.

Thugs had received the news. They hadn't believed that Mcquino could
neet
defeat in his own headquarters. They were com ng down, stealthily, to
i nvesti gate.

The Shadow didn't hear those footsteps that Cardona, because of his close
| ocation, should have caught. But The Shadow knew that once invasion entered,
Mocqui no woul d surely escape, if still alive. There was only one way to stop
t he
Voodoo Master; oddly, it depended upon Mocquino arriving at his present goal

Wth the speed of a mmestro's baton, the torch began to flay in
Mocqui no' s
hand. He had seen his chance to outwit The Shadow. He was speeding the zonbis
with the bare flanme, lining themthe way he wanted.

He reached the fire front, steadied there. Wthdrawi ng the torch, he
beckoned the zonbis closer, as he | eaned backward toward the pit.

They formed a semicircle, those marchers, fromone end of the fire to the
other. Mcquino arced the torch in a wide sweep. Stooping to swing from one
si de
to the other, he lashed the torch out with his right hand, while his left
clutched the huge urn that fronted the fire.



Back went the sweeping hand. Qutside the zombi circle, The Shadow caught
kal ei doscopi c views of Mycquino's gold-tattered form He knew that after a few
nore sweeps, Mycquino's | eap woul d begin.

Picking a three-inch space between two zonbi el bows, The Shadow ai med.
The
instant that he saw a flash of gold, The Shadow fired.

IT was the very type of shot that he had previously avoided; but, this
time, it had a purpose. The bullet w nged Mdcquino, clipping himin the side.
It
wasn't a serious wound; but it jarred its living target. Furthernore, the
shock
caught Mcqui no of f balance. The torch flipped from his hand.

It caused the zonbi circle to waver. Mbcqui no huddl ed, trying to escape

The

Shadow s aim forgetting his wound, he tried to turn for that long junp
t hr ough

the fire. To steady, he shifted his weight against a handy object, not
realizing

that he had chosen a top-heavy brace.

That object was the big urn, its giant cup nmore than half filled with the
powerful red powder that Mcqui no used in careful dashes during the voodoo
rites.

The Shadow heard the clang of the overturning urn. He toned a | augh that
brought the zombis full about. No | onger was Mycqui no out of sight; he was
slithering sidewards, trying to halt the urn's ungainly roll. He was an open
target; but a shot was unneeded.

Mocqui no's struggle failed, when the urn jarred his wounded side. It
tilted
crazily away fromhim He clawed for its upper edge, hung frantically, but the
wei ghty vessel took himwith it.

Over the urn, am d a huge outpouring of red-grai ned powder, Nbcquino
pi tched headl ong toward the fire.

The Shadow did not see the finish of the Voodoo Master's plunge. The
powder
sprayed the flames before Mdcqui no reached them There was a mammot h puff that
magni fied to a roar. A vol canic burst of crinmson spouted to the ceiling of the
grotto.

That explosion flung the zombis to their faces. It sprawl ed detectives
anong the cowed menbers of the voodoo cult. It rolled the dead forns of
Mocqui no' s native henchmen al ong the stony fl oor

Fi ssures opened in the walls and ceiling of the grotto. Stones clattered
to
the floor; bats were fluttering fromtheir hiding places in the upper niches.
Remant s of the voodoo fire were rocketed everywhere, |eaving a bl ackened pit
where the red bl ast had spoken.

Amid those relics of a crimson doomlay fragments of a scattered corpse,
along with stray wisps and tatters of a gol den robe.

Such were the final remmants of Doctor Rodil Mcquino.

CHAPTER XXI

THE LOST EMPI RE

THE Voodoo Master had perished; but final victory had not been won.
Deep in this forgotten grotto, The Shadow, |ike those whom he had

rescued,
still needed an open path. O herw se, they m ght be trapped as badly as had



been
Mocqui no and his native horde.

Menace | ay cl ose.

Faces had fl ooded the open portal, at the very instant of the crinmson
bl ast. While The Shadow had been wat chi ng Mocqui no's plunge to doom guns had
been shoving in his direction.

Fortunately, the explosion's inpact had reached the outside passage with
the sane power that it had evidenced in the grotto.

Thugs had been flung pell-mell along the corridor floor. The roar of
echoes, the clatter of stones, had instilled themw th belief that the caverns
were due for a conplete coll apse.

That conjecture was scarcely a wi se one. The passage had been the chi ef
outlet for the rush of air forced by the expl osion

Wnd had swept that passage with the fury of a typhoon; and spraw ed
t hugs
had scranbled with it. They were at the stone steps, when the gal e subsided.
D m
lights still shone fromthe grotto. Leaders rallied the nobsters for an
attack.

The Shadow heard the shouts of voices. On his feet, he |ooked for the
zonbis, to see themrising in their clunsy, stolid fashion. Cose to the
voodoo
fire, they had been scorched by the passing flames; but they were oblivious to
the minor burns that they had received.

There wasn't time to march them back into the pit, to have them crank the
huge wheel that would bar the portal. The only course was to give them guns.

Wth whispered order, The Shadow started the zonmbis in two files. George
handed t hem weapons as they passed, aided by shaky nenbers of the voodoo cult,
who had become thoroughly subdued at sight of Mcquino's finish.

Mar kham and the shackl ed detectives were of little use. Crooks had kept
t he
keys to the handcuffs; that put the squad out of service, when it came to
guns.

Approachi ng Cardona, The Shadow turned to halt the zonbis. Joe | ooked
puzzl ed. The Shadow expl ai ned; his tone had a new gri mess.

"They woul d be nassacred, at long-range fire." spoke The Shadow. "The two
of us will have to handl e the opening fight."

Passing the zombis, who stood beside their pit, The Shadow neared the
doorway. Cardona was at his elbow, with a sweep, The Shadow flung the ace
detective to the floor. An instant |later, The Shadow dropped, choosing his
uni njured shoul der to break the fall.

@unshots sounded fromthe passage. Bullets were whistling above the heads
of the two fighters. Forward, with raucous yells, came a dozen nurderous
hoodl| uns.

They were picked killers fromthe underworl d: the best trigger-nen that
could be provided. Mcqui no had chosen them as shock troops, later to be
conmanders of the roving crews that would obey his criminal rule.

THOSE mar ksnen found the goi ng tough, along that rough stone floor. The
cavern entrance formed a hunp; The Shadow and Cardona had rolled into snall
depressions. They were showing only their gun hands as targets, while they
answered the massed fire.

Bul l ets ricocheted al ong the passage. Thugs staggered; others took to
niches in the walls, then sneaking closer for another surge.

The Shadow gave a nod to Cardona. They cane up suddenly; ducked back into
the grotto, firing last shots as they went.

M nus a few of their number, the underworld fighters followed with a
rush.

They came through the crude doorway, |ooked for their forner targets. Before



they could spot them they heard The Shadow s | augh

Weird, hollow, that mirth had the tone of a knell. Its echoes were
grotesque, creeping fromeverywhere within the grotto.

Thugs snarl ed, dropped back, only to be urged ahead by the nmen behind
t hem
They shouted their contenpt for The Shadow s chal | enge. They weren't to be
bl uffed by an enemy who didn't talk wth guns.

Though crooks took The Shadow s | augh as a challenge, it was not uttered
for their benefit. That sinister signal was the command that put the zombis in
nmoti on. As wheeling crooks turned toward the pit, they saw those fearl ess
fighters on the nove.

Agai n, The Shadow | aughed.

Hands extended, the zombis began to tug their triggers, choosing targets
that were moving blurs before their bulgy eyes. That fact didn't injure their
nmechani zed aim Fromthe flank position, where The Shadow had pl aced them
t hey
were shooting at cl ose range.

Even hardened gunnmen couldn't face that notley array. They bolted for the
passage, thinning as they went. The zombis foll owed, punping bullets unti
their
guns were enpty.

That was when The Shadow commanded a halt. He was anong the zonbis,
wheel i ng them about. Their trigger fingers hadn't stopped nmoving. The zonbis
couldn't distinguish between a gun blast and the mere click of a revolver
hanmer .

Hi s gun rel oaded with another clip, The Shadow had taken over the finish
of
the battle. He had counted on the zonbis w ping out the hoodl uns; but they
hadn't. Their guns had been previously handl ed by Mcquino's native henchmnen;
too little ammunition had remai ned.

Crooks were rallying in the passage - a nere few, when The Shadow faced
them for this final effort. Then, fromthe steps cane six nore. They knew
their
adversary, though he lacked his fam liar garb of black

Only The Shadow woul d have dared this last fight!

THE attack came. Wth it, crooks volleyed. Waving, with his good arm
thrust forward, The Shadow jabbed his answers. The thugs didn't worry because
their | ong-range shots were wide. It was worth the chance; any |ucky shot
m ght
clip The Shadow.

"Death to The Shadow "

That was their shout, stepped up with oaths. The cry was lifted by
ot hers:
crippled thugs al ong the passage, who raised guns with their shaky hands, to
joinin the fire.

To The Shadow, crouching |ow, death would be wel come when it reached him
if he could only break that charge. His | ast gasp woul d be a whisper to the
zonbis, bringing themin to grapple with the staggering crooks. Cardona, too,
with his handcuffed detectives, could beat off the [ast survivors of that
i ncom ng underworld crew

They were close to the point where The Shadow, his last cartridge fired,
could do no nore than spring toward them He m ght beat down one, maybe two,
while they were |l oading himw th bullets.

The Shadow tightened for the |unge; then suddenly dropped flat.

New guns were thundering fromthe passage. Crooks stunbled; pitched
headl ong. One slid to The Shadow s bul wark, shoved his gun across the chunky
rock. The Shadow s gun hand was sl edgi ng down, as the revol ver poked toward
hi s



face. H's .45 jounced the gunner's head; flattened himw th revol ver unfired.
Mobsters had swung about to neet the fire fromthe rear. That volley
didn't
stop. The last of the crooked horde rolled hel pl ess. Fingers tugged triggers;
but guns were pointed to the walls and fl oor
The cl earing snoke showed The Shadow s agents, half a dozen of them the
victors of this last assault. Advancing, they saw The Shadow rise to beckon
them They recognized himby the solemn |augh that he gave as wel cone.

THE SHADOW st epped away when the agents entered, |eaving Joe Cardona to
be
the official greeter. Cardona ordered a search of the crooks in the passage,
to
find the handcuff keys. When those were reclai ned, he rel eased Markham and t he
detectives; put themto i medi ate worKk.

Survivors of Mocquino's tribesnmen were segregated wi th wounded thugs. The
menbers of the voodoo cult were placed in another group. Cardona left the
zonbi s
where they stood; then hurried toward a rear passage, in response to a shout
from Mar kham

The detective sergeant had reached Mbcquino's den. He and two detectives
had opened the Voodoo Master's coffers, to display a nass of wealth that
Car dona
had never dreaned one man coul d possess.

Those coffers were loaded with gold, with jewels. Amid the glitter |ay
stacks of bank notes, piles of bonds.

Cardona saw nunbers that rem nded hi mof box-car figures.

"And they handed the guy all that!" exclai ned Cardona. "No wonder
Mocqui no
t hought he could run everything! Wth this stuff given him w thout a squawk,
he'd figure he could take anything el se that he wanted!"

CGeorge Grulen had reached the den. He rem nded Cardona of another detail
whi ch George expressed in one strained word:

"Marci a?"
"That's right!" exclaimed Cardona. "The girl! Were is she? And the ot her
three - the ones |I thought were statues. | haven't seen them since Mcqui no

grabbed the torch!"

There was a stir of the curtains that covered the doorway to the prop
room
Marcia Cortell stepped fromthem She was wearing The Shadow s cl oak no
| onger.

I nstead, she was wapped in a flame-colored robe that Mycquino had used in
devi |
dances.

Bef ore Cardona coul d ask Marcia about her zonbi conpanions, the girl gave
a
| ow keyed call.

Fromthe prop roomcane the living statues, robed in other cerenonial
costumes. Their eyes had that placid, steady stare that gave Cardona the
jitters. But Marcia smilingly explained that their condition would fade.

"I can control them" she said. "He - The Shadow - used the call that you
heard me repeat. They will sleep, at ny command. By tonorrow night, their
recovery will be like nine."

George added hi s assurance.

"The sane with the others,"” he told Cardona. "The men that are |ike
was.

What's more, | know the right physician to take care of them Hi s nane is
Doct or
Sayre. | guess" - George sniled as he | ooked toward the doorway, to see Harry



Vincent standing there - "l guess that Doctor Sayre is back in New York, by
this
tinme."

MARCI A conducted her forner companions to the grotto. There, Cardona
started them upward, followed by prisoners under charge of two detectives. The
Shadow s agents convoyed the nmenbers of the voodoo cult.

Mar kham George, and the remaining detectives carried the coffers that
hel d
the reclainmed wealth, later to be distributed anmong the dupes who had supplied
it to Mocquino. That sequel would mark the nelting of the Voodoo Master's
ill-gotten wealth.

Cardona stood al one, facing the nmotionless troupe of zonbis. There woul d
be
cars waiting for them when they arrived outside the nansion. The present
problemwas to get themup there; and it stumped Cardona.

The probl em was sol ved when a strange whi sper crept from somewhere in the
grotto, so |l owtoned and uncanny that, to Cardona, it seened to be spoken by
t he
very walls. Its sibilance had a penetration, that worked upon the ears of
rigid,
staring nen.

Wth solem tranp, the zonbis began their last march, out through the
portal that they had so often toiled to open. Like the statue slaves of
Mocqui no, these nechani zed bei ngs were advancing to regain the lives that they
had formerly enjoyed.

Cardona followed the procession. All was still in the dimgrotto, unti
t he
| ast echoes of departing footfalls had faded. Then a long stretch of bl ackness
streaked the floor. It marked the advent of a living figure, that stalked to
t he
center of the grotto.

Cl oaked once nore, wearing the slouch hat that he had regained fromthe
prop room The Shadow stood al one upon the scene of battle. The triunphant
I augh
he uttered brought back sol erm, shivery reverberations, heard by hinself,
al one.

Thus did The Shadow mark the conquest of Doctor Rodil Mbcquino; thrice
living, thrice dooned. Perhaps before, the Voodoo Master had heard the tone
t hat
signified his death; but not on this occasion

The world was rid of Doctor Mcquino, forever

THE END



