THE WHI TE COLUWN
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," March 15, 1941.

Five nen of evil drop froma plane in a raging Adi rondack snowstorm and
enbroil The Shadow in a plot that rocks the United States to its very
f oundat i ons!

CHAPTER |
SKY RAI DERS

I T was snowi ng heavily in the Adirondacks. The storm had started at dusk.
It was now | ong past m dnight.

A worse night for flying could scarcely be inmagined. MIlions of
wi nd-t ossed snowf | akes cl ouded the darkness |like a dense, mlky veil. Every
conmercial and private airplane along the eastern seaboard had been grounded
| ong before darkness had set in, by a warning fromthe weather bureau

But one pl ane had ignored the warning.

It was a transport plane with an enornmous w ngspread. Twi n notors enabl ed
it to ride through the stormw th ease. But it was not behaving normally. It
was flying at a dangerously | ow height. Its course was queer, too. It was
describing a giant circle over a desol ate section of the Adirondacks.

There was no airfield within mles of the spot. The transport was in no
difficulties, so that a forced | anding was not necessary. A forced landing, in
fact, would have been suicidal. The pilots were well aware of this. They had
no
i ntention of nosing their big ship earthward.

There were two pilots. One handled the controls. The other was exam ni ng
the contour of the hills bel ow t hrough powerful night glasses. He was | ooking
for a | andmark he had never seen before. But that |ack of experience didn't
bot her him For days, he had studied an accurate map of this hilly region.
Every contour bel ow was an accurate picture in his arny-trained nmenory.

Suddenly, he rasped a guttural word to the pilot at the controls. Bel ow
the big transport, a shaggy hill whizzed briefly into view and was gone. The
pl ane narrowed its circle. The snow covered hill swam back into sight.

The man with the gl asses opened a sliding door and peered into the
transport's cabin. There were five men in that cabin. None of them occupied
seats. They sat in a row on the floor, one man behi nd anot her

They didn't ook human. Al of them were hel neted and goggled. Al wore
bul ky ski suits, tucked into thick, hob-nailed shoes. Warm gl oves covered
their
hands. Each was equi pped with a parachute pack and a stout knapsack

Their goggl ed eyes watched the man who peered back at them They knew
what
was coning. They were ready.

Suddenly, a signal was given. A startling thing happened. Only four nen
remai ned seated on the cabin floor of the plane. The first man had vani shed.

He had dropped into space through an open trapdoor

He was well used to an air junp froma dangerously |ow height. It was
part
of his arny training. As his falling body cleared the ship, his parachute
opened
al nost instantly. He began to drift earthward under the billowing silk of his
' chute.

The man who had given the signal saw not hing of what happened to the
first



man. He was staring grimy at his watch. Again his hand waved. A hol e yawned
beneat h the crouched figure of the second parachute sol dier. He vani shed. Then
the remai ning three dropped in succession

The transport plane ceased its slow circling. It headed backward in the
direction fromwhich it had come - a route that would bring it in a swift Iine
to the Atlantic seaboard. Its job was done.

But the job of the five parachute junpers was just beginning.

THE | eader of the five landed with a jarring inpact on the slope of the
hill. Snow flew upward |like a small geyser. Wighted with his equi pnrent, he
struck hard enough to knock the breath out of him But he recovered quickly.
Li ke his four conrades, he had been trai ned and toughened for this dangerous
assi gnment .

He floundered through the snow to a clearing that faced the valley bel ow.
Driving white flakes nmade it inpossible to see for nore than a few yards. But
the sky raider was prepared for that, too

He had divested hinself of his parachute and dragged it after him He
bunched it into an unwieldy pile and reached into his pack. He scattered a
reddi sh powder all over the 'chute. Then he struck a match and touched it off.

Fl ame | eaped high for a few noments. It was not an ordinary flanme. Its
hue
was bl ood-red. The chenical powder that produced the color had cone fromthe
war
| aboratory of a foreign nation. Traitorous eyes, watching fromthe valley
bel ow,
woul d be able to see that flame for a | ong distance.

It burned out quickly. The parachute dissolved into thin ash, which the
wi nd bl ew away. Strapped to the side of the air-raider's pack were a pair of
col | apsi bl e snowshoes. He adj usted them and buckl ed t hem on

He waited.

One by one, his four conrades joined him sliding al ong on snowshoes.
Thei r parachutes, too, had been burned. But not with the aid of the reddish
powder. The five men drew guns. They stood back-to-back, in a circle of grim
def ense.

The | eader's goggl ed eyes wat ched the snow blurred valley.

Suddenly, he saw an answering glare of red. It glowed briefly, then it
vani shed. The | eader of the goggled and hel neted i nvaders grow ed a bri ef
conmmand.

He Il ed the way down the slope of the hill, toward a valley road that
skirted its base. The quintet of air invaders began to foll ow the road,
sliding

swiftly along on snowshoes with machinelike precision

But before they had gone very far, they encountered an obstacl e not
included in their plans. Two nen floundered into view from a wooded thi cket.
They were hunters who had been trapped by the storm They staggered wth
exhausti on.

The sight of the five nmen brought a faint shout of joy fromthem

But their joy was short-lived. CGoggled eyes stared. Four of the invaders
clutched at small gl ass spheres about the size of a wal nut.

The four waited silently for an order fromtheir | eader

It came swiftly.

G ass pellets were hurled at the faces of the two hunters who had
accidentally found out sonething that no Anerican eyes were to be pernmitted to
behol d. The fragile glass shattered. Liquid splashed on terrified faces.

Fromthe dripping liquid rose a pleasant, flowerlike perfunme. It
penetrated the nostrils and nouths of the gasping victins.

Its effect was deadly. For a moment, the two hunters stiffened, their
clawi ng hands at their throats. Then they pitched headl ong to the snow covered
road. The | eader of the parachute nen waited. It was dangerous to approach the



bodi es too soon. The gas that had killed them was potent even in the open air
of the valley road

Presently, an order was given

Two of the invaders produced collapsible tools fromtheir packs. Handl es
were fitted into the sockets of a pick and shovel. The two parachute mnen
di sappeared behind a snow whitened screen of bushes.

Two nore picked up the corpses and carried theminto the thicket. The
| eader followed. He carried in his hand a copper-colored metal can. It |ooked
like a sort of can in which beer is sold. But it was slightly larger than
t hat .

It had a silver tip, like the nipple on a baby's feeding bottle. The | eader
unscrewed the silver tip. Under it was a projecting bit of glass.

The men with the pick and shovel conpleted their grisly job hastily. The
bodi es of the two hunters were rolled into a shallow pit. The | eader of the
parachute nen broke the glass tip of his copper-colored can. He poured a thick
anber liquid over the bodies in the grave.

Then he lighted a match and tossed it.

Flames crawl ed instantly. They were |ike green-and-yell ow serpents over
the clothing and the flesh of the dead victins. None of those tongues of flane
spouted nmore than an inch or two high. But their effect was horrible.

I ntense heat was generated. Snow all around the grave began to nelt. In
the center of the shallow grave the bodies of the two hunters dissol ved!

Fl esh vani shed. Bones were consuned. The flanme |liquid was a wel | -guarded
secret of a foreign power overseas. It had never yet been used in war. It was
being held in reserve as a prelude to the conquest of the world.

The guttural laughter of the helmeted invaders testified to the power of
t hat deadly agency of destruction, as they peered into what was now an enpty
pit in the snowy ground.

No sign remained of clothing, of flesh or bone. Al that was left was a
reddi sh hue in the scorched earth. It |ooked |like streaks of red clay.

The grave was filled. Snowfl akes began to cover the spot. The snow shoed
i nvaders shuffled back to the valley road.

Presently, the road branched. A narrow private |ane |led through
snow- covered pines and bal sans to what was evidently a private estate. There
was a sign at the entrance to the |lane. The | eader of the sky invaders brushed
of f the thick covering of snow with his gloved hand.

The sign announced that the | and beyond the hi ghway was private property.
It was owned by Henry Nor nan.

Nor man was one of America's biggest industrial |eaders. He was many tines

amllionaire. He owned the Nornan Repeating Arns Co. His factories supplied
the United States arny with a large part of the rifles and ammunition needed
by

America, in its gigantic rearmanment program to make itself strong in the face
of foreign peril

Henry Norman had bought this isolated estate in the Adirondacks as a
deer-hunting preserve for hinself and his friends. He had built here what he
called a "rustic hunting lodge." It was nore |ike a Park Avenue mansion than a
cabin. Wealthy friends of the arms manufacturer cane on invitation to "rough
it."

The parachute spies snowshoed up the lane toward the | odge. It was from
this spot that a red flare had glowed briefly in reply to the signal fromthe
nmount ai n. The spies were expected here.

The | odge door was not | ocked. The five invaders entered, after renpving
their cl ogged snowshoes.

The living roomwas brilliantly lighted, but there was no one present to
greet the invaders.

It was a gorgeous room Foreign eyes bulged with astonishnent at its
magni fi cence. Costly rugs covered the floor. On the walls were paintings that
had been brought by Henry Norman fromthe nost fanmous museuns in Europe. A log
fire crackled confortably in a fireplace. Over the fireplace, the mantel was a



solid piece of teakwood.

A map of the United States covered a section of the wall.

The invaders were nore interested in the map than in any object in the
room Cuttural sounds cane fromtheir lips. They clustered in front of the
nap,
like flies gathered near a cube of sugar. Anmerica was, indeed, a rich |unp of
sugar for a hungry warlord overseas. Three-quarters of the world' s gold was

held in Arerica. O, coal, steel, iron! Factories, belching smoke froma
mllion chimeys! America, alarmed at aggression, was arm ng herself for
def ense.

That defense nust be broken, was the thought of the foreign invaders.

No sound indicated the entrance into the roomof the host of these five
enem es of Anerica who had dropped fromthe sky. But there were six nen in the
room now. The spies saw their unknown Anerican | eader when they turned away
fromthe wall.

The man was garbed in a heavy ski suit, like his guests. d oves were on
hi s hands. But he wore neither helnmet nor aviation goggles. A hooded mask
covered his entire skull. dittering eyes peered through narrow slits in his

mask.

"Wl conme!" he said in a nuffled tone.

There was delight in that snarled word. Wien the time came that Anerica
| ay crushed and hel pless, this man woul d control the destinies of the country.
There woul d be only one man on earth higher than hinmself. That was the Al
H gh
overseas, who had sent these five nen dropping fromthe sky to cripple the
rearmament efforts of a free America and soften her up for invasion by |and,
sea and air.

"ARE you al one here?" asked the | eader of the parachute nen.

"No. Two servants. Both are tied up and gagged in the cellar. One of them
saw ne light the flare, in answer to your signal."

There was a grunt, then a harsh command. The ugly routine that had taken
pl ace on the nountain sl ope was repeated. Three nen went tranpi ng down to the
cellar. Two of themcarried a pick and a shovel. The third carried a small
copper-colored can with a silver tip.

They were gone quite a while. Wen they returned, they saluted and said
not hi ng. Words were unnecessary.

The masked host of these ruthless killers finally spoke.

"Everything is ready. Anerican aviation will feel our strength first. You
have cone here to receive definite orders where to go. Let nme show you on the
map. "

He strode toward the wall. Eager enem es of Anerica crowded cl ose behi nd
him The masked traitor stuck a pin in that map. He stuck it into the dot of a
town | ocated in a middl e-western State.

"Caknont, " he said.

The nane was repeated in guttural chorus.

"In this town is |located the heart of America' s aviation defense. Here
were built the factories that are now turning out the neans to make Anerica
t oo
strong in the air for a successful attack against her."

H s voice grow ed harshly.

"Airplanes, with new |iquid-cool ed engines better than any possessed
abroad. A secret bonb sight that makes it possible to hit a target as big as a
barrel froma height of 20,000 feet. Machine guns and |ight cannons to arm
those nonster planes. G, piped fromdistant fields and refined in the
QGaknont
area as hi gh-octane gasoline!"

The masked man withdrew the pin fromthe map.

"You will go at once to Qaknont. You know the man wi th whom you wil|l



co-operate there?"

"W do."

"Excellent!"

Froma tall cabinet in the living room the masked traitor to his native
| and produced six wine glasses. He filled them and passed t hem around.

"Death to denocracy!" he toasted

The toast was drunk. The enpty gl asses were snapped, and flung into the
fireplace where they shattered to pieces. The parachute invaders of Anmerica
left the room The masked nan al one remai ned, chuckling as he stared at the
nap.

He knew that his henchmen were changing their attire. They would be no
| onger soldiers, but civilians. Fifth Col umi sts!

Al'l of them spoke perfect English. Al had been trained for nonths for
t he
speci al i zed tasks that awaited themin Gaknont. A horse-drawn sl eigh was
wai ting
outside the rear door of the lonely | odge. The sleigh would take five ruthless
enem es of America over snowcovered road to a railroad station

Fifth Columists had secretly invaded a free country. Their presence was
unknown. How could police, the F.B.1. - any of Anerica's defense agencies dea
with this invisible threat?

Only one man in America was strong enough to take up this challenge to a
nati on.

The Shadow

CHAPTER |
THE SECOND FLAME

THE roomin New York was shrouded in darkness.

Not a sound was audi ble. Not even a current of air noved. A human eye
could have stared indefinitely into that velvet blackness w thout being able
to
say positively that the room contai ned a human being. But a hunman bei ng was
there.

The Shadow was in his sanctun

Si bil ant | aughter hissed through the darkness. The | aughter died into
silence. Then suddenly a blue |ight glowed froma hangi ng covered gl obe
over head, and threw an oval of brilliance on the surface of a polished desk.

The hands of The Shadow rested in that pool of brilliance. Part of his
face was visible. H s hawklike features betokened strength and power. Thin
lips
were curved slightly in an om nous smle. The Shadow was exam ning interesting
mat eri al .

His tapering fingers had drawn two small packets of news clippings into
the brilliant oval of light. One was a collection clipped from vari ous
newspapers published in upper New York State. The other itens had appeared in
t he norni ng and eveni ng papers of a m ddl e-western town.

The Shadow read the latter clippings first. They dealt with the strange
madness and death of a workman in the town of OCaknont.

The man was a trusted foreman in a governnent rearmanent factory. The
plant was jointly owned by two wealthy industrialists naned Peter Kirk and
Ral ph Jackson. Originally, agricultural inplenments had been manufactured
there.

But the United States government had taken over the factory as part of its
prepar edness program at the threat of war abroad. The factory now produced one
of the nobst vital weapons of national defense. Fromit cane thousands of the
new ai rpl ane bonb sights that had revolutionized the art of aerial attack in
war f ar e.



The dead wor kman about whom The Shadow now read had | ong been a trusted
enpl oyee of Kirk and Jackson. In his charge was the machi nery which turned out
the nost delicate mechani smof the secret bonb sight. He was at his post of
duty when his sudden attack of madness occurred.

Wor kmen cl osest to himhad no warning of trouble, until he suddenly
screamed with crazy laughter. He darted at his hel per and smashed out his
brains with a nmurderous bl ow of a heavy wrench. Then he flung hinself at the
del i cate bonb-si ght machi ne and began to denmolish it with wild bl ows of the
wr ench.

Luckily, he was stopped before he could do fatal danage. There were
guar ds
stationed in the war plant. They rushed at the denented foreman. O her worknen
ai ded the guards. The foreman was seized.

He fought fiercely and broke away. A blow of his fist knocked down one of
his captors. He seized a pistol and tried to flee. Two nen di ed before they
could get out of his path. Others were wounded. Then the guns of other guards
ended the slaughter. The foreman fell, pierced by bullets.

Insanity seenmed the only expl anation. The foreman's record had been
excellent. He was a native, patriotic Anerican. H s son was a soldier in the
United States arny. There was no reason to suspect sabotage behind this
strange
out br eak.

The Shadow exam ned t he second packet of clippings, from upper New York
St at e.

THE story those clippings told was nore vague than the account of the
outrage in Caknmont. It dealt with nysterious runors and happenings in the
Adi rondack regi on. People had reported hearing the buzzing of an airplane
not or
during a night snowstorm A strange red gl ow had been seen on a hill [ong past
m dni ght. Two | ocal hunters had di sappeared that sane night.

The Shadow s sibilant |aughter hissed as he considered nore facts.

Every plane in the East had been grounded that night by the snowstorm
The
Shadow had checked up on both comrercial and privatel y-owned ships. Al had
been
accounted for. No plane smaller than a transport would have dared to fight
t hat
snowstorm Where had it cone fron? Were had it vani shed?

The Shadow deci ded that these two unrelated events - the Gaknont affair
and the mystery in the Adirondacks - were equally inportant. There was a
strong
possibility that the activity of Fifth Columists m ght be in back of one or
both. The Shadow faced a dil enma. Which of the two should be investigated
first?

He chose the Adirondack nystery for his initial nove

There was a sinple reason for this. In the valley, not far fromthe hil
where a strange signal light had flared briefly after m dnight, was the
| uxurious hunting | odge of Henry Norman. Norman used this cabin for w nter
sports. Wealthy friends of his had been often invited there.

Lanont Cranston had refused an invitation only two weeks earlier. Social
engagerents in New York had forced himto decline. Now The Shadow i ntended
Cranston to accept - and to accept pronptly by wire, w thout giving Norman a
chance to refuse.

For Lamont Cranston was an identity of The Shadow

The newspaper clippings vani shed fromthe bright oval of light on The
Shadow s desk. The light wi nked abruptly out. The sanctum was shrouded in
dar kness. Through that darkness The Shadow vani shed wi thout sound -

Two hours later, a telegramwas dispatched to Henry Norman. It told him



that Lanmont Cranston had reconsidered his earlier refusal and was now on his
way for a weekend of wi nter sport.

There was no chance for Henry Norman to advise Cranston that this
particular tine nmight be inconvenient. Long before the tel egramwas sent, The
Shadow was speedi ng upstate by swift train. He had al ready changed to a branch
line that connected with the sparsely-settled valley in the Adirondacks where
Nor man's hunting | odge was | ocat ed.

LAMONT CRANSTON arrived at the lodge in a hired sleigh just as dusk was
changi ng to darkness. His greeting was friendly. So was Henry Norman's. But
there was dismay in back of the mllionaire industrialist's smling eyes.

He was a tall man, with powerful shoul ders. Power was his keynote. Power
and ambition. He had risen frompoverty by a series of ruthless deals that had
brought himwealth and | eadership in the arnms industry. The threat of war from
abroad had increased Norman's power. He not only owned the enornously
i mport ant
Nor man Repeating Arns Co., but he had al so been appointed to the president's
avi ati on rearmanment board

A Norman plant had been erected in the defense zone of Oaknont in the
m ddl e west. It was turning out nmachi ne-gun anmmunition to be used in the new
pursuit planes and bonbers destined to cloud the skies over Anerica.

The Shadow wondered grimy about Norman's lust for power, as he listened
to the mllionaire's deep voice. How far did Norman's secret anbitions reach?

"I wish you had given ne time to countermand that tel egramof yours,"
Norman rmurrmured. "A later time would have been nore pl easant for both of us.
Thi ngs are rather awkward here, right now. Perhaps you won't want to stay,
after | explain.”

Hi s expl anati on was prosaic: Servant trouble.

"I brought Gles and Thomas up here with me. They didn't like the
solitude. Last night, both of themquit. They demanded to be sent back to New
York. There was nothing | could do. So | drove themby sleigh to the rail head,
and now t hey're gone."

"You nmean you have no servants here at all?"

"Not exactly. | have three - local men whom | had to pick up in a hurry.
They're not well trained. | really hate to subject you to annoyance."

Cranston noticed a qui ck upward gl ance that Nornman unconsciously made
whil e he tal ked. Both nen were standing outside the door in the open, where
t he
driver of the sleigh that had brought Cranston waited. Norman's gl ance went
toward the snowy roof of the hunting | odge. There was a metal rod on the peak

of the roof, that |ooked like a small 1ightning rod.
Nor man was unawar e that The Shadow had noticed the direction of his
upward

gaze. He shrugged, and Lanont Cranston followed himindoors to a | uxurious
living roomwith a vast fireplace.

Nor man became nore genial. There were drinks, followed by a perfectly
cooked and served neal. The three new servants seenmed excellent substitutes
for
the two m ssing ones. They didn't utter a word unless spoken to. The Shadow
i nsisted on complinenting all three of themat various times during the
eveni ng. He was anxi ous to hear the manner in which they replied.

They spoke very precise English. They sounded |ike nmen who had | earned
t he
| anguage in a university, rather than by birth. There was a slight foreign
i ntonation to everything they said.

Yet Henry Norman had decl ared these three servants were Anericans whom he
had hired in a nearby town. WAs Norman a victimof intrigue, or was he
deliberately |ying?

The Shadow deci ded to seek an answer to that question after everyone in



t he | odge was asl eep.

He was particularly interested in tw itenms his keen eyes had noted
before
he went upstairs to his room One was the upright netal rod on the roof. The
other was a glint of broken glass belowthe roaring log flames in the
firepl ace.

It was well past mdnight when the door of Lanmont Cranston's bedroom
opened softly. The Shadow energed. He was robed in black. The upturned coll ar
of his cloak, the tilted brimof his slouch hat, hid npbst of his face except
t he wat chful gl eam of his eyes. He crept noiselessly down the broad staircase
to the living room

The enbers in the fireplace had al nost burned out. The Shadow had
substituted heavier gloves for the black ones he usually wore. He poked wth
swi ft urgency among the hot ashes, and was rewarded by an interesting find. He
di scovered not one broken piece of glass, but many! Some of the pieces were
thin stenms. There were six like that. The Shadow divined that six nmen had
dr unk
a toast here at sone very recent date. They had then hurled the enpty w ne
gl asses into the firepl ace.

The gl asses nust have been fragile and very expensive. They were the npst
delicate type of crystal. In the home of Lanont Cranston there was gl assware
simlar to this. Only a man of nmeans could afford so costly a set.

Noi sel essly, The Shadow glided toward a corner of the living room He
examned a tall cabinet that stood there. On an upper shelf he found six
gl asses sinmilar to the smashed ones he had uncovered in the ashes of the
fireplace. Enpty spots on the shelf showed where the m ssing half dozen had
st ood.

VWho were the six unknown nmen who had drunk a toast before the fireplace?
And what was the neani ng of that glass-breaking cerenony?

The Shadow sought an answer above the mantel pi ece of teakwood that
spanned
the fireplace. There was a large nmap on the wall there, a map of the United
States. It seemed out of place as a wall decoration. All the other decorations
were sporting itenms. Snowshoes, rifles, bows and arrows, the nounted heads of
deer and el k, made a nore normal appearance on the walls of a hunting | odge.

The Shadow exam ned the map cl osely.

There was a snmall stain on the | ower edge - a wine stain. Soneone had
| eaned a hand carel essly, while he had pointed out sone spot on the map to the
other five men with whom he had drunk the toast. The spot was not easily
di scoverable to an ordinary eye, but The Shadow soon | ocated what he was
searching for.

A pin had been stuck briefly into a town. The pin had been wi thdrawn, but
it had left a tiny perforation on the glazed paper of the map. The tiny
i ndentation did not escape The Shadow s eyes. Nor did the name of the town
itself.

OGakront! Heart of the Mdwest territory where the government's airplane
rear mament programwas in progress! \Wiere a workman in a bonb-sight factory
had
gone suddenly crazy and attenpted to weck delicate machinery useful in the
nati on's defense.

Was there a sinister connection between a secret toast drunk by six nen
in
t he Adi rondacks and that queer happeni ng out West? The Shadow had no tine to
ponder about the neaning of the clues he had found. Wth a sudden bound, he
darted away fromthe firepl ace.

Hi s qui ck withdrawal nade no sound on the soft rug. The bl ack cl oak
shi el ded himfromsight as he faded quietly into a dimrecess at the rooms
corner. Scarcely breathing, he watched the hall doorway. Fromthat hall had
cone a faint creak that had warned The Shadow.

Soneone was stealthily approaching the |iving room



A nmoment | ater, The Shadow saw a figure, faintly illumnated by the dim
hall light behind it. The man was tall, as tall as Henry Norman or any of
Norman's three huskily-built servants. But it was inpossible to determine the
identity of the intruder

He was wearing a nmask that fitted entirely over his face and skull, 1ike
a
cloth helnmet. Hi s hands were gloved. He wore a heavy jacket and bul ky sk
pants.

Hi s shoes, however, didn't match the rest of his costunme. Instead of
hob- nai | ed

boots, the masked man was wearing thin-soled slippers. They made no sound as
he

cautiously advanced into the darkness of the living room

As though drawn by nal evolent fate, he tiptoed close to the dark recess
in
the corner where The Shadow wait ed.

The Shadow wanted no fight with this masked figure. A premature battle
mght ruin the entire success of The Shadow s subsequent investigations. The
Shadow had barely scratched the surface of what he now believed was a Fifth
Col um pl ot against the security of the United States.

The masked man wasn't sure that there was anyone hidden in the dark
l'iving
room Suspicion alone had drawn himhere on this mdnight prow. The Shadow
i ntended to keep that vague suspicion from becom ng know edge.

Hi s gl oved hand enmerged from under his black robe. There was a .45
cartridge init. It was part of the extra ammunition for the twin .45 s The
Shadow al ways carried. H dden in the shallow recess where he crouched, The
Shadow estimated the di stance between his hiding place and the two doors that
gave access to the living room

One was the corridor doorway through which the masked intruder had
gl i ded.

The other was an opening that led to a smaller room The Shadow threw his

pal ned

cartridge through this second door. It landed with a faint thunp on the rug of
t he adj oi ni ng chanber.

Li ke a jungle cat, the masked man whirled. A swift leap carried him
t hrough the curtained doorway. A gun gleaned in his fist.

It took himonly a few seconds to realize that no human being was in the
tiny sitting room He decided that his strained hearing had tricked him Those
few seconds made up the precious nmargin that The Shadow needed. He was al ready
a black patch on the corridor staircase, returning swiftly to his bedroom
above. He noved as soundlessly as if he trod on air. In an instant, his
bedr oom
door was | ocked on the inside. The disguise of The Shadow was swiftly peel ed
of f.

Lanont Cranston was reveal ed. He was dressed only in pajamas. He got into
bed and drew the covers upward. He runpled the sheets and the pillow, in case
shrewd eyes nmight try to determ ne how | ong that bed had been slept in.

The Shadow expected a pronpt visitor.

Hi s guess was justified barely two minutes later. A hand tried the knob
t hen knuckl es rapped on the panel outside.

The Shadow replied sleepily. He went in bare feet to the door and
unl ocked
it. The man outside was one of Henry Norman's three servants. H's sharp gl ance
studi ed the sl eepy appearance of Lanont Cranston

"Sorry to disturb you, sir. | thought | heard you ring."

"You must have been dreaming," Cranston smiled. "I've been asleep for the
past two hours."

"Excuse nme, sir."

He departed with the quiet humlity of a well-trained servant.



Agai n, Lamont Cranston becane the bl ack-cl oaked figure of The Shadow.

A PERILOUS trip downstairs was still necessary. When The Shadow finally
made it, the house was as quiet as a tonb. The Shadow glided swiftly to the
little chanber into which he had thrown his .45 cartridge. He estimated the
exact spot beyond the doorway at which the missile nmust have fallen. He found
it where it had rolled out of sight. It was under the squat bottom of a heavy
chair.

The masked man hadn't |ocated that bit of evidence. Unable to renenber
exactly the nature of the sound he had heard, he had decided that his
suspi cious ears had tricked him A shutter was bangi ng outside the wi ndow in
the night wind. The masked man had concluded that the shutter was the source
of
the thud which had so alarnmed himon his mdnight prow.

The Shadow retreated with the only object that night have betrayed his
presence downstairs. But his activity was far fromended. It was just
begi nning. Presently, the wi ndow of Lamont Cranston's bedroomlifted softly.
The Shadow squirmed out on the sill. H's questing arns |ifted above his head
Fi ngers clutched at the dark overhang of the roof.

He chinned hinself slowy aloft, careful not to nake the slightest sound.
He crawed silently up the slant of the roof toward the ridgepole. It was on
the ridgepole that a queer netal rod projected vertically. A rod in whose
pur pose The Shadow was grimy interested.

He noticed a clanp on it, that suggested the exi stence of sonething that
had topped the rod - sonething that had since been renoved. The upper end of
the rod was tinged a queer reddish color. It was flaky as if flame m ght have
burned it.

Flame! A red gl ow that had been seen briefly during a snowstormon a
near by nountai n? Had there been an answering red light here, on the roof of
Henry Norman's | odge?

Laught er whi spered sibilantly from The Shadow s |ips. The object that had
been clanped to the top of that netal rod nust have been a nmetal cup. Flane
had
burned in that cup. It was intense enough to have badly corroded the steel rod
bel ow. A red flane!

To The Shadow s brain, the color of the flame had grimsignificance. The
mountain was distant. The air on that earlier night had been thick with

falling

snow. An ordinary light would never be seen through such a mlky veil. But a
red

light, fed by chemicals - a light that produced infra-red rays as well - could

have been easily distinguished.

The twi n exchange of signals on a night when a plane had been heard
circling over the nmountain, now made ugly truth in The Shadow s mi nd. Five nen
had descended fromthat nystery plane by parachute. They had headed straight
for Norman's | odge. There, they had drunk a toast with a sixth nman concerning
the mi ddl e-western town of OCaknont.

Quietly, The Shadow crawl ed down the steep roof. He | owered hinself to
t he
sill of his bedroom w ndow.

CHAPTER | I |
PERFUVED DEATH
AS soon as The Shadow reached the privacy of his top-floor bedroom he

listened. The only sound he could hear was the dreary whine of the north w nd
over the eaves of the roof.



Swiftly, The Shadow began to prepare for an expedition into the cold
out door s.

He had brought with himto Norman's | odge a complete kit of sporting
equi prent. The kit included both snowshoes and skis. The Shadow chose skis.
Wth the |ight, greased runners strapped to his feet, The Shadow coul d nmake a
swift foray over the surface of the snow

He dropped the skis out the wi ndow and | owered hinmself quietly to the
ground by a knotted rope. He headed toward the nountain where the nysterious
red flare had been reported.

The nountain was not a high one. It was one of the foothills of the
Adi rondacks. The Shadow reached the top after a half hour of skillful work
anong the snowcrusted trees. The fact that the hill was so wooded gave him a
clue to the spot where the red |ight nmust have been burned. There was only one
clearing that overlooked the valley in the direction of Norman's hunting
| odge.

It was here that five nen fromthe air had lighted their signal

The Shadow, however, was unable to find any trace of a clue.

He began to retrace his way toward the valley road. Soon, he found hints
that he was on the right trail. Twi gs were broken off fromsonme of the
| ow bendi ng branches of trees. Bushes had been thrust aside, and the weight of
t he snow had prevented them from springi ng upright again. The Shadow fol | owed
the spoor of five men with the sane skill he had used nmany times in the past,
when on the trail of master crimnals.

He began to nove along the valley road and had gone only a short
di st ance,
when he stopped. This tine, he headed for the opposite slope. He vani shed
behi nd
a snowcrusted clunp of bushes whose contour suggested they had been di sturbed
fairly recently.

Behi nd t he bushes the snow | evel was slightly | ower than the surroundi ng
surface. A faint depression was noticeable. The Shadow worked grimy to clear
away the snow at this spot.

VWhen he succeed, his eyes gleaned with triunph. The earth bel ow had been
di sturbed. A pick and shovel had been used. The | oosened earth was still
unfrozen. A strange man-nade heat of some kind obviously accounted for this
queer softness.

The Shadow was able to renove the soft earth without too nuch trouble. A
shal l ow pit was disclosed. The Shadow expected to find buried here the two
bodi es of the nmissing hunters.

To his astonishnent, the grave was enpty

A closer scrutiny of the bottom of the shallow pit increased The Shadow s
astoni shment. It was streaked with a queer reddish color. It |ooked |ike clay,
but it wasn't. The Shadow knew that red clay didn't occur naturally in this
part of the country.

The earth had been scorched by flane!

The Shadow had no tine to ponder this ugly nmystery. Something whizzed
suddenly past his head like the buzz of a hornet. At the same instant, the
echoing crack of a rifle sounded.

Anot her bullet flew by as The Shadow flung hinself flat to the snow. He
roll ed over and over in a desperate effort to escape the aimof that unseen
mar ksman

THE SHADOW now gave the appearance of a man wild with terror

It was only the appearance of fear, however. The Shadow s brain was as
cold as the snow over which he fled. A gun battle was the last thing he
desired. By deception, he hoped to take his unknown eneny alive. Dead nen
couldn't answer questions. Living nen could.

The rifle cracked again. The armed assail ant was noving in, eager for an
easy kill of a man he believed was unarned. At the roar of the third shot, The



Shadow shouted. Both arns flung upward over his head. He fell heavily
backwar d

He was standing at the lip of a small declivity. H's plunge carried him
out of sight. The man with the rifle darted forward. He cane sliding down to
where The Shadow lay in a crunpled heap. The rmuzzle of his gun janmed close to
the head of his inert victim

But before his finger could pull a trigger, there was another shout.

This time, it was uttered by the woul d-be nmurderer. The Shadow had noved
with the speed of a cobra. H's hand wenched the gun barrel away. Wth a
bound,
he was on his feet in the snow.

It was like tackling a wildcat. The man fought with the fury of a maniac.
He was lithe and powerful, he knew every trick of battle. He had obviously
been
trained for hand-to-hand encounters. And the rifle was still secure in his
grip.

He reversed it, swng the butt like a club. Twice, a desperate duck of The
Shadow s head kept his skull from being smashed in |like an eggshell. H's only
hope was to crowd cl ose and prevent his foe from making use of the rifle as
either club or gun. They fought |ike cavenen, instinctively smashing at each
other in an effort to get in a quick disabling bl ow

The Shadow scored first. There was a how fromhis antagonist. The rifle
flew through the air from pain-loosened fingers. It was man-to-nan, now. Bare
hands!

The Shadow tore sinewy fingers fromhis throat. The two nmen stunbl ed back
to the top of the declivity during that wild struggle for possession of the
rifle. Aswift whirl forced The Shadow s foe to the edge of the slope. The
Shadow broke the hold of his enemy with a thrust of his foot. Then his fist
| anded with smashi ng i npact.

Backward plunged the killer. He pitched headl ong down the snowy sl ope
li ke
a crazy cartwheel. He was upside down when he struck the bottom H's flying
| egs
stiffened and keel ed over. He lay in an inert huddle.

Panting, The Shadow descended. He had knocked the killer unconscious. As
soon as the man recovered his senses, The Shadow would force himto reveal who
he was and who hired him

It was a vain hope. The Shadow realized it as soon as he saw the position
of the inert head al ongsi de the boul der where the nan had struck. The head was
bent al nost doubl e under the rifleman's shoul ders.

The man's neck was broken. He had died instantly.

A qui ck search of the body's clothing was val uel ess. Al the pockets were
enpty. There wasn't even a tailor's |abel

But his face was familiar to The Shadow. He was one of the three "new
servants" whom Henry Norman had hired after his two regul ar servants had
becone
fed up with the country and had left for New York

THE SHADOW didn't waste time in futile thought. Like a black waith, he
regai ned the deserted streak of the valley road. Hi s skis were again on his
feet. He slid swiftly back to the hunting | odge of Henry Nornan.

Qui ckly, he clinbed the knotted rope which he had | eft dangling fromthe
upper wi ndow. His skis went aloft with him strapped to his back. Once inside
his warm room he becanme an inferno of silent energy. The skis were dried and
pol i shed. They were replaced in the spot they normally occupied in the sport
| uggage of Lanobnt Cranston. The Shadow cl osed and | ocked the wi ndow. He began
swiftly to undress.

Before he could finish his task, he stiffened. A faint sound was audible
fromthe top-floor corridor outside the |ocked door of his room It sounded



like the creak of a floor board. It was not repeated.

Not waiting to listen for it again, he finished undressing and donned his
paj amas. Once nore, he slid into bed in the sleepy guise of Lamont Cranston.

He wasn't bothered. No one cane near his door. No one retreated down the
unseen hall toward the staircase. The silence was om nous. The Shadow gave up
all thought of sleep. He had an uncanny sense of unseen peril swirling al
around hi m

Toward dawn, his alert senses again heard a faint creak fromthe
corridor.

This time, the sound was repeated. Someone was tiptoeing along the hall toward
the | ocked door of Lanont Cranston's room

For ten minutes, The Shadow lay quietly in bed, watching the dark door
and
the transom above it. It was one of the few doors, on the top floor, equipped
with a transom Henry Norman had insisted that Lanont Cranston shoul d occupy
this particular room

The transom was now slowy opening. It didn't nmove nore than an inch or
two, nor did it make the slightest noise. The pivots on which it revol ved had
evidently been oil ed.

No face showed in the di nmmess of the transom opening. |Instead, a hand
appeared. The hand was clenched. It opened and sonething dropped to the fl oor
There was a faint tinkle of fragile glass breaking. Then the hand w t hdrew.

A strange and | ovely odor was perceptible in the closed room The perfune
of flowers! It becane stronger and nore pleasant as the gas rel eased fromthe
glass pellet swirled closer to the bed which The Shadow had just quitted.

It was the odor of death!

The Shadow realized this the instant he drew in a cautious breath. He
could feel a hideous sensation in his nostrils and throat. He reeled and
al nost
fell. But he didn't lose his senses or his know edge that he was at the edge
of
deat h.

He fought his way soundlessly in bare feet to the | ocked wi ndow. Feebly,
he tried to reach the lock and lift the sash. He was unable to do so. The tiny
whi ff of poison gas he had inhal ed had drai ned himof strength. He was barely
able to stand on his feet. The dark roomwas whirling before his sight,
becom ng rapi dly bl ack.

He realized he was collapsing into a coma!

Wth his | ast conscious act of will power, The Shadow pl aced his hand
agai nst a cold pane of glass of the nmany-paned wi ndow. Wth eyes gl azing, he
had noticed the putty holding in this particular pane was dried out, rotten
Wth all the firmess of finger he could command, he pushed.

Wth a slight scraping sound, the pane let |oose, fell to the
snow- cover ed
ground bel ow. Fresh air began to pour into the closed room

The Shadow thrust his nose and nouth into the opening. It was hard to
hol d
hinself there, hard to remain upright on his feet. But presently his darkening
senses began to clear. Every lungful of clean air he breathed dissipated the
deadly effects of the tiny gulp of poison gas that had al nost killed him

Behind himin the bedroomthe sweet perfunme of flowers slowy faded.

THE SHADOW S head ached with agony. Hs tenples felt enclosed by iron
hands. But he had saved his life. Forewarned of peril, he had not breathed in
too much of the lethal flower gas. How deadly that gas was, his present nausea
and pain testified.

Qut si de the door, the rmurderer nade no effort to see what had happened
within. Silence reigned in the corridor for nearly fifteen mnutes. Then a
faint creak near the head of the staircase sounded. The killer was retreating,



confident that Lanmont Cranston had di ed peacefully in bed while asleep

But The Shadow was a | ong way from bei ng dead! A grim whi sper of |aughter
cane fromhis tense lips. He got back into bed and waited cal nmy.

Shortly after sunrise, the knock on his door for which he was waiting,
sounded. The Shadow did not answer. He heard an oath of triunph. Feet departed
swiftly. Then they returned with other feet. This tinme, somebody threw hinself
fiercely against the door in an effort to break it down.

The Shadow stopped that with magi cal suddenness. He shouted sleepily in
the voi ce of Lanont Cranston

"Here! What's the matter? \Wat's goi ng on?"

Paddi ng across the roomin his bare feet, he unlocked the door. He saw
utter consternation on the two faces that peered at him

Henry Norman and one of his servants were outside. The servant seened
dunf ounded. It was Norman who recovered first.

"I thought sonmething was wong," he said quietly. "Richard said he had
knocked to awaken you, and got no reply. He came to ne and | told himto break
t he door. Thank God, you're all right!"

"Perhaps | should have warned you | ast night," Lanmont Cranston said. "I'm
a heavy sleeper. | was too confortable in bed, |I guess, to hear your good
Ri chard' s knock. | didn't waken until | heard you banging at ny door."

VWi | e he spoke The Shadow s gaze swept the floor inside the threshold. He
was | ooking for traces of broken glass. He found none. Al that was visible
was
a faint tracery of powder. A killer had worked with sly efficiency! The gl ass
pell et that had contained the deadly fl ower death had crunbled to powder when
it shattered, |like a smashed electric bulb.

Nei t her Henry Norman nor the servant was aware of Cranston's quick gl ance
at the floor. Their own eyes had jerked toward the wi ndow. They uttered cries
of astoni shnment when they saw the m ssing pane.

Cranston echoed their cries. He didn't give the two men a chance to think
or to talk. He began to babble with fake excitenent.

A burglar! That was the thene of Cranston's chatter. A burglar had tried
to enter the roomand rob Cranston while he was asl eep. A noise nust have
frightened the burglar away before he could slide his hand inside the hole in
t he wi ndow and reach the |l ock. A double trail in the snow bel ow showed how he
had escaped. The burglar had used skis for his swift getaway.

Cranston tal ked excitedly and fast. He wasn't sure whether his story
i npressed his listeners or not. But they had no chance to wei gh the
probabilities of the burglar yarn. A fresh nystery had devel oped! Henry
Norman's ring for his servants brought nobody to the top floor. Richard s two
fell ow servants were n ssing!

Presently, one of themreturned from outdoors. He was out of breath,
badl y
frightened. He gave Richard a white-faced gl ance that seened to say: "Watch
yoursel f1"

Hs story was a sensation - to all except The Shadow.

The servant claimed he had heard sonmeone sneaking fromthe house a short
tinme earlier. He had followed ski tracks from below M. Cranston's w ndow.
They
had led to a wooded hill. There, the frightened servant had found the body of
Nor man' s mi ssing enpl oyee - with a broken neck

The news was sonewhat disconcerting. The two surviving servants stared
covertly at each other. A faint nod was exchanged. Both servants notified
Norman that they no |longer intended to remain in so dangerous a place. They
demanded to be driven to the railroad and put on a train for New York

Norman didn't object. He agreed that perhaps a quick departure for
everyone was sensi bl e.

THE breakfast that foll owed was an unpl easant one. Lanmpont Cranston was



consci ous of the suspicious eyes of his mllionaire host. Norman suspected

t hat

the burglar story was a nmyth, but there was no way to prove his suspicion. Hs
prompt agreement with the servants' demand to | eave was evidently designed to
get rid of Cranston in a hurry.

Cranston tested Norman with a smiling objection

"We don't really need servants. 1'd love to rough it alone with you.
Cooki ng our own neal s and maki ng beds m ght be amusi ng. How about it?"

Nor man vetoed that. He declared that the thing to do now was to notify
t he
police, and then return to the safety of New York City.

Two hours later, Cranston and Norman and the two servants stepped from a
horse-drawn sleigh in a small town twenty miles fromthe hunting | odge. Nornan
was guilty of a odd piece of forgetfulness. In his eagerness to board the
train, he forgot all about notifying the police that a servant of his had
nmysteriously died of a broken neck on the slope of a lonely hillside.

Lanmont Cranston didn't rem nd Nornman

He was wat chi ng anot her nman who was waiting on the railroad platformfor
the train. When the loconotive and its string of coaches pulled in, Cranston
hurried forward at the sanme time the stranger did. They slipped, collided.
Cranston clutched at the man to keep from | osing his bal ance.

During that brief clutch, the hands of The Shadow and the other man
touched briefly. A folded scrap of paper changed ownership.

The thing was done with perfect secrecy.

CHAPTER | V
I NDI AN 16

THE nane of the man who had so deftly received the note passed to him by
The Shadow, was Harry Vincent.

Vi ncent had arrived the previous evening on the train that had brought
Lamont Cranston from New York. On arrival, he had gone to the only hotel in
town and had regi stered under another nanme. He had announced hinself as a
representative of a chain grocery conpany.

Harry Vincent was an agent of The Shadow.

Boarding the train, now, Harry followed the two servants of Henry Norman.
They entered the last coach. So did Vincent. Palmed in his hand was The
Shadow s note. It warned Harry that the two thugs nmight try to | eave the train
en route. Harry was ordered to keep watch on them

The Shadow was already in the vestibule of the coach he had entered. He
started to walk to one of the forward cars. Then he realized that Henry Norman
was no |l onger behind him The nmillionaire industrialist had apparently changed
his mnd. He had junped back to the station platform

A gl eam cane into The Shadow s eyes. But he was careful to keep to the
i nnocent role of Lanont Cranston.

"You'd better hurry!"™ he yelled to Norman. "You'll be left, if you' re not
careful I'"

"Can't help it!" Norman yelled back. "I forgot something. |'ve got to
notify the police! 1'll take the next train."

The Shadow knew t hat Norman was deliberately dodgi ng him But he made no
objection. The train was already in notion. Cranston wal ked forward to one of
the front coaches.

H's idea was to lull the suspicions of the two suspects in the rear car
by
seeming to pay no attention to them

The Shadow rel axed in a seat and watched the snow covered scenery slide
past. It was shaggy, nountainous country. There were plenty of high trestles.

It was shortly after the train had crossed a particularly long trestle



t hat The Shadow saw t he conductor hurrying into the car in which he was
seat ed.
The conductor seened excited. He cried out a quick question

"I's there a physician in this car?"

"What's the trouble?"

Lanont Cranston spoke curtly. He didn't state that he was a doctor. The
conductor assunmed it fromhis voice and nmanner

"Do you mind coming with me for a mnute, doc? One of mnmy passengers has
been suddenly taken ill."

Cranston picked up a leather bag. It was too large to be a physician's
bag, but the conductor was too upset to notice. He led the way hurriedly to
t he
rear coach.

The Shadow t ook one | ook at the man spraw ed in a seat of the rear car
The victimwas Harry Vincent.

The two servants of Norman were no longer in the car

A sniff at the wi de-open lips of Vincent told The Shadow t he nature of
t he
attack. The odor of a drug was unm stakable. It was a sinple drug whose
narcotic
effect didn't last long. It was al so easy to adnminister, and it usually worked
fast.

The Shadow noticed a slight smear of blood on the back of one of
Vi ncent's
hands. A needle had nmade a fresh scratch there.

Lanont Cranston went grimly to work. Presently, Vincent's eyes flew open
He | ooked startled. H's head jerked toward the vacant seat where the two
suspects had been. He started to utter a quick cry.

"Take it easy," Cranston said soothingly.

Harry realized suddenly who the "doctor" was. He rel axed. The Shadow bent
over him and whi spered briefly.

"I"ve been robbed," Harry lied, after a slow search of his pockets. "MWy
wal l et is gone!"

THE news drew attention to the strange di sappearance of two other nen
from
the car. After a quick search, the conductor announced that both nen were no
| onger on the train.

The nethod of their "robbery" was soon established. A passenger recalled
seei ng one of themgo to the water cooler. He had cone back with a paper cup
Passi ng Vincent's seat, he had | urched.

"That's when he stuck me with the needle,"’
prick
of it. Then | passed out."

"Last | saw of them both nen went out on the rear platform" a passenger

Vincent said. "I felt the

sai d.

The Shadow foll owed the conductor to the wi ndy cold outside.

"I"'mafraid there's no way to nab those crooks," the conductor grow ed.
"The attack took place shortly after we crossed that |ast trestle. The train
was clinmbing a long grade. It was going slowy. The thugs sinply dropped off
the rear end of the train."

It was a logical explanation. It fitted all the known facts. But The
Shadow knew it was not true!

A chunk of frozen snow |lay on the w nd-swept expanse of the rear
pl atform
The Shadow s qui ck gl ance saw where it lay, and realized instantly the point
fromwhich it had fallen

The curved roof of the car overhung the rear platform The snow chunk had
been di sl odged fromthe roof's edge by the hasty kick of a man swi ngi ng upward



to the car roof.

The two suspects were still aboard the train!
However, The Shadow did not divulge this know edge. To that know edge he
added a deduction. The crooks were still aboard the train, because the train

had not yet reached the exact spot where they wanted to | eave!

Returning to his own, forward coach, The Shadow nanaged to watch both
sides of the train every time it halted. He was careful to keep his
surveil  ance casual

Twenty mnutes later, a busy freight junction provided the crooks hidden
on the roof with their opportunity. Two furtive figures dropped to earth in
t he
dar kness beneath an overhangi ng frei ght shed.

The Shadow foll owed wi thout betraying his pursuit. The time of the day
ai ded him Afternoon had al ready faded to dusk. Dusk was changing to darkness.

Using a string of notionless box cars as a shield to cover his advance
across the maze of tracks, The Shadow trailed the erstwhile servants of Henry
Nor man. He was no | onger Lanont Cranston. Hi s black cl oak made hi m seem part
of
t he darkness. The brimof his slouch hat shielded the alert flame in his eyes.

The two suspects swung aboard a freight which was waiting on a curved
spur
that led to the main line. An inpatient whistle tooted fromthe | oconotive.
Brakenen nmoved | anterns. The freight nmoved slowy past the main switch, then
pi cked up speed as it roared through the night.

The Shadow, too, was on that freight!

He was curious about this train's destination. He knew it was not headed
for New York. The switch had turned the freight west. The Shadow exani ned sone
of the nerchandise that was piled in the car in which he had nelted from
si ght.

The Shadow s eyes gl eaned as he read the name of the town to which these
goods were consi gned. The crooks were heading for Gaknont!

LEAVI NG t he box car, The Shadow swung to the steel rungs of a | adder
A inmbing, he slid bellywise to the catwal k on the roof. He was protected by
hi s
bl ack cl oak and t he surroundi ng darkness. The two nobsters were not. The
Shadow
could see themdimy, when he raised his face a trifle. They were on a roof
four cars ahead.

The Shadow lay rigid until the freight plunged into a black tunnel. Then
he craw ed swiftly forward the length of three cars. Before the train emerged
fromthe tunnel, The Shadow had agai n di sappear ed.

He was hunched close to the clanking roar of a steel coupling. He was
convinced that the two crooks on the roof of the car ahead were on their way
to
OCakrmont. But if they left the train before Oaknont was reached, The Shadow was
in a position to watch and foll ow.

There was only one thing The Shadow di dn't count on: the chance
appear ance
of a brakeman.

He coul d hear the solid thunps of the brakeman's feet as the man wal ked
forward al ong the car roofs. The brakie didn't see The Shadow. That spot above
t he coupling where The Shadow | urked was as bl ack as coal. Besides, the brakie
was staring straight ahead.

He had seen two nen lying flat on the roof of the car in front of him He
uttered a cry of danger.

"Hey, you dammed hoboes!"

Nei t her of them | ooked |i ke hoboes, but the brakie didn't notice that. He
had received strict orders about not allowing tranps to ride this freight. Its



consi gnnent was val uable. There had been danmage done to previ ous consi gnnments.

The two nmen rose to their feet. They began to whine. Wen the brakie got
cl ose, they noved quickly apart and allowed the trainman to step between them
He was startled when he saw their clothing and faces.

"Hey! You guys ain't tranps! What -"

They sprang like tigers. In the wi ndy darkness, the brakie's yell died in
a moan. A heavy bl udgeon struck himon the skull. He fell linply to the
cat wal k.

Heavi ng at his unconsci ous body, the thugs started to roll himheadl ong
to
a death under the grinding wheels of the fast train.

The Shadow s plan to keep out of sight, was frustrated. To renai n hi dden
was to allow a brutal nurder to take place. The Shadow sacrificed strategy for
action.

He was clinbing over the edge of the swaying roof al nost as soon as the
brakeman fell. A swift dive sent himsliding along the slippery catwal k on his
stomach. Hi s bl ack-gl oved hand caught at the brakeman's body as it |urched at
t he side edge of the roof.

One of the thugs had swung around in a crouched huddl e, to make sure
there
were no witnesses. He saw the bl ack-cl oaked figure bellying forward. A cry
bur st
fromhis lips.

"The Shadow "

Hi s partner repeated that cry. Both retreated, snarling. The Shadow
dragged the unconsci ous brakeman to safety in that split-second of tine.

The next instant, he arose to his feet and attacked.

THERE was no tinme to do anything else. The two thugs had | eaped toward
The
Shadow from ei ther side. The man with the club raised it for a bone-crushing
bl ow. The Shadow ducked. The bl ow | anded on his left shoul der.

It was a terrific one. It nunbed The Shadow s arm He dropped to his
knees, shoving desperately with one hand to thrust his foes away.

That quick thrust was all that saved himfromdeath. It sent the nan with
the club staggering backwards. He yelled, and caught his partner around the
wai st. Both men teetered dangerously at the edge of the roof. Then they
recovered and sprang apart.

It gave The Shadow tinme to regain his feet.

The club smashed at himagain. But he had deliberately invited the bl ow,
in order to be in a position to disarmthe thug. A sudden tw st of his body
and
a snakeli ke dart of his uninjured hand tore the club | oose fromthe panting
killer.

It went sailing end over end into the roaring darkness. The three nen
tangled in a withing huddl e on the car roof.

Al this time, The Shadow had nmade no effort to reach for one of his
.45's. Capture was his intent - not death. Wo were these two hard-faced
killers who spoke English with a slight foreign accent? The Shadow i ntended to
force unwilling lips to reveal the truth about thenselves and their nission at
QGaknont .

But he found hinself in a dangerous predicanent. These Fifth Col um foes
were worse than crimnals. They were young and tough, trained for hand-to-hand
conbat .

A fist struck The Shadow behind the ear with dazing inpact. Another
| anded
on his jaw. One of the thugs held The Shadow in a death grip, which he refused
to loosen in spite of the terrible punishnent that rained on his unprotected
face. Hs pal was attenpting to slug The Shadow and hurl himfromthe train.



So terrific was the battle, that The Shadow barely felt a |light, wavering
slap across his face. It was not a blow froma human hand. It was a slap from
a
| oosely dangling cord. Several cords.

Instantly, The Shadow understood the nmeani ng of that slap. Those dangling
cords hung froma horizontal cable, to warn trainnmen in the dark of the danger
of an approaching tunnel. A tunnel with a | ow hung roof whose stone entrance
woul d sweep anyone who stood erect fromthe top of the train.

The knees of The Shadow hinged. He dropped linply. The thug who was
holding tightly to himlet go. He thought that the flailing fists of his pa
had knocked out The Shadow. He turned with a savage snharl to shove The Shadow
and the unconsci ous brakeman off the speeding train.

Neit her of the two thugs had felt the swaying slap of dangling cords.

Before they realized the doomthat rushed at themthrough the w ndy
dar kness, death struck at both. The Shadow neither heard nor saw what happened
An instant after he dropped flat, he felt the freight dive into the tunne
with
an echoing roar. The reverberations nmade his ears ring. A draft of w nd al npbst
tore himloose fromhis hold. Smoke, billowing in the tunnel fromthe stack of
the [ oconotive, stung his nostrils.

He rose dizzily to his feet when the train dived into the outer air. One
gl ance, and his face set grimy.

Hs two foes were gonel!l

MAKI NG his way carefully along the roof to a side |adder, The Shadow
descended steel rungs. The train was still racing at a dangerous speed, but
The
Shadow had no choice. Back in the darkness of a lonely tunnel lay two enemi es
of
America. Both had been swept to probably instant death. The Shadow s intent to
capture them alive had been bal ked by fate.

But on the bodies of those dead killers nmight be sone scrap of revealing
paper. Some hint to gui de The Shadow after he arrived at CGaknont.

Fifteen minutes after The Shadow | eaped fromthe train, he reached the
mout h of the tunnel. Both nen had died horribly. One had been cut to pieces
under the thundering wheels of the freight. The other had been hurl ed agai nst
the tunnel wall. Mst of his head was gone.

The Shadow searched t he pockets of this second corpse. He got blood
sneared all over his hands in the process, but paid no attention to that. H's
attention was concentrated on a scrap of paper which he had found in an inner
pocket of a dead Fifth Col umi st.

A number and a word were written on that paper. The Shadow s eyes bl azed
with grimcuriosity as he stared at the nessage:

I ndi an 16. -

CHAPTER V
TREASON

THE roomwas large. In shape it was semicircular. It was flooded with
light that seemed to cone fromthe surface of the ceiling itself. It had no
wi ndows. The roomwas enpty. No one sat in an enornous oak chair that stood
alone on a raised platform Nor did the chairs that faced that platform have
any occupants. There were five chairs. Behind themwas a | ocked steel door

Presently, a chine sounded. It filled the enpty roomw th soft echoes.
The
signal was followed by a swift change in the appearance of the | ocked door. A



panel slid aside. A snmall glass wi ndow was reveal ed. The gl ass was thick and
slightly cl oudy.

Through that gl ass a face peered. A nman stood outside the steel door
undergoi ng i nspection fromwithin. It was easy to see the visitor's face. He
was one of the five parachutists who had dropped to earth near the Adirondack
hunting | odge of Henry Nor man.

No one watched fromw thin the room But a satisfactory inspection of the
visitor had, neverthel ess, been conpleted. This was proved when the gl ass
panel
went dark and the steel plate closed.

The door swung open automatically. The spy sat down in one of the five
chairs facing the enpty platform He waited in disciplined silence.

Soon the chines sounded again. Mre visitors arrived in the same manner
When the | ast had entered, all five of the chairs were filled. Only the oak
chair on the platformremained enpty.

Then a bell tolled with startling suddenness. It tolled only once. At its
hol | ow, brazen sound, every light in the chamber went out. The room was
pl unged
i n darkness. For the space of a full mnute it remained so. Then I|ight
ret ur ned.

A man was sitting on the platformchair. It was inpossible to tell his
identity. He was wearing dark, loosely-fitting trousers that |ooked like sk
pants. His tunic was nade of the sanme material. Over his skull and face was a
cloth hel met that masked himconpletely. Cold eyes stared through two slits in
t he mask.

"Wl conme! " the nan rasped.

There were no rivets on the wall behind him no signs of any break that
m ght conceal a door. Hs nethod of entrance was the masked man's secret.
Behind the wall was the hidden mechani smthat operated the defenses of this
nmeeting room

The masked | eader wasted no tine.

"Qur first problem" he said harshly. "A factory in Oaknont, owned and
operated by Peter Kirk and Ral ph Jackson, under the supervision of the United
States government. Produci ng the new American bonmb sights! To destroy that
plant, to seize the bonmb sight plans, is the problem"

He continued in his netallic voice. He reminded his listeners of the
recent death of a trusted enployee in the Kirk-Jackson plant. A foreman naned
Donovan had gone suddenly insane. He had tried to snash delicate machinery.

Fl eei ng, he had been shot down by armed guards. The job Donovan had hel d was
now vacant. A new man had been recommended

"Nunber Three!"

The parachute spy in the third chair rose stiffly and saluted. The salute
was returned by the | eader

"You will take Donovan's place. You will have all the necessary docunents
to show that you are an Anerican citizen, that you possess the skill necessary
to fill the job. A nmenber of the defense committee will vouch for you. Your
name will be Frederick Brownson."

"Frederick Brownson," the nman repeated

"The rest will co-operate in accordance with instructions which will be
provided later. There nmust be no slip-up. The notto rmust al ways be: 'Death to
Denocracy!"'"

"Death to Denocracy!" chanted his grimlisteners.

The masked man | aughed, but there was no mirth in the sound.

"More news remains to be told. Bitter news. The Shadow has started to
fight back! W face difficulties!"

There was a | ow nurnur.

"Three of our brave agents outside the inner circle are now dead! One was
killed in the Adirondacks. Two nore died when they fell froma freight train
en
route to Caknmont. | am positive that The Shadow was responsible. He may be



here
in Caknmont. Be careful!"

Again there was a vicious murnmnur.

"l have caused secret inquiries to be made about a millionaire sportsnan
naned Lanont Cranston. Cranston was at Henry Norman's hunting canp when the
first death occurred. He is now reported to be at his home in New Jersey,
al t hough spies in the East have not seen himface to face. If Lamont Cranston
shoul d appear in Gaknont, he is to be killed!"

The masked | eader straightened in his oak chair on the platform- and
suddenly the bronze bell tolled. Every light in the roomwent out. Wen they
bl azed again, the chair on the platformwas enpty.

One by one, the five nmen rose and departed by the steel door which opened
automatically for each. It was done swiftly, silently, and with discipline.

AN hour later, a far different scene was taking place at the Caknont
airport. A plane from Washington was winging in for a landing. The airport was
crowmded with spectators. Al of themwere eager for a glinpse of the
i nternational celebrity arriving by air.

H s name was Kent Allard.

Kent Allard was the forenpst aviator in the United States. He had won an
af fectionate hold on the hearts of Anericans, particularly since the danger of
war from abroad had changed the country into an arnmed canp. Here, in Caknont,
was concentrated the heart of the aviation rearmanent industry. Kent Allard
was
arriving to preside at a nmeeting of the Aviation Defense Committee. He cane as
a
personal representative of the president.

Soneti mes The Shadow used the gui se of Lanmont Cranston, sonetines other
gui ses. But The Shadow s real identity was Kent Allard!

Allard left the airport at once. He was driven to a building in downtown
OGakront, where the Aviation Defense Cormittee was awaiting his arrival. He was
greeted with appl ause when he stepped into the flag-draped room

The man who led the commttee' s appl ause was Henry Nor man!

It anused The Shadow to know that Norman didn't realize that the man he
appl auded had been so recently a guest of his in the Adirondacks. Norman coul d
be pardoned for that ignorance. Two nmen nore dissimlar than Cranston and
Allard could hardly be inmagined. Allard seened younger, taller, handsoner. H s
facial and bodily appearance was conpletely different.

He had known that Nornman would be in GCaknont. A nmenber of the Defense
Conmittee had died suddenly froma heart attack. The president had appointed
Henry Norman to fill the dead man's job. This was natural enough. Norman, in
addition to his huge amunition plant in the East, had built a big plant here
in CGakmont for the manufacture of aviation nmachi ne guns.

Besi des Norman, the committee consisted of Lee Mirley, a gasoline
refiner,
and Peter Kirk and Ral ph Jackson, who were partners in the plant which
manuf act ured the new bonb sight.

A LI VELY di scussion took place after Allard arrived. A new foreman had
been recommended for the job left vacant by the death of a trusted workman who
had gone so suddenly insane at the Kirk-Jackson plant. The new man's nane was
Frederick Brownson. He was waiting outside with his credentials.

The conmittee was in favor of hiring Brownson. But Peter Kirk objected
strenuously.

"I don't like it," Kirk said. "It's queer Brownson should turn up with
such excellent qualifications so soon after the strange death of poor Donovan.
| still think there was somet hi ng queer about Donovan's sudden nmadness. |

can't



help feeling that he night have been renoved to nake way for a possible Fifth
Col umi st . "

Kirk spoke shrilly. The others |aughed indulgently at him Hi s partner

Jackson, tried to soothe him Lee Mrley, the oil man, seemed disgusted.

Nor man

poi nted out, reasonably enough, that Kirk hadn't even seen the new enpl oyee
yet.

The Shadow took no part in this argunent. He watched Peter Kirk. There
seened sonet hi ng phony about his angry objection. It was too shrill, a shade
overdone. The Shadow wondered if all this argument mi ght not be a cunning
device to make Kirk | ook innocent, if |later devel opnments showed that Brownson
was not what he appeared to be - a loyal and patriotic citizen of the United
St at es.

Finally, Kirk's arguments were voted down. Frederick Brownson was brought
in.

H s words were soft and pl easant. But when he answered questions, a chord
in The Shadow s nenory was touched. Brownson had papers which showed that he
had been born of Anerican parents in a small town in Kansas. But his voice had
a slight foreign lisp - like the voices of the three "servants" at the
Adi rondack canmp of Henry Nor nman.

The Shadow noted ot her things. Both Brownson and Peter Kirk wore the sane
type of seal ring. A barely perceptible glance had passed between t hem when
t he
new foreman had entered the room

Brownson sat quietly on a chair, one |l eg crossed over the other. H's pose
brought the sole of his right shoe into The Shadow s |line of vision. The
Shadow
saw on that exposed sol e sonething that made his eyes gl eam Then the | ook was
gone.

In the end, Brownson was hired.

Kent Allard left the roombefore any of the others. He announced that he
had to return to the airport. But he didn't head for the staircase that would
bring himfromthe second-fl oor neeting roomto the street. Tiptoeing al ong
t he
hall, he unscrewed a wall light. The corridor |apsed into gl oom

In that gl oom The Shadow waited. But not as Kent Allard. A black cloak
shrouded him H s eyes burned om nously under the | ow brimof his slouch hat.
He had come prepared for an energency. He was ready.

Brownson energed fromthe commttee room al one. The other men lingered to
continue their discussion. Brownson started for the staircase. He never
reached
it.

A hand closed on his throat, shutting off his wind. There was a desperate
struggle, but no sound of it was audible. In a few nmoments, Brownson was
hel pl ess on the floor. The Shadow nmade no attenpt to harmthe suspect. His
pur pose was theft.

He stole both of Brownson's shoes.

Wth a bound, The Shadow fled to the end of the corridor. A w ndow opened
on a rear court. The Shadow raced down a fire escape behind the building, nade
toward an alley that connected with the street.

IN the hallway above, Brownson had recovered his dazed wits. Shouting at
the top of his lungs, he raced in stocking feet to the roomwhere the
comittee
still conferred.

"The Shadow! Quick! He tried to kill ne."

Peter Kirk was the first to recover his wits. An ugly light came into his
eyes. As the conmittee raced along the hall toward the rear wi ndow, Kirk saved
them froma waste of precious tine.



"Down the stairs" he roared. "Follow himout front! There's no escape
from
the rear except through the alley. The rear court is hemred in by brick
wal | st”

So quick was the pursuit led by Kirk, that The Shadow was seen as he
| eaped into a waiting car out front. It was not the car in which Kent Allard
had arrived. It was driven by an agent of The Shadow. It left in a terrific
burst of speed.

The agent who drove that car knew every inch of the route he was taking.
He had practiced it beforehand. Wen he stopped finally, it was at the exact
spot where The Shadow had instructed himto halt.

Hi s jaw dropped in amazenent as he turned. There was no one in the
fugitive car. The Shadow had vani shed.

Al'l that remained of his presence was the slouch hat and the bl ack cloak
Tucked in the hat brimwas a brief note. The agent read that note, and obeyed
it. He abandoned the car. Wth himwent the cloak and the hat of The Shadow.

VWhen pursuing police finally arrived at the scene, they found nothing to
point to the identity of The Shadow or the agent who had hel ped hi m escape.
The
car had been stolen. Its owner, sunmoned hastily to the scene, could throw no
light on the nystery. H s name was Cl yde Burke. He was an ace New York City
newspaperman, in town to wite a series of articles on national defense. He
answered police questions glibly. But there was one inportant fact he held
back.

Cl yde Burke was an agent of The Shadow

Among the committee menbers who had made so vain a pursuit, was Kent
Allard. He had appeared in a nearby spot in tine to join the others. He could
add nothing to the know edge of the police. As soon as possible, he nade a
polite exit.

Al one, Kent Allard went back to the vicinity of the building where The
Shadow had rmade his amazingly strange theft. He picked up a | ocked | eather
traveling case which he had been careful to drop in a safe spot.

I nside the bag were a pair of shoes which The Shadow had stolen from
Frederick Brownson

The Shadow exam ned t hose shoes in the privacy of his room He paid
particular attention to the sole of the right shoe. A strange tw nkle of
reflected |ight had caught Kent Allard' s eye when Brownson had crossed his
| egs
in the conmmttee neeting and exposed the sole of that right shoe.

A trace of sibilant |aughter passed The Shadow s |ips, as he discovered a
smal | fragment of glass inbedded deeply in the | eather sole.

He cut it out carefully with a sharp knife, and exam ned it. The fragnent
was a tiny chunk of expensive crystal glassware. It |ooked |like a duplicate of
certain other broken pieces of glass The Shadow had exam ned a few nights
earlier in the darkness of an Adirondack hunting | odge.

But The Shadow made no snap judgnent. He used painstaking tests before he
nodded with conpl ete assurance.

The sanple was a fragment froma crystal wine glass. It was the same type
of expensive gl assware owned by Henry Nor man!

Wth certainty, did The Shadow know why that tiny bit of expensive
gl assware had been inbedded in the sole of Brownson's right shoe. Brownson was
one of the five parachutists who had descended through a snowstormfrom a
nmysterious transport plane! He was one of the invaders who had drunk a toast
with a masked | eader in front of Norman's wall nmap.

Only a fleeting glinpse of that masked | eader had The Shadow caught on
t he
ni ght he had spent in Norman's |odge. The traitor m ght be Norman. O perhaps
Kirk.

But whoever he was, he was on the Defense Committee!

The Shadow reached for the tel ephone. His crisp call was answered by the



qui et voi ce of Burbank, his contact man.

To Burbank, orders were given that concerned C yde Burke. Burke was
instructed to begin an inmediate vigil outside a certain house on a street in
QGaknont .

The Shadow had not forgotten the strange clue he had found in the pocket
of a dead man in a railroad tunnel. "Indian 16." At first glance, the clue had
seened i nmpossible to unravel. But an inspection of the Gaknont city directory
had qui ckly solved the nystery. The clue was a street address.

There was one thing The Shadow had not divined. Crimnals had wanted The
Shadow to find that clue and act upon it.

Unknowi ngly, The Shadow was sendi ng C yde Burke toward his doom

CHAPTER VI
HOUSE OF PERI L

CLYDE BURKE was wat ching a house at No. 16 Indian Street.

It was evidently an unoccupi ed house. Shades were drawn on dirty w ndows.
A faded real -estate placard was pasted on the peeling paint of the front door.
The house was dark fromcellar to roof. It stood m dway down a short bl ock.

At the corner was an autonpbile parking |ot, enclosed by a high wooden
fence. This parking lot figured inportantly in Cyde's calculations. It
af forded hima neans of conmunication with The Shadow, in case Cyde had to
make a sudden nove.

He waited, confident that he was unobserved.

But keen eyes were watching him A masked traitor to America sat hidden
behi nd the drawn shade of a w ndow across the street. He had noticed dyde's
arrival a short tinme earlier. He was ready to spring a trap

He rose fromhis cranped position behind the pin-point hole in his w ndow
shade, and wal ked noi sel essly across the room and picked up a tel ephone. The
nmessage he delivered was |l owtoned. It appeared to amuse the nasked man. He
chuckl ed when he hung up

Ten minutes later, Cyde Burke saw a car turn the corner into Indian
Street. It halted in front of the vacant house.

The man behi nd the wheel spoke briefly to another man in the rear seat.
There was a girl sitting with this second man. She got out of the car with
hi m
He was careful to help her. He held tightly on her armas the girl crossed the
si dewal k toward the house. The driver of the car took the girl's other arm
Her
steps stunbled. Cyde noticed that she was a pretty bl onde.

It was difficult to notice nuch else. The girl's cape nuffled the | ower
part of her face. Her lips couldn't be seen. Cyde wondered if adhesive tape
was bound tightly over those hidden I|ips.

The trio didn't ring the front doorbell of No. 16. One of the men had a
key. Hi s companion held tightly to the blonde's armwhile the door was being
unl ocked. Then all three of them vani shed inside.

It left dyde facing a dilenma. Should he try to sneak into the house and
spy on what was evidently a kidnap hangout, or should he wait outside for
devel oprment s?

Hi s dil enma was solved for himby the two thugs thensel ves. Five mnutes
after they had vani shed, they reappeared. The bl onde was no |l onger with them
Their car got under way. It left the nei ghborhood as fast as it had

arrived.

The bl onde had evidently been tied up, a prisoner inside the vacant
house.

The chances were excellent that she was al one. Thugs were reporting to their
boss that their snatch had been successful

Clyde Burke decided that it would be a smart idea to get inside the enpty



house before the two thugs returned with their boss. He | ounged up to the
corner where the parking |lot was | ocated.

Two doorways had been cut into the board fence. One was an entrance for
cars, the other provided an exit. A painted word on each entry showed the
proper traffic direction. One, was marked "In" ; the other "Qut".

Clyde slipped a piece of chalk fromhis pocket. Over the entry narked
"Qut", he drew a cross. It was a prearranged signal for The Shadow. It neant
that "Qut" was no longer true. "In" was the proper signal. By this sinmple
stratagem The Shadow woul d know t hat C yde had decided to enter the suspected
house.

CIRCLING the rear of No. 16, C yde soon |located a cellar w ndow whose
| ock
was defective. Rust had so damaged the netal, that the tongue of the bolt
didn't
fit properly into its groove. Steady pressure by Cyde forced the rusted bolt
further aside. The wi ndow lifted.

Clyde dropped into the darkness of the cellar.

A flight of rickety wooden steps | ed upward. C yde searched the ground
floor cautiously. The house had evidently been deserted for a long tine.

Fl oor s
and walls were bare. M ce squeaked in the black corners as Cyde's electric
torch gl owed.

The second fl oor was the sane.

But on the top floor, Cyde found what he was seeking. In a shuttered
rear
room | ay the unconscious figure of the blonde. She was tied hand and feet to a
cot. A gag had been jamed into the girl's nouth.

He bent over her to renmpve the gag and | oosen the cords that bound her
hands behi nd her back. As he did, he received a stunning surprise.

Wth a quick heave, the girl flung both arms into view Her hel pl ess pose
had been faked! Her eyes were w de open. In her right hand she gripped a small
gun whi ch had been hi dden beneath her body. She thrust the muzzle toward
Clyde's face and pulled the trigger

Agony spl ashed into his w de-open eyes. The acrid snell of amonia filled
the room C yde staggered backward, clawing at his dripping face. He was
conpl etely blinded!

The bl onde charged forward like a tigress. She struck him head-first.
Bot h
hands shoved at himw th all her strength.

Cl yde went staggering backward. He struck the wall opposite the bed. The
wal | opened behind him

It was like falling through a sw nging door. For an instant, Cyde's
reeling body was visible as it plunged into a bl ack opening.

Then the panel closed. The bl onde renai ned alone in the room

She ripped the fake gag from her mouth. Then she laughed. It was a
shrill,
vindictive sound. But there was no one in the house to hear it. Fifth
Col umi st's
had entrusted the blonde with the sole task of capturing Cyde. She had done
her
job well.

Tiptoeing to a front wi ndow, she raised and | owered the shade. Then she
hurried fromthe house.

As she energed on the sidewal k, a man cane out of a doorway across the
street. Neither paid any attention to the other. The bl onde continued up the
street. The man got into a small coupe which stood at the curb. Hi s hat was
drawn low. A coat collar nuffled his throat. After he had got into the car, he
kept his face | ow over the wheel. He drove into the parking |lot on the corner



Halting at the pay shack, he got out of his car

A normal custoner woul d have accepted a parking stub and departed. But
not hi ng of the kind happened. A quick word passed fromthe custoner to the
attendant who had emerged fromthe small shack

The attendant went back into the shack, and the man followed him The
door
closed. It remained shut two or three mnutes before it opened again. The
attendant cane out, but not the customer. That was queer, because the customner
was no longer in the shack! The open door showed that the tiny encl osure was
now enpty. There were no other doors or w ndows by which the custoner could
have |eft.

The attendant didn't seemto be troubled by the strange vani shing act. He
got quickly into the man's car and drove it into one of the lines of parked
aut onobi |l es. When he went back to the shack, he was grinning.

It was an ugly grin, bleak with mnurder

THE ol d man who shanbl ed around the corner into Indian Street | ooked
pathetic. H s clothing was shabby and worn. There was a dirty stubble on his
unshaven cheeks.

He blinked as he noved slowy outside the fence that closed off the
cor ner
parking ot fromlndian Street. He blinked because he noticed a parking
attendant staring suspiciously at him A tired nove of his head turned his
face
away.

But The Shadow had seen all he wanted.

The Shadow had seen a chal ked cross on the exit sign. It disfigured the
pai nted word "Qut". By that device The Shadow knew t hat C yde Burke was no
| onger lurking on Indian Street. He had gone into Number 16.

Li ke a human derelict, The Shadow continued al ong the dark sidewal k.
Presently, he vanished from sight.

He emerged in the rear of No. 16. It wasn't hard to follow Clyde's trail.
The rusted bolt on the cellar window was still out of its slot. The Shadow
could see the marks where Clyde's feet had struck on dusty concrete, as soon
as
he had entered the cellar and snapped his flashlight on

He followed Cyde's trail up the rickety stairs and through the enpty
house. But this keen-eyed, sharp-eared investigator was no | onger an aged bum
A bl ack cl oak covered The Shadow s tall figure. A slouch hat shielded the cold
flame in his eyes. He had an icy feeling of danger as he ascended through the
nmusty house.

On the rear roomof the top floor, he saw the cot where the bl onde had
made so easy a capture of Cyde Burke. There was no sign of a girl, or of
d yde
either. But there were plenty of clues that told The Shadow that treachery had
occurred in this now enpty room

The cot was dented with the unm stakable inprint of a human body. Soneone
had been stretched full length on that bed fairly recently. A wonman, judging
fromthe length of the body inpression. O perhaps a small-sized man.

One sniff at the mattress gave The Shadow the true answer. The snell of
perfune was recogni zabl e. Not a cheap perfune, either. The Shadow s nose
crinkled as he recogni zed a fanous and hi gh-priced brand.

There was another odor in the room too. A nore pungent one. Amonial! A
girl, stretched in apparent hel pl essness on a cheap cot, had taken C yde an
easy prisoner by the use of anmonia.

But where had she taken Clyde? And how had he fallen so easy a captive?
There were no signs of a struggle. Even tenporarily blinded by amoni a, C yde
was no man to submit to an assailant without putting up a strong fight.

The Shadow searched the floor for other clues. He found them The soles



of

G yde's shoes had been coated with greasy dust fromthe floor of the

| ong- enpty

cellar. He had left a telltale line of prints on the floor of this shuttered
room The prints noved backward. The spaci ng showed that C yde had recoil ed
toward the wall under the inpetus of what must have been a powerful shove.

The wal |l was papered. There were vertical red lines, with a design of
roses in each panel between the lines. One of those vertical red |lines was
slightly wi der than the rest. The Shadow pressed with his gl oved hand.

Instantly, the wall opened.

Twi n doors swung inward |like the bat-w ng doors of a saloon. Only the
slightest pressure was needed. Wen The Shadow rel eased his pressure, the wall
became a flat surface again.

He peered into a dark chute within the wall. That's exactly what it was -
a chute. Instead of a vertical drop into blackness, the chute descended in a
steep slant. Down that chute C yde Burke nust have slid at terrific speed.

It was inpossible to see where he had vani shed. The gl ow of The Shadow s
flash down that strange, slanting wall tunnel showed that the chute curved
abruptly out of sight at a point that nust be considerably below the cellar of
t his "abandoned" house.

Clyde had fallen helplessly into a trap. The Shadow did a bold thing. He
entered the trap voluntarily.

He knew that Cyde's |life was in deadly peril. In The Shadow s battle
agai nst crime, one rule of conduct was paranmount. |If any agent encountered
di saster in followi ng orders given to himby The Shadow, that agent's safety
becarme the only consideration in The Shadow s nind

From beneath The Shadow s bl ack robe a thin but strong rope appeared.
Unwi nding it, The Shadow tied one end to the cot, which he braced securely
against the wall. The rest of the rope dropped silently down the black |ength
of that slanting chute.

Sl ow y, The Shadow began to | ower hinsel f.

He nmoved cautiously in darkness. But he had hardly descended twenty feet,
when from above his head cane a sudden patch of brightness. The panel in the
top floor room had opened! A hand shoved through. The hand cl enched a sharp
kni f e!

Instantly, The Shadow s .45 lifted. But that knife edge above hi m nust
have been razor-sharp. An instant before the .45 roared inside the wall, there
was a sharp jerk at the rope, that ruined The Shadow s aim Hi s bullet mssed.

The rope had part ed.

Down the slippery chute sped the rel eased body of The Shadow. The speed
of
his plunge flung himon his spine. He whizzed around the turn in the chute
t hat
led to a spot beneath the cellar of the old house. Then he landed with jarring
i mpact .

He flung hinmself forward to his feet. It was pitch-dark. The floor seened
to be nade of stone. An instant l|later, The Shadow heard the plop! plop! of two
muf f 1 ed expl osi ons in quick succession

An acrid odor stung his nose and nmade his eyes water. Tear gas! The stuff
cane billowing at himthrough the darkness. He flung one arm protectively
before his eyes and charged forward. H s groping gun barrel struck a solid
surface. It was a door

The door was | ocked, but the roar of The Shadow s heavy .45 took care of
the I ock. There was a splintering of wood. The Shadow st aggered through

He had no tinme to be puzzled by the fact that no human foe had yet faced
him The room where the tear gas had expl oded was apparently enpty. The
t ear-gas bonbs had been rel eased nechanically.

Pi t ch-dar kness shrouded hi mas he advanced grimy. He had |lost his
flashlight during that swift fall down the chute. H s arm swept through the
dar kness, trying to encounter the soft obstacle of human fl esh.



But this second chanber seened to be enpty, also

The nmonent he realized this, The Shadow retreated. He stood with his back
agai nst the wall of the black chamber. It was then that the net dropped over
hi m from above.

It was a strong net, made of powerful interlaced ropes. He could feel it
tighten swiftly about his struggling arms and | egs. The Shadow was yanked of f
his feet. He was tangled as effectively as a shark in the net of a fisherman.

But his brain renained as cold as ice. The nonent The Shadow realized the
nature of the trap, he ceased struggling. H s hand flashed into a sheath under
his black robe. A quick jerk brought a knife into play. The edge of that knife
was sharp. But sharp as it was, The Shadow had to sl ash desperately three or
four times before the tough fabric of the net ripped apart.

Thr ough the ragged openi ng The Shadow squirmed. He rebounded to his feet.
The knife was in his left hand. He still held the big .45 gripped tightly in
his right hand.

Then a fragile tinkle sounded. It was the crash of breaking glass. The
sound recalled to The Shadow s nmenory a similar sound he had once heard in a
bedroom at the Adirondack hunting | odge of Henry Norman.

He flung hinsel f backward.

As he did so, his nostrils sniffed a pleasant odor. Instantly, he stopped
breat hi ng. He knew that deadly snell - the odor of freshly-cut flowers.

The odor of death in a sealed roon

CHAPTER VI |
PREVI EW OF HELL

AT the first tiny sniff of that deadly perfume, The Shadow pressed his
lips tautly together.

But the fact that he was aware of the poison gas in the darkness, was
proof that he had unconsciously sniffed a small amount of it. His throat felt
curiously paralyzed. H's nostrils burned like raw fl ane.

He stood rooted where he was. The gas was swirling close to himin a
conpact cloud of death. There was no way to escape it by noving backward in a
seal ed room Nor could The Shadow hold his breath much | onger. He seened
utterly defensel ess.

But there was a defense! It was gripped in The Shadow s hand.

He flung up his .45 and pulled the trigger

The shot made a thunderous roar. The bullet struck an invisible stee
wal
and ricocheted. But The Shadow didn't care where the bullet struck. The
expl osion was all that mattered.

Aterrific jet of expandi ng powder gas by the shot was released. It
envel oped the poison gas cloud in front of The Shadow s face, churning it al
over the roomw th expl osive energy.

The Shadow dropped to one knee. Desperately, he held his aching |ungs
seal ed for a few seconds |onger. Then he took a quick, gasping breath.

He could snell the reek of burned cordite. But there was no | onger that
i nsi dious scent of fresh flowers. The poison gas had been scattered all over
the dark room Its concentration was gone. The Shadow was abl e to breathe
safely.

There was a sudden cl angi ng sound. Through the darkness came a rush of
feet. An attacking foe flung hinmself unseen at The Shadow. O her hands caught
at himfromthe rear. Under that multiple assault, he reeled and went down.

More nen dived into the struggle. There were so nmany of themthat they
i npeded each other's attack. At |east four or five nen were snmashing viciously
at the prone body of The Shadow, to put himout of action

H s gun hand was i nmovabl e on the floor. Soneone's foot was jamred on his
wrist. Fingers clanped nurderously around his w ndpipe. A fist struck behind



his ear, dazing him

He managed to withe sideways. Hi s head ducked toward the |l eg of the man
whose foot was a grinding pain on his wist. Jerking his head forward, The
Shadow snapped it against the leg on his wist, knocked it off.

Hi s freed gun swung upward. He fired blindly. He heard a strangled cry
and
the thunp of a body.

But he had no chance to press the trigger again. He was facing men who
had
been trained for battle, nmen who cared not whether they lived or died, so |ong
as they acconplished their task. A hand caught The Shadow s gun. O her foes
flung thenselves recklessly into the line of fire. Their conbined attack was
too much to withstand. The gun was wenched from The Shadow s grasp. A heavy
boot kicked himviciously in the ribs. He fell on his face. He tried to push
hi nsel f upward with quivering pal ns.

Then he renenbered nothing -

WHEN The Shadow s senses returned, he was lying flat on a stone floor.
But
it was not the roomin which he had been captured. This chanber was bathed in
vivid light. It was the inner underground chamber from which his attackers had
emer ged.

The Shadow was able to see themclearly, but he was unable to nove. Hs
hands and feet were tied. A gag was jamred into his aching jaws. O yde Burke
| ay al ongsi de him

Masked men stared at the two prisoners. There were four of them The
fifth
was the man whom The Shadow had shot. His dead body lay in an inert heap on
t he
floor. Like his conrades, the dead nman was nasked.

Nor was it possible to identify their traitorous |eader. He stood like an
officer in front of a squad of soldiers. A cloth helmet covered his entire
head
and face. Murderous eyes gleamed through the narrow slits in that cloth
covering.

The hooded man's voice provided The Shadow with no clue to his identity.
It was a di sguised voice, one that rasped harshly.

"Congratul ati ons on your fighting ability," the voice sneered. "It was
heroi c, but useless. Your pronpt capture is a small sanple of what your entire
country may expect fromus when the Day - der tag - cones!"”

The nasked | eader | aughed.

"Toni ght we are putting an end to one of the nobst inportant industrial
plants in the rearmament programof Anerica. | refer to the factory owned and
operated by the Messrs. Kirk and Jackson. It will explode to heaven in a burst
of flame froma weapon perfected overseas by a virile nation determ ned on
world nmastery!"

He continued in his disguised snarl

"I can tell you this now, because your life is dooned. An airplane wll
signal my attack - the sane ship which carried ny associates by air fromthe
Ameri can coast. But the airplane will not cause the disaster. Only your stupid
American Secret Service agents will think that. The real agency of death is
al ready planted inside the factory!"

There was an inpatient grunt fromhis four masked henchnen. They were
enraged by the death of their conrade. They wanted qui ck action on The Shadow.
Their | eader sensed it. He issued a rasping order. The four henchnen noved in
swi ft obedi ence.

The Shadow wat ched what they did, fromhis hel pless position on the stone
floor of the underground chanber. Queer things were happening.

A small cenent bl ock was renoved fromthe wall, |eaving a square hol e.



Into that hole was placed an object that | ooked |ike a bloworch. The nman
tested it. Flane gushed fromit with a I oud hissing noise.

Havi ng been tested, the torch was cenented into the wall. Quick-drying
cenent was used. Only the top of the torch projected fromthe wall. It was now
i mpossible to renove the inplement or to quench the ugly roar of its jetting
flane.

A medi um si zed box was now hauled froma corner. It was made of netal
When it was placed on end, close to the flame of the bloworch, but not too
cl ose, The Shadow saw a turretlike projection on top of it. The turret was
li ke
an enl arged version of the nipple on a baby's feeding bottle. It was covered
by
a silver screwcap.

The netal box was set firmly on a square spot in the floor. Before the
spot was covered by the box, The Shadow noticed that it was a square sheet of
net al

The masked | eader chuckl ed.

"Exactly! A netal plate in the floor. You will find it inpossible to nove
the box in the unlikely event that you escape in time fromyour bonds. The
floor plate is electrically magnetized. So is the metal box. A thousand
el ephants woul d butt their brains out trying to nmove it!"

The | eader continued.

"Under that silver screwcap on the box's turret is a nipple mde of wax.

It will take less than five mnutes for the heat fromthe bloworch to nelt
t he
wax. When that happens, you will have a preview of hell!"

WTH a careful gesture, the masked | eader unscrewed the silver cap. The
wax ni pple was disclosed. The roaring flame of the bloworch in the wall began
to send ripples of dissolving warnth toward the wax.

The | eader snarled an order. Four hands sal uted. Four eneny agents
mar ched
toward a different section of the wall that enclosed the death chanber. A
panel
swung open, disclosing the mouth of a black tunnel. The spies crawed swiftly
out of sight. They were followed by their traitorous |eader.

The Shadow began to struggle. It was inpossible to break his bonds. They
had been tied by experts.

Every muscle in his body felt paralyzed. His brain was dulled fromthe
ef fects of the poison gas he had so briefly inhaled. But he forced his
sl uggi sh
muscles to obey his will. He rolled over and over, toward the roaring jet of
flame fromthe wall. He managed by superhuman will power to totter to his
trussed feet.

It was inpossible to put out that tongue of flame. The bl owmorch from
which it gushed was inbedded i nmovably in the cenent. The steel box, too, was
i movabl e. And the nipple in the path of the flanme was beginning to change its
shape. It was nelting!

Hunched over like a cripple, The Shadow thrust the hands that were
trussed
behi nd his back into that searing jet of flame fromthe wall. It made him
cringe
wi th agony. But he held his corded hands there until the tightly-tw sted cords
part ed.

They fell apart, withing and snoking. The Shadow flung hinself to the
stone floor. He worked at his ankles |ike a nadnman.

Soon he was able to leap to his feet and race toward the hel pless figure
of Cyde Burke. He dared not | ook toward the wax nipple whose complete nelting
woul d detonate the contents of the inmmovable netal box.



A knife slashed so desperately at Cyde's bonds, that blood spurted from
the flesh of The Shadow s agent. Cyde raced for the mouth of the earth tunne
t hrough whi ch the spies had fled. The Shadow fol | owed.

The wal | panel closed behind them They crawl ed al ong the tunnel |ike
rats, squirmng, sliding, in their haste to put every possible foot of space
bet ween t hem and the deadly expl osive in the underground chamnber.

They were thirty feet along the tunnel when the blast erupted. The Shadow
heard no sound at first. Flame was the only thing of which he was conscious.
Searing heat blew open the door of the earth tunnel as if it had been nmade of
paper .

Then the concussion of the explosion blasted their eardruns.

It was like the end of the world. It deafened them flung them forward.
Clyde fell in a twisted heap. He lay as if his neck had been broken. But a
hard
slap of The Shadow s hand roused him

Feebly, he crawl ed onward. The Shadow fol | owed.

The tunnel floor began to slant upward. It ended at a point considerably
hi gher than the I evel at which they had entered it. The Shadow found hi nsel f
facing a barrier of hard-packed earth.

But there was a ladder in front of that barrier. It led upward to a
wooden
trapdoor. The Shadow ascended swiftly, followed by Cyde. The .45 in The
Shadow s cl enched hand showed that he was ready for battle with the guardi an
of
this secret exit fromthe bowels of the earth.

BUT there was no guardian waiting to stop either himor Cd yde.

The Shadow found hinmself in the enpty pay shack of the autonobile parking
ot at the corner of Indian Street. He shoved his gun out of sight as he and
Clyde energed into the open air.

Every human being in the nei ghborhood was out in the street, gazing with
terror down Indian Street. The vacant house in the niddl e of the block had
vani shed. Where it had stood was a flanm ng inferno of toppled walls and
tunbl ed
nasonry.

A gl ance over the fence of the parking |ot was all The Shadow needed. He
started to whisper a command to Cyde, then his voice ceased abruptly. He was
[ i stening.

Hi gh in the night sky, he had heard the hum of an airplane nmotor. As Kent
Al l ard, The Shadow was familiar with the characteristic echo noise of every
ai rpl ane engi ne made in Ameri ca.

This one was different. A foreign-built notor

It faded quickly. The Shadow realized the direction of its course. The
pl ane was headi ng across Caknmont toward the bomb-sight factory owned by Peter
Kirk and Ral ph Jackson

The Shadow darted back to the pay shack in the deserted parking |ot.
There
was a tel ephone on a battered desk. He picked it up, tried to raise the
operator. But the Iine was dead, probably put out of conm ssion by the nearby
expl osi on.

Wth a bound, The Shadow flung hinmself into the nearest car in the
par ki ng
lot. Its key was in the ignition |ock. That was the rule of all parking |ots.

The Shadow stepped fiercely on the starter

CHAPTER VI I'|

VWHI STLI NG DEATH



THE huge Kirk-Jackson factory was hunming with energy. Tonight there was
an air of jubilation on the crowded work floor. Quotas for the | ast nonth had
been exceeded. Bonus paynents had been made to patriotic workers. A nessage of
congratul ati on had been received fromthe President of the United States.

Jubil ation had spread to the private office of the factory owners on the
second floor. The hiring of Frederick Brownson had apparently produced this
happy change. Ever since Brownson had started work, with two assistants of his
own choi ce, factory production had zooned

Brownson was bei ng discussed in the private office. Kirk and Jackson were
there. So was Henry Norman, who had dropped in for a brief chat on his way
hone
fromhis own factory.

"You must admt, Kirk, you were wong about this fell ow Brownson," he
sai d
smlingly.

Ki rk nodded.

"I completely msjudged him" he said. "He's thoroughly loyal. So |oyal,
that he's working on the floor right now "

"I thought he was on the day shift,” Norman said.

"He insisted on staying, in order to help speed up the night shift."

"Isn't that a little too much? No man can work sixteen hours wi thout
rest."”

Kirk hesitated. Then he spoke quickly.

"It isn't continuous work. Brownson knocked off for two hours this
eveni ng. He just cane back to the plant a short tine ago, with his two
hel pers."

Jackson chuckl ed. "W've had a | ong day ourselves. Are you gentl enen
goi ng
home?"

Nor man nodded. But Peter Kirk shook his head. Again, that strange
hesitancy came into his speech

"You two go ahead. 1'Il be tied up here a little longer. |I've got a few
odds and ends to attend to here."

Jackson and Norman left. Alone, Kirk sat down in his sw vel chair and
cupped his hands behind his head. He | ooked like a tired man. But he didn't
cl ose his eyes, he kept staring at the wall.

Presently, the tel ephone bell rang. At the sound, Kirk nmoved swiftly.

"Hel | 0? Peter Kirk speaking."

Hs caller was Lee Morley, the fourth menber of the Aviation Defense
Conmittee. The voice of the oil magnate seened far away. But there was urgency
in his speech, a note of excitement that was instantly apparent.

"What's the matter, Lee?" Kirk asked. "You sound jittery."

"Are you alone in your office?"

"Yes."

"I've just had a tel ephone warni ng. About spies!”

"That's... ridiculous!" Kirk said slowy.

Lee Morley explained, in a swift race of words over the wire. He had
received a tel ephone call, a few mnutes earlier, froma man who called
hi nsel f
The Shadow. The man had hung up after whispering a harsh warning. It had been
i npossible to trace the call.

"The Shadow told me that Fifth Col umi sts have stolen the plans of the
ai rpl ane bonb sight,"” Mrley gasped. "The theft was acconplished during the
i nterval when the day shift quit work and the night shift took over. Kirk, for
God' s sake, exam ne your safe! Open it and make sure that -"

"This is idiotic!" Kirk snapped.

“I tell you, it's no joke! |I'mscared!"

Kirk spoke indul gently.

"Al'l right. I'lIl have a | ook at the plans, just to set your mind at rest.



Cone on over, Morley. We'll exam ne the safe together."
“I"ll be there in fifteen or twenty mnutes. WIIl you wait for ne?"
"Sure!l™

KI RK hung up, and relaxed in his chair. For a couple of mnutes he sat
there, watching the big safe in the corner. Then his gl ance noved upward
toward
the clock on the office wall. He uttered a grunt that m ght have been a sound
of
i mpati ence.

At any rate, he didn't wait for the arrival of the oil magnate. He
hurried
over to the safe, spinning its dials with hands that trenbl ed perceptibly.
Wien
t he safe door swung open, Peter Kirk took fromit a netal dispatch case

The netal box contained the blueprints that explained in technica
| anguage the secret of the new bonb sight whose invention had revol utionized
airplane attack. Kirk didn't close the safe.

Wal ki ng back to his desk, he laid the tin box down. He seermed in no hurry
to open it. Perhaps he had decided, after all, to wait for Mrley's arrival,
in
order to have a laugh at his worried associate's expense when the plans were
found to be O K

But there was no hunor in Peter Kirk's stony-cold eyes.

THERE was a big clock down on the busy floor of the factory. Frederick
Brownson wat ched it.

The new foreman and his two hel pers were busy at the delicate
sem aut omati ¢ machi nery they controlled. Under their hands was the very heart
of the assenbly line that produced the enornously val uabl e bonb sights.

Presently, Brownson wal ked cl oser to one of his assistants. He nade a
m nor adjustrment at an electrical switch panel. But he al so nmade certain that
he | eaned close to the ear of his assistant.

Into the man's ear Brownson whi spered a brief comand.

The workman left his machine, drifted across the plant floor toward one
of
the windows. Below its steel sill, on the floor, was a | arge metal chest. The
chest contained fire-fighting materials. In one conpartnent sand was kept, to
fight a blaze of chenical origin. In another conpartnent were patent
ext i ngui shers.

The chest was | ocked.

The workman | eaned closer, as if looking idly out the wi ndow Slyly, he
unl ocked the box, using a key he slipped fromhis pocket.

He didn't open the closed lid. He nerely wanted it ready. He continued to
stare out the wi ndow. He wasn't watching anything, however; he was |istening!

Suddenly, he heard it - a barely audible buzzing far up in the black sky.
The hum of an airplane at a high altitude!

Gradual ly, the hum faded. Then twice nore it was faintly audible. The
pl ane had circled over the factory three tinmes. Everything was ready!

The wor kman went back to his machine. As he passed Brownson, he whi spered
a nonosyl | abl e.

Brownson smiled. It was a taut grimce. Soon, he began to make a routine
i nspection of other machines on the factory floor. His tour around the plant
excited no comrent. As foreman, it was Brownson's task to nake periodic
check- ups.

He devoted nore attention to sonme machines than others. Each one of these
latter machines were |ocated near air vents, ventilation fans, open shafts
where draughts bl ew strongly.



The worst spots inmaginable for a bad fire to break out!

Br ownson managed to drop to his knees and get a casual | ook under those
machi nes. In each case, he saw the sane thing: a small metal cylinder, hidden
fromsight. The cylinders had a queer little turret atop them The Shadow
woul d
have recogni zed the shape of those turrets. They were |ike the silver cap on
t he
t herm t e-bonb box that had bl own the house at 16 Indian Street into flaning
chaos.

But the principle of these bonbs was entirely different. The ni pple was
not made of soft, easily nelted wax. They conceal ed an anazi ng sound-recei Vi ng
device, invented in the war | aboratories of a foreign nation

Brownson went back to his own machine. He continued to watch the cl ock
Suddenly, he stiffened. The nonment had come. His lunch pail was on the floor
close to his machine. He kicked it out of sight with a sly gesture.

Suddenly, there was a sharp, crackling noise. Dense, black snoke began to
pour fromthe machine. It was thick and greasy.

It spread with amazing rapidity into a dense cl oud.

"Fire!" Brownson screaned.

H s two assistants took up the cry.

Wor kmen began to mill around, coughing in the dense snoke. A few
nore-|l evel heads tried to stemthe panic. They began to shout reassuring
wor ds.

But they didn't do it very long. Fists smashed into their jaws, knocking them
unconsci ous. The thick pall of snoke hid this treacherous attack

O her worknmen were dropping to the floor, overcome by the greasy snoke
that swirled everywhere. It snmelled |ike a chemical m xture.

THROUGH t he snoke screen, the three foreign agents darted unseen to the
nmetal chest near the window. Fromit they snatched snoke hel mets, donned them
qui ckly.

The t hree honest workmen who had been knocked unconsci ous were dragged
t hrough the dense snoke toward the machi nes in charge of Brownson and his two
hel pers. They were dropped there in a crunpled huddl e.

If smoke didn't kill them flane would. Their charred bodies would
provi de
a false alibi for Fifth Columists. Firemen, poking in the ruins, wuld find
what they believed to be the bodies of Brownson and his two hel pers, burned to
a cinder at their posts of duty.

Protected by their snoke helmets, the three conspirators raced through
t he
choking bl ack fog and up the stairs to the office of Peter Kirk and Ral ph
Jackson.

Brownson darted into the office. Hs tw assistants waited outside, to
kill anyone who nmight interfere. But no one chall enged them

Presently, Brownson reappeared fromthe snoke-shrouded office. H s voice
was a thick, slobbering bellow fromunder his hel net.

"Di sm ssed! You know where to go."

Carrying the dispatch case which Peter Kirk had renoved fromthe office,
he jerked off his helnet, and so did the other two. They scattered to
di fferent
wi ndows. Swift | eaps brought them downward to the paved surface of the factory
yard outside. It wasn't a dangerous junp, barely twelve feet.

The factory yard was a scene of confusion. Men nmilled in a confused nass,
yelling with excitenent and terror. Their fear increased as an om nous sound
rose in the black heavens overhead. A noise like a descending hurricane. The
shrill plunge of an airplane in a power divel

The plane was a thousand feet above in the darkness. It had | evel ed off
and was clinbing aloft again. But fromits steel belly a black dot dropped



earthward - a dot that swiftly becanme an enornous bonb!

Workmen tried to run. Their yells were dwarfed by a nore hellish shriek
fromthe falling bonb. It was a siren bonb! It struck in the courtyard and | ay
where it had fallen, w thout exploding. Men stared over their shoulders at it
in paralyzed terror.

The siren in the fallen bonb continued to shriek. Its sound got higher
shriller. Gradually, it vanished into silence. The noise of that bonb siren
was
at too high a pitch for human ears to hear. It was approaching the pitch of
t he
sound nechanismin the netal cylinder concealed in the dooned factory.

Suddenly, there was a roar that seened |ike the end of the world. The
factory building quivered |like a wounded aninmal. Then it erupted. Bricks flew,
gl ass shattered. Flane spouted upward in enornous pillars topped with black
snoke.

The government bonb-sight plant was dooned. No human activity could now
save it.

Frederi ck Brownson watched it, flat on his belly in a dark corner of the
factory yard. Darkness protected him So did snoke. Through that darkness cane
a weird figure. It was a man dressed in bul ky ski pants tucked into hob-nailed
shoes. A cloth hel met masked his face except for the twin slits of eyehol es.

The netal dispatch case which Brownson had stolen fromthe office of
Pet er
Kirk passed swiftly into the grasp of Brownson's traitorous chief. The masked
| eader fled.

He headed toward a queer haven. Shielded by billow ng cl ouds of snoke, he
raced toward the private garage at the rear of the factory yard where the
aut onobil e of Peter Kirk was kept. He darted inside. The door slammed.

A MOMENT | ater, a car roared into the factory yard through the street
gate. It was driven by a wildly-excited menber of the Defense Committee. Lee
Morl ey | eaped out, shouting at the top of his |ungs.

"The Shadow! This fire was plotted by The Shadow He warned ne that the
factory woul d be destroyed tonight! He must be here sonewhere! Find him Kil
him"

H s words were repeated by the maddened nen in the yard. Fl anes nade

terrific heat. Faces were flushed, |ips cracked. Eyes turned toward the
wi ndows
of the dooned plant. Then a horrible yell arose.

"The Shadow "

He was visible at one of the factory wi ndows. They could see himclimnbing
out of Peter Kirk's office.

Men darted to the attack. But flane and snoke drove them back. It forced
The Shadow to flee, too. He had arrived too late. His wild autonobile dash
across town had brought himto the factory after the blast had occurred. He
had
fought his way inside the doomed plant and raced to Kirk's office. It was
enpty,
and the safe wi de open. There was no sign of Peter Kirk.

Poi sed at the open wi ndow, The Shadow s gri m eyes peered through
bi | | owi ng
cl ouds of snoke. He saw sonething that no one else in that nmaddened nob did.
He
saw a hooded figure vanish into the garage owned by Peter Kirk. Under the arm
of the hooded skul ker was a netal dispatch box.

It was a challenge to the courage and wits of The Shadow. He el uded the
nmob, which had fallen back fromthe terrific heat of the flamng factory. He
did this by deliberately attenpting something no human bei ng coul d be expected
to accomplish: he ducked back and raced through the heart of the flanes!



It was a short cut and a necessary one; but it nearly took the life of
The
Shadow. When he staggered to another w ndow above a dark extension roof, his
robe was ablaze. Gimy, he beat the fire fromhis cloak. A leap carried him
downward through the snmoke to the pavenent of the factory yard. He raced
unseen
toward Kirk's garage.

Anot her | eap took himinside. H's gloved hand sl anmed the door

There was a man in the garage, but he wasn't hooded or masked. Nor did he
hold the stolen dispatch box with the plans for the bonb sight.

The man was Peter Kirk! He lay in a huddle on the floor. There was bl ood
on his head. Near his linmp hand lay a chisel smeared with crinson.

As Kirk saw the bl ack-cl oaked intruder, he sprang to his feet, seized the
bl oody chisel and attacked The Shadow. Hi s voice rose in a frantic shout.

"Hel p! The Shadow! In the garage!"

Hi s shouts were heard. Men raced to Kirk's hel p. But when the door of the
garage was flung open, Kirk was al one.

He was lying on the floor. At the rear of the garage, a w ndow was
smashed. The Shadow had escaped just in the nick of time froma nmaddened nob
of
Ameri cans who woul d have torn himto pieces.

They found no trace of The Shadow. Fireman and police conbed the entire
nei ghbor hood of the flamng plant, wthout avail

In the garage, Peter Kirk continued to babble hysterically.

"The Shadow He rushed into the garage while | was trying to save ny car
fromthe flames. He struck me down with a chisel. He stole the bonb-sight
pl ans!"

The statement Kirk nade was not true - whether because of his confusion
or because he had deliberately lied.

But it was a statenment that no nman doubted. The Shadow was branded with
the guilt of treason!

CHAPTER | X
THE WH TE COLUWN

DESPAIR filled the big conference roomat Oaknont's police headquarters.

"I don't like the situation at all," the police chief declared. "The
whol e
town is aroused. Citizens have | ost confidence in the police. My detectives
report that there are ugly whispers all over town. A secret vigilante
organi zation is being forned. They call thenselves the Wiite Colum. They're
inviting loyal Americans of Cakmont to help themrid the town of Fifth
Col umists. I'mafraid there will be bloodshed, if we don't solve this
sabot age
nmystery swiftly and arrest The Shadow. "

The nmenbers of the Defense Conmittee were there, too. Peter Kirk and
Ral ph
Jackson sat side by side, their faces grim The financial |oss to them had
been
tremendous. Worse still, they had failed to safeguard a mlitary secret
entrusted to their care by the government. The sabotage raid had succeeded in
every vicious detail.

Henry Norman | ooked as unhappy as his two associates on the Committee. So
did Lee Morley, the oil refiner

"Is it certain that The Shadow was guilty?" Morley asked the police
chief.

"Absol utely! The Shadow was seen at a w ndow of the plant shortly after
t he expl osions occurred. He tried to hide in M. Kirk's garage, and attacked



himwi th a chisel when Kirk tried to capture him™"

A new voi ce spoke quietly in the conference room Kent Allard was there.
He had arrived late. He apol ogized for his delay. He asked the police chief to
sunmari ze the facts that had been di scovered.

Kent Allard' s position on the conmittee nmade such a request an order. As
a
personal representative of the President of the United States, he was charged
with the duty of reporting directly to Washington. The police chief nodded
respectfully.

"The factory was destroyed by thernite bonbs," he declared. "They were
detonated within the plant by a new nethod - a nethod set in action by a sound
device outside the factory walls."

"l don't understand," Kent Allard said.

"The thermite bonmbs were hidden all over the plant near ventilator fans,
air shafts and simlar places, where the flanes woul d spread quickly under
forced draft. Chenical experts have exanm ned one which failed to expl ode.
Gent |l eren, that bonb was equi pped with a sound-receiving device. A deadly
little thing like a tuning fork."

"But how was it set off?"

"The projectile that fell fromthe plane was a siren bonb. Its siren
continued to shriek after the projectile |anded. When the sound wave reached a
certain pitch, they affected the tuning forks in those thermte bonbs pl anted
i nside the factory!"

The police chief drew a deep breath.

"No comercial or private ship was in the air last night within mles of
the factory. It's proof that the plane was a foreign one. Either it cane from
a
secret field, or it flewfroma foreign warship somewhere of f the east coast
of
the United States.”

"Coul d there have been a treacherous collusion inside the factory?" Kent
Al'l ard asked.

"The only man who night be suspected was the new forenman, Frederick
Brownson. It was from beneath his machine that the snoke first appeared. But
neither he nor his two assistants could be traitors. They were the only nen
who
died in the disaster. Everyone else fled. W found the charred bodi es of
Brownson and his two helpers in the ruins. They remained loyally at their
posts."

"Were you able to identify them positively?"

"Yes. Each of themwore a netal tag with his nane and payroll numnber."

Kent Allard' s eyes gleamed at this, but he changed the subject. He
referred to the strangely easy theft of the bomb-sight plans.

"That's nmore treacherous work on the part of The Shadow,

the police
chi ef
growmed. "M. Kirk, will you explain?"

Kirk licked his Iips. He described the phone call he had received from

Lee
Mor | ey.

"Morley said he had gotten a warning from The Shadow. The Shadow boast ed
that an attenpt was under way to steal the plans. | opened ny safe to make
sure. It was a lie! The plans were in their netal case. | was about to return
themto the safe, when the explosions occurred. | barely escaped with ny life.

| was forced to | eave the plans lying on nmy office desk - where they were
stol en by The Shadow "

"The whole thing was a fake!" Lee Morley cut in. "I never nade any phone
call to Kirk. \Whoever phoned Kirk with that rignmarol e about the plans,
i mper sonated ny voice!"

Kent Allard' s keen gaze studied the oil nagnate, and he queri ed:

"In that case, why did you race at top speed to the factory to join M.



Kirk?"

"Kirk asked ne to," Mrley said. "He phoned ne up at ny hone and told ne
all hell was about to break |oose at the factory."

Kirk's face was pal e.

"I never asked Morley to conme to the factory! The Shadow nmust have made
both calls! First, he inpersonated Morley and told nme the plans were m ssing
fromthe safe. Then he inpersonated ne and warned Morley to hurry to the
pl ant .

It looks to me as if he hoped to destroy both Mdirley and nyself in the
expl osi on. "

"Funny, The Shadow didn't try to lure your partner M. Jackson," Allard
mused. "And why didn't he trick M. Norman, too, | wonder?"

"He probably didn't have time," Henry Norman nurnured.

Norman didn't seemto be as excited as the rest. He kept watching Kent
Allard with a steady gaze. There was a faint frown on his forehead.

The police chief shrugged. He returned to the subject of the new
vigilante
organi zation that called itself the Wiite Col um.

"There have been threats of |ynching and worse. The rumor is all over

t own
that the police have failed and it's time for loyal citizens to take the | aw
into their own hands. I'mafraid trouble is brew ng."

"Probably just talk,” Henry Norman said smoothly. "The question is, where
is the Defense Cormittee to nmeet hereafter? The Kirk-Jackson factory where we

used to neet is now gone. | suggest that we make our new headquarters at ny
machi ne-gun plant across town. It's well guarded. |'ve doubled ny private
police."

It was so agreed. Kent Allard ratified the choice. But there was grim
uneasi ness in his mnd.

Soneone on this Defense Conmittee was a traitor to the United States.
Whi ch one of these trusted | eaders of Anerican industry was the masked
crimnal
who had wel coned five foreign parachute invaders to the soil of Anerica?

The Shadow had al ready | earned nmuch. He wasn't fooled by the
identification of the three men who had perished in the flames of the
Ki rk-Jackson plant. ldentity tags had been sw tched. Frederick Brownson and
hi s
two treacherous hel pers had escaped.

And what of this so-called patriotic White Colum? Was it an honest
expression of Anerican anger against foreign agents - or was it another
cunni ng
nmove on the part of clever foes from overseas?

The Shadow suspected that hidden forces of murder were gathering in
dar kness for another blow at Anmerica's defense!

THE sal oon which C yde Burke entered that evening was in a shabby
district
of Cakmont. Its patrons were chiefly worknmen. The place was crowded, but there
was little talking going on. What talk there was concerned wi nter sports and
simlar innocent topics. But the faces of the nen along the bar were grim

Clyde attracted no particular attention. He wore cheap khaki trousers, a
flannel shirt, and a well-worn overcoat. Hi s hands were bruised and cal | oused
the hands of a man accustonmed to manual [ abor.

It had taken an hour to transform Cyde's hands to this toil-worn
appear ance. The Shadow had attended to that. It was by the orders of The
Shadow
that Cyde Burke had entered this particular bar and grill.

Peopl e kept drifting in and out, Cyde observed; no wonen. Mst of them



had a beer or two, then drifted into the street. A few nmen left by a rear door
that apparently led to a back room

Clyde noticed that no one who went into that back room canme out again
And
no wor kman went in who first didn't exchange a few words with a chunky,
gray-haired man who seened to have a lot of friends in the sal oon

Shortly, dyde discovered that the gray-haired nan was an ex-cop

He waited until the talk got around to the subject of Fifth Columists,
then O yde sounded off. He put on a good act. H's face flushed. He pounded the
bar with his fist. People in the saloon turned to |l ook at him

Cl yde denounced spies and sabotage. He spoke angrily about the vain
efforts of the police to round up the enem es of Anerica.

"It's about time decent citizens took matters into their own hands,"

d yde

growm ed. "That's the only way to put the fear of God into traitors! W ought
to

do as they did in the Wst years ago. Flog 'em Make 'emtal k! By heaven, 1'd
like to swing a whip against some of those dammed spies nyself!"

Sone of the nen in the bar murrured approvingly. But the chunky,
gray-haired man frowned. He spoke quietly to C yde.

"That's silly talk, mster. The police are doing the best they can. |
know, because |I'm an ex-cop nyself. That nmob stuff doesn't help."

"I can't help it! It makes my blood boil! There's only one way to handl e
rats who sneak into Anerica to cripple our war defenses. That's to give thema
dose of their own nedicine!"

Clyde had struck a popular note. He could tell that as he watched the
faces. But he dropped the subject quickly, and ordered another beer. He kept
his eye on the chunky, gray-haired man. The man went over to an enpty table in
the corner and sat down. He sat there until a new batch of custoners filled
t he
sal oon. Then he notioned to d yde.

G yde went over.

"Go in the back room" the man whi spered. "VWit there."

Gl yde obeyed.

The rear roomwas enpty. There was no furniture, not even a chair. After
a
while, the gray-haired man drifted in. He didn't waste a nmnute conming to the
poi nt .

"I liked your patriotic talk. Did you nmean it?"

"I sure did."

"What's your nane? Where do you live?"

Clyde answered glibly. He gave the boardi ng- house address where he had
regi stered under a fake nane. He answered a | ot of other questions. Evidently,
his answers pl eased the gray-haired nan.

"O K. W need guys like you. Go downstairs. You'll be told what to do and
where to go."

There didn't seemto be any way to get downstairs. But the gray-haired
man
smled grimy as he pulled aside an end of the ragged carpet on the floor. A
trapdoor was di scl osed.

Cl yde descended. The man above cl osed the trapdoor. dyde found hinself
in
a small basenent room staring at a young man. The young man | ooked as hard as
nails. Behind himwere sonme shelves on the wall. There were dozens of paper
packages on the shelves. They | ooked |ike |aundry packages.

The young man handed hi m one of them

"Don't open this until you get home. Got a car?"

"Yes."

"We're taking care of a rat tonight. Everything is arranged to show this
conmunity that we nean business. Can you join us tonight?"



"l sure can! Were do | go?"

The hard-faced young man | eaned cl oser. He whispered briefly in dyde's
ear, ended with:

"Remenber! Do it exactly that way, or you won't get to first base. W' ve
got to be careful ."

The young man pressed a button in the wall. A rear door slid open. dyde
found hinmself in a dark rear court behind the saloon. He went back out where
he
had parked his car, and got in. He tore open a corner of the paper parcel

Its contents made his eyes gl eam The hard-faced young man had gi ven
d yde
a white robe, white gloves, and a white cloth helmet with slitted eyehol es.

Cl yde Burke had successfully carried out The Shadow s orders. He was a
menber of the Wite Col um!

CHAPTER X
MOB RULE

THE gasoline filling station was at the north end of Qaknont.

It was not a very big place. The road on which it was |ocated was not a
mai n-travel ed hi ghway. But C yde Burke identified it instantly in the
dar kness.

Hi s headlights picked out an American flag flying fromthe top of a snall
pole planted in a grass plot outside. The pole was painted white. The flag was
br and- new.

There were three punps at the curb. An overalled worker gave O yde quick
servi ce.

"How many gal | ons?"

"I don't think you' ve got the brand | want. | want sone good United
States
gas."

"O K, pal. I think I can fix you up. Drive over to that |ast punp.”

Cl yde obeyed his instructions.

The last punp |l ooked as if it were seldomused. Clyde's car had to bunp
over the curb of the driveway to reach it. It was a punp that ordinary
custonmers woul d never bother with.

The grease-nmonkey shouted over his shoulder toward the filling-station
of fice.

"Hey, Mack! Here's a guy wants some good United States gas. Can you fix
himup in a hurry?"

"Yeah. "

Mack came out of the office. He was a broad-shoul dered powerful -1 ooki ng
man, of a decent, solid American type. But there was a fanatical gleamin his
eyes as he | ooked O yde over carefully.

That was the trouble with this secret White Colum. It was designed to
attract honest nen who sincerely wanted to rid the country of Fifth
Col umi st s.

The Shadow suspected that patriotic citizens were being exploited by the very
foes they were trying to punish

After Clyde's tank was filled, the nan | eaned cl oser and passed him a
fol ded pi ece of paper.

"dad to nmeet guys like you. Here's your receipt. So | ong, and good
[ uck!"

Cl yde opened the paper after he had driven out of sight. It contained
conplete directions for reaching a spot on a srmall map marked with a cross.
The
spot, Cyde recogni zed at once, was a desolate one. It was in nmountainous
country that would require an unpl easant drive over bad roads.



Bef ore he got too far out of town, Clyde stopped at a phone booth, went
in
and nade a | owvoiced call. Wen he hung up there was satisfaction in his
eyes.

The Shadow was now i n possessi on of the facts.

Ten nmiles of jerky driving brought Cyde Burke to the spot on his map
where he left the public road. A man dressed in overalls stood | eaning on a
gate. When Cyde halted his car, the man flashed an electric torch in his
face.

"You can't drive in here. Private property."

"I've got the owner's perm ssion."

"That's different. Let's see it."

Cl yde handed over the paper he had received at the filling station. There
was a quick grunt, and the gate-tender swung the barrier aside.

"O K Hurry it up! Mst of the boys are already here. Put out your
par ki ng
lights after you change cl othes."

The | ane was narrow and rutted.

It clinbed steadily. Presently, Cyde found a spot along the | ane where a
| ot of cars were parked. He swung his own machine into |line and doused the
lights. Quickly, he donned his white robe and pulled the slitted mask over his
head.

He hurried toward a bright glow he could see through the black mass of
interlaced trees.

WHEN he emerged into the open, Cyde saw a terrifying scene. The gl ade at
the top of the hill was encl osed by shaggy trees. It was visible fromthe sky,
but fromno other direction. There was roomin the clearing for a nunber of
cars arranged in a semcircle. Their bright lights were all turned on. The
dazzling beans pointed toward the center of the gl ade.

A white post had been erected there. At the top of this "white colum"
fluttered a small Anerican flag. A man was manacled to the post. H s bared
back
was toward the crowd. He had been stripped to the waist. A gag in his jaws
kept
himfromscreaning with terror.

Hi s captors were robed and masked |i ke O yde Burke. They waited for a
signal fromthe nobl eader. The | eader stood in front of the whipping post,
with
four henchmen at his side. Their identity was as secret as that of any nman in
the nob. But Cyde's throat felt suddenly dry. It was queer that the |eader
shoul d have four assistants. Cyde suspected the ugly answer. The | eader of
this msgui ded nmob was the ace enemy of Anerica! He had only four henchnen,
because one of his five parachute spies had been killed in the subcellar of 16
Indian Street during the vain attenpt to bl ow The Shadow to fl am ng shreds.

A horrible perversion of justice was taking place!

A hush settled on the robed mob. The | eader began to address them began
with a patriotic talKk.

It was a skillful job. He appealed to every decent enotion. Cyde could
feel the tenper of the mob rising. Men began shouting inpatiently for the
puni shment of the captive.

"Vait!"

The | eader's hand quelled the tumult he had hinmself skillfully built up

"W're here to exani ne evidence and to pronounce a just verdict. W've
taken the law into our own hands only because the police have failed!"

Hi s voice rose trumpetlike.

"The prisoner is a man who clains to be an Arerican. He has an inportant
production job in the machi ne-gun factory owned by Henry Norman. |If this man
is



what he clainms to be, we have no quarrel with him But if he is a soldier in
t he
pay of a foreign nation - what does he deserve?"

"Deat h!"

It was a horrible cry. It burst fromhooded throats in a nounting |ike
that of wild beasts. The | eader of the Wiite Columm quelled it with a gesture.

"The prisoner's nane is Al bert Kunner. He says he was born of an Anerican
father and nother. He says he has never been outside Anerica in his life.
say
he lies!"

The masked | eader whirled. He snarled an order to his four subordinates.

"Take fingerprint sanples of this Al bert Kunner!"

The captive struggled at the white pole to which he was fettered, but it
was a vain effort. His fingers were pressed on an ink pad. Their pattern was
transferred to a | arge sheet of white paper. The paper was handed to the
| eader.

There was anot her docunent in the | eader's hand. He held up both to the
nob.

"Here is ny evidence! Before we pass judgrment, | want every nmenber of the
White Colum to file past me and exani ne these two papers. After that, | shal
call for your verdict."

Clyde Burke joined the |ine of advancing men. Wen his time canme to | ook
at the evidence, his heart quailed at the thoroughness of the case.

Kunner's fingerprints matched those on the document produced from under
the robe of the masked | eader. Kunner's name was on it, too. Hs age, his
physi cal appearance, the foreign city where he had been born - they were al
recor ded.

The docunment was an arny commission. It showed that Al bert Kunner was a
captain in the arnmy of an aggressor nation overseas.

"Centl enen, you have seen the evidence. Wat is your verdict?"

"Deat h!"

I T was shouted froma hundred throats. Cyde didn't join in that cry. He
was nmoving quietly toward the white pole where the victimwithed hel pl essly.

Two of the nobl eader's hooded henchmen had picked up whips. They stood on
either side of the prisoner. There was a whistling sound as a whip struck. A
pi nk streak appeared across the captive's bared back

H s shriek was nmuffled by the gag.

Agai n and again, the whips |ashed. Blood trickled down the man's fl esh.
He
sagged in his bonds. He was being slowy beaten to death.

VWi te-1ipped behind the mask, C yde sprang forward. From beneath his robe
he jerked a pistol, swng its nmuzzle toward the nmasked | eader

"Stop it - or I'll shoot!"

The | eader recoiled. He uttered a strangled yell of rage and terror. The
men with the whips fell back too. dyde's gun nmenaced everyone within range of
its swiftly circling rmuzzle.

He had halted the torture of the victim but it was a respite that |asted
only an instant. There were too many hooded enem es for Clyde to hold the
advant age.

These nobsmen were fanatics. They had been stirred to madness by a
skillful crimnal who had played on their enotions as Anericans. They ignored
t he nmenace of the gun and flung thenselves forward in wild attack. Cyde
brought one down with a bullet through the leg, but it didn't stop the others.

Hands clutched at dyde's robe, fists swung toward his hooded face. He
went down like a chip under a wave, but he was up in an instant. He backed
away
before vicious feet could kick himto death.

Hi s gun butt dropped a nmobsman headl ong. Anot her bl ow cl eared a way for



him C yde began to race down the rutted | ane toward where he had left his
car.
The entire nob chased hi m

Suddenly, they found thenselves facing two figures. A man in cloak of
bl ack energed fromthe darkness with uncanny speed. In his hand was a gun with
a queerly bulky barrel. He swept Cyde behind himw th a quick gesture.

The Shadow

Hi s bl ack cl oak nade hi mseem part of the darkness under the branching
trees of that nountain lane. H s face was not masked, but even without a mask
there was little to see. The brimof his hat was pulled | ow over his flam ng
eyes. The collar of his robe shielded the |ower part of his face.

He ordered the snarling nmob back

It was a futile order. Men had been stirred to the point of madness. They
| eaped forward to tear The Shadow to pieces.

There was a boom ng expl osi on that made the dark | eaves of the trees
quiver. The air was suddenly filled with streanmers of white vapor. The vapor
spread everywhere. Wherever it touched nen's eyes, they clawed t hem
frantically.

Tear gas!

The nobsmen nilled together in a stunbling mass. Tears streaned from
i nfl aned eyes. Voices shrieked curses. In their frenzied efforts to escape
from
t he vapor that was blinding them menbers of the nob fought with one another
in
a crazy tangle.

The Shadow saw not hing of this. Protected by the gas barrage, he dragged
G yde out of sight anong the trees.

The Shadow had not forgotten the bl eeding captive at the white pole. The
man had already suffered a cruel |ashing. The Shadow s first task was to
rescue
him give himan honest chance to explain his innocence or guilt.

But The Shadow s nercy task was a vain one. Kunner was forever beyond
rescue.

He was dead.

A quick test of the prisoner's heart and pul se proved it. The | ashes had
cut Kunner's naked back to ribbons, but they had not caused his death. Terror
had done that. A heart organically unsound had gi ven way under the strain.

A roar fromthe lane testified that the nmob was racing back to cut off
t he
escape of The Shadow and O yde Burke. They sensed that The Shadow had darted
to
the hilltop to rescue the prisoner

@uns crashed as they saw the bl ack-robed figure retreat through the
under brush with C yde. The Shadow didn't return that fire. The odds were too
uneven. At least fifty maddened nobsmen were pressing on in attack. The | eader
and his four henchmen were cunningly protected by the flesh and bl ood of the
| eader's own followers, who headed the pursuit.

The Shadow knew exactly where he was retreating. He had thoroughly
scout ed
the hill while Cyde was listening to the patriotic harangue of the nobl eader
As The Shadow fled, his gloved hand unwound a pliable rope frombeneath his
r obe.

He tied one end of the rope to a chunk of rock inbedded in the earth at
the edge of a steep chasm and dropped the |oose rope into the gorge. Cyde
snel l ed a queer odor fromthe rope. It seenmed to be wet. But he had no tine to
hesitate. A stern order from The Shadow sent hi mover the edge of the black
precipice. He slid swiftly down the rope to the bottom H's palnms were raw
from
friction when his feet touched the earth bel ow. Watever the rope was soaked
wi th, made his scorched pal ms sting.



Bul | ets spat at The Shadow as he followed Cyde. A slug drilled through
his hat. Another lifted the sleeve fromhis armas he slid through darkness to
safety.

Above hi m nenbers of the hooded nob were crowding at the cliff edge to
slide down the rope. It was their only way to reach The Shadow. The snooth
cliff offered no footholds.

But the rope gave no chance for pursuit, either

Wth a quick gesture, The Shadow s hand swerved to the bottom of the
dangling line. Flanme made a quick crinmson flare in the darkness. The flane
grew
instantly to a mounting line of fire.

The rope had been soaked with kerosene!

In an instant, it was ablaze frombottomto top. The nobsnen | eaning over
the cliff edge flung thensel ves hastily backward.

The rope parted in the mddle. Aflanming end fell into the darkness of
t he
deep ravine. The rest of it curled to a charred thread.

@unfire streaked downward into the darkness where The Shadow and C yde
had
flung thenselves. Bullets cut the ravine with spiteful thwacks.

The fugitives, however, were not hit. Neither The Shadow nor C yde had
remai ned under those tangled bushes on the floor of the ravine. A quick jerk
yanked Cyde's crawl i ng body al ong a crooked depression that was evidently the
dried-up bed of a small stream

This led to the lip of a dry waterfall covered by a bl ack mass of
fol i age.

Scranbl i ng down conceal ed rocks, The Shadow | ed O yde through a | abyrinth of
trees toward a swanp. A path around the swanp brought the two fugitives to a
clunmp of bushes at the edge of a rocky |ane.

A car was parked there, without |ights.

It raced down a hill in total darkness. The Shadow allowed it to coast.
It
was a terrible risk in that blackness. Curves dropped away in sheer descents
unprotected by fence or guardrail. But The Shadow trusted to luck - and his
superb nerve.

At the bottom he swung into a |l evel road, snapped on parking lights and
started his engine. The car raced away.

The Shadow had saved Clyde's life and his own fromthe blind fury of the
mob. But he had failed in one grimparticular. Through no fault of his, a man
was dead on the top of that |lonely nountain - a nan who had been given no
chance to defend hinself against a charge of treason

Was Al bert Kunner innocent? Had spies changed their attack fromfactories
to wor knen?

To The Shadow, the answer seemed viciously clear. A reign of terror was
bei ng established in GCaknont by a hooded order. Wbrkmen at the Norman pl ant
woul d be afraid to go near their jobs, for fear of new attack

The nobl eader was a crimnal

He was one of the nmenbers of the Aviation Defense Cormittee: Peter Kirk -
Ral ph Jackson - Henry Nornman - Lee Norley.

But whi ch?

CHAPTER XI

HOODED MENACE

HENRY NORMAN was in an angry nood. He struck his fist against the desk
bel ongi ng to the Caknmont chief of police. His voice carried a note of accusing

chal | enge.
"It's a dammed outrage! That man's death was nurder! The police should



have prevented it. |1've a good mind to conplain to the governor and have
troops
sent into this area to preserve order!"

It was the day follow ng the "execution" of Al bert Kunner by a hooded nob
which called itself the "Wiite Columm." Sunlight streaned through the w ndows
of the conference roomat police headquarters. It was a peaceful room but
there was no peace in the mnd of the worried police chief.

"I"'msorry," he muttered. "The outrage was planned and carried out with

conpl ete secrecy. | haven't found any clues, as yet, concerning the identity
of

t he nobl eader or any of his hooded henchnmen. But |'ve got my best detectives
working on the case. If you'll only be patient, |I can prom se you action."

"Prom ses are no good," Norman fumed. "The Wite Colum has got to be
broken up before it ruins the nmorale of ny worknmen! Some of them have al ready
quit. They're afraid they may be accused of being spies.”

"The chief is doing all he can," a quiet voice said.

"I"'msure it won't
be
necessary to bring in mlitia to preserve order."

The speaker was Kent Allard. H's sobering words carried weight. The
police
chi ef | ooked grat eful

"It's a difficult problem" he said. "The town is full of runmors this
norni ng. Everyone is whispering that the nob | ast ni ght was headed by - The
Shadow! "

Kent Allard had heard the whispered tal k. That was why he had cone with
Henry Norman to police headquarters. He had another reason, too. He intended
to
conmit an act of theft. But he wasn't ready for that yet.

"Are you sure that The Shadow is guilty?" Allard rurmured.

"Positive!" the police head said. "He was seen | eaving the Kirk-Jackson
plant after the thermte bonmbs went off. Kirk tried to stop him and was
sl ugged
with a chisel. Now the attack has been transferred to Nornman's factory."

The chief drew a deep breath.

"There's only one answer. The Shadow is the | eader of the Fifth Colum!"

"But why?" Allard asked quietly. "You told me a little while ago that
you' re convinced Al bert Kunner was a spy. |If The Shadow is serving a foreign
nati on, why should he have one of his own spies whi pped to deat h?"

"That's the part | don't understand,"” the police chief admtted dazedly.
"Kunner shoul d be innocent. But the evidence we found tied around Kunner's
neck
is damming. It proves that he was a reserve officer in the arny of an overseas
nati on. The docunent contains the description of his physical appearance, his
fingerprints, age, and foreign birthplace. Perhaps he tried to doubl e-cross
The
Shadow and was killed for that reason."”

"Rot!" Norman sai d.

He spoke vehenently. Al nost too vehenently, The Shadow t hought.

"Al bert Kunner had al ways been a | oyal workman," Norman went on. "Wen
built this machi ne-gun plant out here, | transferred himfrommny Eastern arns
factory, where he had worked for years. He's no nore guilty of treason than
am The whole thing is a put-up job to terrify other workers and throw ny
production schedul e into disorder."

"May | see that docunent the mob left with Kunner's body?" Kent Allard
asked the chief.

"Yes. It's here in nmy desk. I"'mholding it until F.B.l. operatives arrive
from Washi ngton. "

He opened a | ocked drawer. Allard studied the arny conm ssion closely. It
certainly | ooked genuine. Signature, description, fingerprints - all testified
to the treason of the man who was now dead.



Kent Allard didn't ask if he m ght keep the docunent in order to check on
the truth of it. The police chief had already nade it clear that he would not
al l ow the paper to pass fromhis possession

Al l ard changed the subject abruptly, as he laid the paper on the desk.

"How are you going to protect other workers at the Norman plant?" he
asked.

"I'"ve already taken neasures. The plant itself is being guarded night and
day."

"Not worth a damm!" Nornman rasped. "Kunner wasn't at the factory when he
was ki dnapped by the White Col utmm. He was taken from his hone. That's where
t he
danger lies at the hones of mnmy worknen!"
"I can't place a cop at every worknman's hone,

the police chief

pr ot est ed.
"There aren't men enough on the force. Wat you ask is inpossible.”
"You don't understand what | mean,” Norman said. "All | want is

protection
for the forenmen who are nost essential to the running of ny production. There

are only five of them They're all |oyal Americans, but they' re badly scared
as

a result of what happened to Kunner. If you'll post a cop outside their hones
every night, 1'll be satisfied."

The police chief smled. He had expected a rmuch nore unreasonabl e request
fromthe influential M. Norman. He wote down the names and addresses of the
five forenen, and promised to post a guard every night, until the Wite Columm
was broken up.

Kent Allard copied the names and addresses, too. There was no reason why
he shoul dn't.

A few minutes later, he excused hinself fromthe conference. He left the
room bef ore Norman did, stepping out into the broad corridor on the second
floor of police headquarters.

A swift glance showed hi mthat none of the doors that |ined the marble
hal | were open. It was exactly what Kent Allard had been hoping for. He
hurried
silently along the hall and vanished into a small closet near a rear-corridor
wi ndow.

Three mnutes later, the door of the police chief's conference roomwas
flung suddenly open. A bl ack-robed figure |eaped inside and cl osed the door
softly behind him Twin .45 s pointed at the startled police chief and Henry
Nor man.

"Silence - or death!" The Shadow rasped.

H s appearance was frightening. Eyes gleaned like flame beneath the
tilted
brimof his slouch hat. The bl ack cloak that covered his tall figure conceal ed
The Shadow fromthroat to knee. Only his strongly-beaked nose, his taut lips
were visible.

Nei t her of his dazed victins dared to shout an alarmor reach for a

weapon.
The Shadow s left gun hand jerked swiftly toward the surface of the
police

chief's desk. He snatched the docunent which had been recovered by the police
fromthe dead body of Al bert Kunner. The paper vani shed under The Shadow s
cl oak.

The police chief was a brave man. He tried to leap to his feet and
grappl e
with the intruder. H's nouth opened for a warning shout to other bluecoats in
of fices along the hallway outside.

But the yell was never uttered. The Shadow halted the al arm by doing
somet hing he hated to do. He struck the police chief a blowwith his gun butt.
The bl ow was delivered nmercifully. No bone was fractured. Al The Shadow



want ed, was to render his man unconscious for a few precious mnutes.

He acconplished his purpose. The police chief toppled to the floor

Nor man had cowered back in his chair. But it was a tricky maneuver by a
tricky man. As The Shadow whirled, the factory owner straightened. H s hand
| eaped fromhis hip pocket, a small automatic grasped in his fist. He tried to
fire fromthe hip.

The Shadow s qui ck bl ow dropped him It was not a knockout bl ow. Nornan
groaned. Hi s groan becane a wild shout.

"Hel p! Murder! The Shadow "

The Shadow was no | onger in the conference room He had taken advant age
of
Norman's brief paralysis, to slamthe door and leap to the corridor outside.

BY the time startled bluecoats had energed fromtheir closed roons al ong
the marble hall, it was enpty. The cops who raced to the aid of the chief were
not used to a situation like this. Al of themhad clerical jobs, and were
sof t
frommany years at an easy desk assi gnment.

It was the chief who assuned charge of a quick pursuit of The Shadow. He
had revived quickly. He staggered out the office doorway and raced toward the
rear of the corridor. He had noticed that the window at the end of the hal
was
wi de open. He peered into the dark courtyard below. It was an easy junp.

At the rear of that courtyard, close to a wooden fence, lay the slouch
hat
of The Shadow. He had apparently lost the hat as he scal ed the fence. That was
what the police chief deduced. That was what The Shadow i ntended himto do.

But before anyone could | eap downward to the courtyard to take up the
chase of the bl ack-robed fugitive who had vani shed so magically, there was a
sudden interruption. A nman began to groan

The groan cane from behind the cl osed door of a hallway closet. Cops
raced
to the door. @uns gleaned in police hands, as the door was flung wi de.

A man crawl ed out on his hands and knees, a man whose head was trickling
bl ood froma slight scalp cut. It was Kent Allard!

The police chief cursed with di sappointnent. Kent Allard was hel ped to
hi s
feet. Hs story was not very hel pful, but it afforded added proof of The
Shadow s vil |l ai ny.

All ard decl ared weakly that he had been struck down al nost the nmonent he
had [ eft the conference room He had started toward the staircase that led to
the rotunda on the ground floor. The Shadow had been hiding in a dark corner
near the staircase. Robed in black, he had | eaped without a sound. The butt of
a .45 had toppled Allard. He had been dragged through the deserted corridor
and
thrust into the closet. That was all Allard renmenbered, until the shouts in
t he
hal | way had roused himfrom his stupor

No one doubted his story.

Kent Allard went back to the conference roomwi th the others. He was
there
when detectives returned to report that no trace of The Shadow had been found.
A
citywi de al arm had been broadcast. Every autonpbile within a five-mle radius
of
pol i ce headquarters was being halted and searched. But that, too, proved a
wast e
of time.

Al that renmained in the hands of the police was the slouch hat that



"proved" The Shadow had escaped fromthe buil di ng.

Kent Allard watched the tests that were nade on the hat in the police
| aboratory. The tests were negative. No fingerprints, no manufacturer's | abel
no possible way to trace the ownership of that black piece of felt abandoned
by
The Shadow. Kent Allard veiled the gleamin his quiet eyes.

His head injury was a trifling one. The cut on his scalp was easily
patched with a bit of adhesive tape. Norman and the police chief didn't need
nmedi cal care. They had scarcely a bump to show.

"It proves what | suspected,” the chief growl ed. "The Shadow is the
| eader
of the Fifth Colum! Now he's stolen the evidence taken fromthe body of
Al bert
Kunner. There's no way to prove whether Kunner was innocent or guilty.”

"He's guilty!™ Norman snarled. "I take back what | said about hi m before.
He was a reserve officer in a foreign arny. The Shadow is his boss. That's why
The Shadow took that desperate risk to steal the proof in the heart of police
headquarters. "

"Events certainly seemto support your belief, M. Norman," Allard said.

He said other things, but his talk was trite. After a while, he left for
his hotel. He was conscious of a strong scrutiny on the part of Norman when
t hey shook hands and parted. But the millionaire arms manufacturer made no
nor e
allusions to The Shadow -

HENRY NORMAN mi ght have been amazed, however, had he been able to peer
into the private suite of Kent Allard, two hours later. Doors and w ndows were
| ocked. Shades were drawn. The suite was in absol ute darkness except for a
single bright light over the desk, where The Shadow was staring at a sheet of
paper .

The paper was the docunent stolen fromthe chief of police. It had
under gone pai nstaki ng and chem cal tests. The Shadow had verified what
hitherto
he had only suspected. Kunner's conmission in the arnmy of a foreign nation was
a
forgery! The physical description was authentic. So were the fingerprints. But
t he signature was bogus.

It was an anmazingly clever forgery. Only the fact that The Shadow had
secured a half dozen real signatures of the dead nan enabled himto spot the
fraud. There was no | onger any doubt of the truth. Al bert Kunner had been a
| oyal Anerican workman. His death had effectively sown the seeds of suspicion
in the arnms plant owned by Henry Norman. Other nmen faced a similar fate.

Particularly the five key foremen whose honmes Norman had insisted shoul d
be guarded by police.

Was this sudden crimnal switch fromproperty to workmen due to the fact
that Fifth Colummists wanted to spare the huge industrial plant in which Henry
Nor man had so big an investnent?

The Shadow picked up a private tel ephone his contact man, Burbank, had
had
installed. To Burbank, he gave crisp orders that concerned five of his agents
now i n Caknont.

Orders were sinple. Each of The Shadow s agents was detailed to watch one
of the hones of the five workmen al ready under the protection of the police.
The Shadow was not depending on police. He waited alone in his roomfor the
first report of trouble.

First news cane, however, not to The Shadow but to police headquarters.
Shortly before midnight, an excited farner phoned in sinister news. The Wite
Col um had struck again. The farmer had found a dead man on a |l onely pasture.
He had been beaten to death with whips. H s body sagged at a post from which a



smal |l American flag flew. The post was painted white.

The dead nan was not a workman at the Norman plant, but at a nei ghboring
plant. For the last few days there had been nasty runors about his integrity
as
an American. His death verified these runors.

Around his neck hung a damming letter, left there by the Wite Colum
before it had di shanded and vani shed. The letter was signed by the party
| eader
of a foreign governnment. It showed that the dead man in Gaknmont had been in
secret conmunication with foreign enemes of Amrerica. The letter thanked him
for turning over funds he had secretly collected as a gift to the propaganda
bureau of this eneny nation. Wth the letter was a foreign decoration, as
reward for treason.

The police didn't discover all this until they had driven mles through
t he darkness to the lonely pasture where the body had been left by the hooded
nmob. Every policeman in GCaknont raced to the scene, under a general alarm
Wth
them went the five cops who had been detailed to guard the honmes of key
wor ker s
in the Norman pl ant.

It was a contingency The Shadow had prepared for

Cl yde Burke was one of The Shadow s agents on secret guard. He saw the
pol i ceman depart on the run from an assignnent that no | onger seened
i mportant.

But Cyde stuck grimy on the job. Five minutes |ater, he saw a workman
energe stealthily fromhis house and hurry to its garage at the rear. The nman
drove swiftly away. He | ooked pale and scared. He drove as if the hounds of
hell were after him

Clyde followed in his own car.

O her cars clogged the road. People were heading toward the scene of the
second Wiite Col umm outrage. But the fugitive workman fromthe Norman pl ant
headed in the opposite direction. He took the left turnpike. Cyde wondered
where the frightened workman was fl eeing. And why? That was the nost puzzling
part of the nystery.

The fugitive's car was already out of sight on the turnpike. A crossroad
whi zzed into sight and Cyde halted his car. There was a general store there.
Clyde darted inside, to tel ephone The Shadow before he continued his trail of
the man ahead in the darkness. He knew which way the man had gone. Tire marks
lay clear and revealing under the headlights of Clyde's car outside the store.

But C yde saw di saster when he darted outside after conmpleting his swft

phone call .
Every tire on his car had been ruthlessly slashed. The rubber was flat on
the ground. The car was useless - inmpossible to nove an inch

A yell of rage from O yde brought |oungers piling out of the store. Eyes
popped as they stared at the damage. But no answer as to who had done the
crimnal job was avail able. Nobody had been seen outside the store while Cyde
had made his phone call. No other tire tracks were visible in the dusty road.

It was a perfect checkmate. C yde Burke had been put out of action by a
crimnal foe who didn't want that fugitive workman fromthe Norman arns pl ant
traced to his destination.

There was only one ray of hope. The Shadow had been warned by d yde of
what was goi ng on!

CHAPTER Xl

MJURDER AT M DNI GHT

The twi n beans of a speeding autonobile stabbed through the darkness. The
car was traveling at a terrific pace. The speedoneter needl e quivered at 70.



The man who drove that car was badly frightened. H's face was |ike chal k.
He drove as if he were fleeing from deat h.

Hi s name was Charlie Danver. He was a skilled workman enpl oyed in the
machi ne-gun plant owned by Henry Norman. A slip of paper was crunpled in his
pocket. It contained terrifying news.

Charlie Danver numintained his reckless pace along the turnpike. Hi s eyes
wat ched the road signs that whizzed past in the glare of his lights. He was
wat ching for a turn-off.

Presently, he slowed. He had seen what he was | ooking for. H's car curved
into a branching | ane.

It was narrow and unpaved. It turned and twisted as it |ed deeper into
heavily wooded | and. After a while it began to clinb. Danver lay at the end of
this steep lane. He knew that protection and safety led to the sumer cottage
of the man who had sent himthe warning note.

Presently, the cottage came into view. It was built of rustic |ogs.

W ndows were shuttered and shades drawn. But a faint reflection of light from
wi thin showed that Danver's arrival was expected

Sobbing with relief, he sprang fromhis halted car. He had been promn sed
that the door would be unlocked. It was. Throwing it open, he stunbled into
t he
cot t age.

There was no one in the living roomto wel cone Danver. But a cheerful |og
fire blazed in an enornous stone fireplace. On a side table stood a bottle of
whi skey and a couple of glasses. A confortable easy chair was placed near a
bel | cord.

Charlie Danver jerked the cord nervously. Nothing happened. Wt hout
waiting for his host, Danver poured hinself a stiff drink of liquor wth
tremul ous hands. The bite of the whi skey soothed his nerves. He relaxed in the
easy chair with the glass in his hand.

The heat fromthe log fire made himdrowsy. H s head drooped. Suddenly,
the glass slipped from Danver's hand. Dazed, he saw that the |iquor had
sl opped
over the expensive rug.

He | eaned down to pick up the glass - and fell over dizzily. It alarmed
him Wth a gasp, he tried to regain his feet.

Hi s head was spinning |like a top. The roomwhirled around him The lights
seened to be growi ng dimrer. Panic-stricken, Danver realized the truth.

"I've been drugged!" he thought.

It was too late to do anything but clutch blindly for the arm of the
chair. He couldn't see the chair any nore. That was the |ast he renenbered -

LAUGHTER purred in the quiet room It cane fromthe |lips of a man who had
opened a closet door. The nman stared grimy at the unconsci ous body of the
wor kman fromthe Norman arms plant. H s | aughter was muffled by a mask. It was
a black cloth helnet that fitted conpletely over his head and face. Only the
gl eam of watchful eyes were visible through narrow slits.

He wore shapel ess ski pants tucked into a pair of heavy nountain shoes.

G oves covered his hands.

A swift glance showed himthat Charlie Danver was insensible. He whirled
like a jungle beast. Over his shoul der he spat a quick order in a foreign
t ongue.

Four nen answered his conmand. They advanced into the living roomfrom
anot her door. They were dressed like their hooded | eader. But they wore no
face
masks.

The Shadow, had he been there, would have recognized three of these four
scoundrels. One was Frederick Brownson. Two others had been his assistants at
t he Kirk-Jackson bonb-sight factory. These three were supposed to have died
loyally at their posts. The actual bodies that had been found after the fire



had been badly charred. Metal identification tags around the necks of the
corpses had made the deception easy.

No further orders were needed by the four henchmen of the masked | eader
They nmoved with military precision. One of themhurried outdoors to the parked
car of Charlie Danver. The remmining trio approached the inert figure on the
fl oor.

Two of the parachute men carried Danver toward a cellar staircase. A
third
man followed, carrying a grisly assortnent of tools.

He had a pick and a shovel; also a copper-colored can with a silver
projection at its top. Wien the silver tip was unscrewed and the gl ass nipple
beneath it broken, the nost powerful flane-acid yet discovered in the art of
chem cal warfare would nmake short work of the flesh and bones of Charlie
Danver. Al that would be left was a faint reddish hue at the bottomof a
shal  ow earthen pit in the cellar. It wuld | ook, to the eyes of police, like
ordinary red clay.

The masked | eader |aughed as his victimwas carried down the cellar
stairs.

Meanwhi l e, the fourth parachute spy was not wasting tine. He drove
Danver's enpty car along the mountain trail. He didn't, however, go nore than
a
quarter of a mle. A swing on the wheel brought the car's headlights blazing
agai nst a solid wall of underbrush.

The bushes sprang aside as the car thrust through the |eafy obstruction.
On the other side, a rough trail appeared. It was not even a lane; just a
wheel
track.

But the spy knew his way. Presently, he came to the lip of a lonely
cliff.

Sheer rock fell away for hundreds of feet. At the bottomwas the dark, flat
glint of a lake. It was fed by cold nmountain springs.

But the lonely | ake had two nore practical virtues for the spy who gl ared
triunmphantly downward fromthe top of the cliff. The | ake was on private
property. Anyone who left the distant turnpi ke and was caught snoopi ng around
here coul d expect stern treatnent as a trespasser. And the icy water of that
spring-fed | ake was nany feet deep

The taut face of the Fifth Columist split into an ugly grin. He started
t he engi ne and headed the car for the brink of the cliff. Then he sprang out.

Qutward into space the car leaped. It turned over once in nmidair. There
was a mighty splash. Then the upflung spray dropped sullenly back. Ripples on
t he bl ack water began to spread toward the foot of the lonely rock cliff.

The spy raced to where his own car was hidden in a leafy covert. He drove
swiftly back to the nountain cottage where the body of Charlie Danver was
al ready deconposing in a chemcal grave.

VictimNo. 1 was gone. All that rerained now was to wait for victim No
2.

And 3 - and 4 - and 5!

THE SHADOW was al so wai ti ng!

Hi s car was parked out of sight off the turnpike along which Charlie
Danver had traveled on his mad flight from Gaknont. The Shadow had no
know edge
of where Danver had fled. But he suspected that there would be other
fugitives.

Clyde Burke's report was not the only one which had been received by The
Shadow. Four other agents had nmade sinilar tel ephone calls.

The Shadow had built a tenporary barricade on the turnpi ke near the spot
at whi ch he now waited.

Presently, he heard a sound for which his ears had been straining - the



hum of a fast-traveling car. Headlights grewin the darkness fromthe
direction

of Cakmont. The car was noving rapidly! But suddenly it slowed. The gl are of
its

headl i ght s had picked up the road obstruction. There was a scream of brakes.
The

car skidded hal fway around.

The bl ack robe of The Shadow brought a scream of rage fromthe notorist's
lips. He believed the runors he had heard in town: that The Shadow was the
traitorous | eader of the vigilante nmob. A gun muzzle whipped level in his
hand.

The Shadow acted instantly. He struck with the butt of his own gun. It

was
an act of pure nercy. He had no tine to explain to this deluded victimthat he
had come to save his life, not to kill him The nman was nad with terror

beyond

all reason. To knock himout was the only way to preserve his life. The Shadow
delivered a quick, scientific blow The nmotorist sagged behind his wheel

Searching, a netal identification tag told The Shadow who the man was.
Hs
nane was Oscar Swenson. He was one of the five machinist forenen enployed at
t he
Nor man arns pl ant.

In his pocket was a note which made The Shadow s eyes gleam It was a
typewitten nessage warni ng OGscar Swenson to flee fromhis home in order to
protect hinself fromthe Wite Colum. It advised himto hide in a certain
nmount ai n cabin, where no nob could reach him It gave detailed instructions
how
to reach the cabin, the door of which Swenson woul d find unl ocked.

Si bil ant | aughter whi spered from The Shadow s |ips when he read that

not e.

The nane of the man who had witten the warning was signed at the bottom
"Henry Norman!" The mllionaire owner of the arns factory where these

very

nmen wor ked!

The Shadow wasted not a second of tinme. His slouch hat was ripped from
hi s
head. Hi s bl ack cl oak was di scarded and stowed away in the car which The
Shadow
had hidden in a covert of bushes. The Shadow changed cl othes with Gscar
Swenson.

VWhen he finished, he | ooked remarkably |ike the man he had put out of
action. Al except his face. That was a little difficult to arrange. Had The
Shadow been in the privacy of his sanctum he could have conpl eted a perfect
di sgui se. But he did the best he could with hasty grease pencil and wi g.

He pl aced the unconsci ous workman in his, The Shadow s, hidden car, and
drove away in Swenson's own machi ne.

The directions were explicit. The Shadow had no troubl e finding the
| onely
hunting | odge on the crest of wooded | and at the end of a private |ane. He
f ound
t he door unl ocked and wal ked boldly in.

The Shadow saw no sign of a living occupant. He tried the bell rope and
not hi ng happened. Then he poured hinself a drink

As he held the glass to his lips, his keen nostrils detected instantly
what the first victimof the Fifth Columists had failed to observe in his
excitement: the sweetish odor of a powerful narcotic!

The Shadow pretended to drink. He dropped into the chair and allowed his
head to sag. After a while, he uttered a faint gasp and pitched to the rug.



FROM where he | ay The Shadow coul d see the door of a closet. He was not
surprised when the closet door opened quietly. A hooded man with a gun was
di scl osed.

The man advanced warily. He was like a cat stal king a piece of poisoned
neat. He seemed apprehensive of treachery. Suddenly he aimed his gun. He was
taki ng no chances. He intended to kill this workman about whose faci al
appearance he was not quite certain.

Swiftly, The Shadow rolled aside as the traitor's gun flamed. The bull et
smashed into the rug barely an inch fromhis withing body. Then The Shadow
was
on his knees. A .45 | eaped into his hand.

He had no chance to wing his hooded foe. The man had flung hi nsel f
backward at the instant he had fired that shot. He was |ike a scared rabbit,
the way he fled. A single |eap brought himto the door of the closet. It
sl amred behi nd hi m and was | ocked.

The Shadow raced to break down the door

A bull et whizzed past his throat. It canme so close that the heat of it
was
perceptible and a trickle of blood stained his flesh.

O her guns began to bark. Four nore enem es had appeared on the threshold
of the living room They entered through a doorway that was behind The
Shadow s
back. Only the reflection in a large wall mrror had enabl ed The Shadow to
avoi d
i nstant deat h.

He flung hinmself to the floor, diving for cover, with the grimskill of a
man accustomed to unequal odds. He found that he needed every atom of his
skill. These hard-faced foes attacked with military precision. They took cover

under that first hail of vengeful bullets. The Shadow s escape fromthe room
was prevented. He was facing not nerely crimnals, but the battle tactics of
foreign soldiers

He had seen their faces before he dived behind a heavy piece of
furniture.

He recogni zed three of these grim parachute men. One was Frederick Brownson
Two
nore had been enployed at the Kirk-Jackson plant as Brownson's hel pers.

The Shadow s gun fl aned desperately to keep the murderous quartet at
room s length. He knew that a straight gun battle was hopel ess. Superi or
nunbers doomed him So The Shadow changed to trickery. He uttered a strangl ed
cry as the bullet drilled through his temporary bulwarks. One of his .45's
dropped from his grasp

The four spies took the bait. They were overeager, mad with rage to
finish
this challenging foe. They darted in a wedge-infantry attack toward The
Shadow s
"wounded" fl ank.

They were nmet by flam ng gunfire.

One of them dropped headl ong. The others scattered in a retreating huddl e
whil e their weapons bl asted at the heavy chair. The Shadow fired as coolly as
an aut omat on. Anot her slug wounded a foe. The spy staggered wildly, and
whi rl ed
squarely into the line of fire of his pals. Two bullets pierced his spine. He
was killed instantly.

The fatal mishap took all the courage out of the spies. There were only
two left now They retreated behind flam ng nuzzl es. The sudden gun battle had
taken them conpl etely by surprise. They had expected an easy murder of a
drugged victim and had run into death. Wrse still, their masked | eader had
fled into the closet. Used to discipline, they found thensel ves in panic at
t he



way things were now goi ng.

Agai n a heavy door slanmed. This tine, it was the living roomdoor. The
two surviving spies had fled fromthe cottage. The roar of a car notor echoed
out side. The pair were escapi ng. The Shadow coul d hear an oath, foll owed by a
qui ck shout in a foreign tongue.

He didn't pursue the two parachute nen. H's goal was the | ocked cl oset
into which their masked Anerican | eader had vani shed. The roar of The Shadow s
.45's made wreckage of that |ock. He forced the snmashed cl oset door open

He found - enptiness.

There was no rear wall to the closet. The man who had flung hi nsel f
i nsi de
had escaped through what turned out to be an earthen tunnel at the foot of
concrete steps. The tunnel ended in a clunp of bushes outside the cottage. The
Shadow raced out of shrubbery into the dark cl earing.

Gscar Swenson's car was still parked there. But the Fifth Col umi sts had
made their escape. They had evidently fled in their own car, hidden nearby for
just such an energency.

Wth them had fled their nmasked | eader

THE SHADOW went back into the living roomof the cottage. Two of the
hooded traitor's henchmen lay rigidly on the floor. Both were dead.

Searching them The Shadow found papers on the two spies that nmade his
eyes gleam It was proof positive that the Wiite Colum was not a patriotic
vigilante society at all. The nob had been organi zed by Fifth Col umi sts.

Del uded American citizens had been msled by enem es of their own country.

The Shadow pocketed his daming proof. He placed the bodies of the two
parachute spies in Oscar Swenson's car, drove swiftly down the curving
nount ai n
| ane to the turnpike. Then he headed to the spot where he had hidden his own
machi ne.

He transferred Swenson's unconscious body to the foreman's car. Safely in
his own car again with the two dead spies, The Shadow drove swiftly toward
QGaknont .

H s goal was the building that housed Gaknont's

poli ce headquarters. But he halted in a dark street before he was ready to
performhis final act in this grimmnidnight drama of treason and deat h.

Swiftly, the fake Gscar Swenson di sappeared. He was repl aced by the
bl ack-cl oaked figure of The Shadow.

Driving swiftly down the main street of Gaknont, The Shadow halted his
car
for an instant in front of the stone entry of police headquarters. He dunped
t he
bodi es of the two dead parachute spies on the steps.

Jammred in the hand of one of them were the docunents that proved exactly
who they were. The Shadow sprang back to his car and fled.

Peopl e had seen his daring exploit. Men shouted. A wonan screanmed and
fainted as the bl ack-robed figure of The Shadow sped away. Cops poured out the
entry of police headquarters.

Bul l ets crashed toward the fleeing autonobile. But not a slug hit a tire.
The car shrieked around a corner and was gone. Before pursuit could be
organi zed by the bew | dered cops, all chance of capturing The Shadow had been
| ost.

A short time later, Kent Allard sniled bleakly as he heard a wild radio
news bulletin broadcast by an excited radi o announcer. Kent Allard had found
out something that cast an added |light on the strange events of the evening.

The nane of anot her suspect joined that of Henry Norman in the
cal cul ation
of The Shadow.

The notes that were to lure five frightened workmen to that cottage had



been signed by Norman. But the man who owned that |onely cottage on a private
estate was the soft-spoken oil nagnate on the Defense Conmittee.

Lee Morl ey!

CHAPTER XI |

BLACK WATER

The night was bright with moonlight. During the early evening there had
been thick clouds and a hint of rain. But a strong breeze fromthe west had

bl own the clouds away and filled the sky with mllions of stars.

It was the worst possible sort of night for The Shadow s purpose.

He waited on the slope of a grassy hill on the outskirts of Caknont.
C ose

to himwas the enornmous shape of a pipeline that extended al ong the sl ope of
t he

hill. It was a supply line that carried high-octane aviation gasoline, punped
fromthe oil-refining plant of Lee Mrley, to the OGaknmont airport.

There were a hundred arny fighting planes at the airport, waiting for
dawn. Crack pilots slept in the barracks nearby. They were under orders to
t ake
t hose planes aloft in the nmorning and fly themto the west coast for delivery
to
the Arny air corps.

The Shadow suspected another gigantic attenpt at Fifth Col um sabot age.
Those fighting ships of the air represented nonths of skill and |abor. They
added a sizable increase to Arerica's growing air strength. Spies could not
afford to I et those warpl anes take their places in the sky to defend
denocr acy.

Unaware of the exact formthat Fifth Col um sabotage woul d take tonight,
The Shadow was forcing events by a planned nove of his own.

He crept cautiously down the grassy slope, close to the pipeline. The
noon
threw a long patch of darkness that paralleled the line of the pipe. Through
that protective gl oom The Shadow crawl ed unseen

He knew t hat national guard troops froma nearby arnory had taken over
t he
airport to protect the assenbl ed airplanes fromharm But this routine
precaution did not reassure The Shadow s mind. He knew the caliber of
Anerica's
secret foes. They woul d make no direct attack against overwhel mi ng odds. Cuile
and trickery would be used. The sabotage attenpt would probably originate in
t he gasoline plant owned by the soft-spoken Lee Morl ey.

The Shadow had not been idle during the day which had foll owed his daring
exploit at the steps of police headquarters. He had noved quietly about town
as
Kent Allard. Many things had been | earned. Mich had been acconpli shed.

Police were at |last aware that the Wiite Col unmm was an agency controlled
by spies. The evidence found on the two corpses which The Shadow had flung on
the steps of police headquarters proved that. Raids had been nmade. Mbsnmen had
been rounded up. Confessions had been obtained. But the police dragnet had
failed to make an inportant arrest.

The traitorous | eader of the Fifth Colum and his two remnaining parachute
henchnen remained at |arge. The small fry of the nob who had been clapped into
cells were unable to answer grim police questions. They coul dn't divul ge what
they didn't know.

It was The Shadow only who had an inkling of the ugly truth. The
native-born traitor who was co-operating with foreign spies was a nenber of
t he



Def ense Conmittee.

Toni ght, The Shadow i ntended to unmask "M . X "

H's role of Kent Allard had allowed himto arrange a test of certainty.
He
had called a special neeting of the Defense Committee for tonight. An hour
from
now the neeting would be called to order. Every nenber of the Defense
Committee
was obliged to attend.

No human being - not even M. X - could be in two places sinultaneously.
If X noved against the Murrley plant in an effort to cripple the gas supply of
t hose pl anes waiting for dawn at the airport, The Shadow woul d know t he secret
of his identity. X would be the only conmmttee nenber not at the neeting!

THE SHADOW conti nued down the grassy slope. Mrley's oil plant was
guar ded
by a stout wall. A fewlights glowed in the main buildings, but no nen were at
wor k. The plant was far ahead of its production schedule. It operated only a
day shift. At this hour of the night, the only danger to be encountered by The
Shadow | ay in the presence of watchnen.

He scal ed the stone wall w thout too nuch trouble. He had brought the
necessary clinbing inplenments with him For an instant, he lay atop the wall,
then he dropped soundlessly into a broad courtyard that separated two
bui I di ngs.

He began to belly along the inner surface of the wall toward a | ocked
door
in a brick punphouse.

Hi s luck was bad. Before he had noved nore than a couple of feet on his
qui ck advance, there was a rattle of a key. A man stepped into the courtyard
fromthe very | ocked door The Shadow was approachi ng.

He had an electric torch in his hand, but he didn't need it. The

nmoonl i ght

filled the courtyard with brilliance. The startled watchman's eyes jerked to
t he

opposite wall. He saw sonet hing that dropped his jaw open with a gasp.

He saw t he shadow of The Shadow

Instantly, his gun hand flew up, as he ained his weapon at the intruder
But he had no chance to wake the quiet night with the thunder of gunfire. The
nmonent the watchman uttered that startled gasp, The Shadow flung hinself
forward like a silent thunderbolt.

A bl ack-gl oved hand caught at the lifting gun. The other hand fastened
tightly on the watchman's throat. The yell of terror that bubbl ed behind the
man's parted |lips was never uttered.

The gun was wrenched fromthe watchman's twisted hand. It landed with a
thunp on the noonlit pavenent. A silent battle began

It was a desperate battle. The Shadow found hinself hard put to subdue
hi s
foe. The watchman was a patriotic Arerican. He had jumped to a fal se
concl usi on.

He believed that the black-clad Shadow was a spy on a nmission to cripple the
gasol i ne refinery.

He ganbled his life bravely in an attenpt to kill or capture his foe. The
Shadow was forced to use every trick of conbat he knew. The Shadow had to
subdue a tough opponent wi thout harming himseriously or killing him

Hs skill at jujitsu turned the trick. There was a sudden groan, barely
| ouder than the man's first gasp. The watchman col | apsed. He was not
unconsci ous, but he was tenporarily paralyzed. Before he could recover and

yel
an alarm The Shadow had a gag jamed in his jaws. Rope appeared from beneath



The Shadow s bl ack cloak. He trussed his captive securely and carried him
t hrough the door which the watchman hinsel f had unl ocked fromthe inside.

The Shadow had gained the interior of the plant's punping station. From
here, high-octane gasoline poured through the supply pipe over the hill to the
airport.

He hid the trussed watchman behind a tier of barrels. A bunch of keys
stolen fromthe man's pocket enabl ed The Shadow to unl ock an inner netal door

He descended netal stairs to a chanber below the | evel of the ground.

A swift glance brought a gl eam of conprehension to The Shadow s eyes.
There was a huge netal manhol e cover sunk flush with the stone floor of the
room It guarded an energency entrance to the supply pipe. Down a | adder built
of material carefully insulated to prevent sparks of static electricity,
wor kmen occasi onal |y descended to inspect the pipe's interior and to clean out
the sludge that collected in various grease traps.

Thi s manhol e cover was al ways kept |ocked, except when the plant
superintendent was present. But when The Shadow bent swiftly to test the
cover,
he made a sinister discovery. The | ock had been tanpered wth!

THE heavy plate in the floor lifted slowy under The Shadow s pull. He
peered down. He could snell the heavy reek of gasoline. It was high-octane
stuff, the nost powerful airplane fuel to be found anywhere in the world.
Forei gn nations had made frantic efforts to buy huge consignnments of this very
stuff. They had fail ed because the President of the United States had decl ared
an enbargo on exportation of it.

The Shadow turned away fromcellar. His glance circled about the nanhol e
in the pavenment of the chanber. He saw at once that there were three netal
drunms standing close to an inner wall of the room

They | ooked |ike gasoline drunms. But that was rather odd, The Shadow
t hought. Gasoline was not fed into the pipeline fromportable containers. It
bubbl ed into the feed supply underground by the val ve action of huge punps.

Forcing open the plug on the top of one of the barrels, The Shadow nade
anot her sinister discovery. The liquid that filled the barrel was not
gasol i ne.

It was as black as ink. It snmelled |like tar, to the sniffing nostrils of The
Shadow.

Its tar odor, however, was deceptive. Tar was thick and viscous. Unless
heated, it turned into a solid mass. This liquid was exactly |like water. The
Shadow di pped sonme into the palmof his hand. The black "water" rolled around
hi s pal m unhi ndered. When he dropped it into the open barrel, it left no black
stain on his skin.

He took a drop of it for testing. Hi s nmovenents were extremnely careful
He
made sure that the manhole cover in the stone floor was closed. He put the
pl ug
back in the top of the barrel he had tapped. Then he carried his drop of black
water to a corner of the underground room

Spilling it to the floor, it lay there like a snmall globule of ink. The
Shadow lit his cigarette lighter. Bending, he held the flane to the tiny
sanpl e
of fluid.

He expected a small explosion. But the exact opposite occurred. To The
Shadow s amazenent, the flame that touched the drop waved and flickered. Then
it vani shed. The bl ack drop had put out the flane.

I't was noni nfl anmabl e!

This reaction puzzled The Shadow. It seemed utterly insane. He was
positive that this watery fluid that snmelled |like tar had been stored in this
chanmber by spies intent on the destruction of a hundred fighting planes that
waited at the airport for dawn. The stuff was in the barrels destined to be



poured into the pipeline. Spies wanted it to get into the fuel tanks of
Ameri can war pl anes.
But why? If it was noninflamrable, the trick would be instantly
di scover ed
when the pl anes began to warm up. Engi nes would refuse to function
The Shadow deci ded that he had not pursued his experinment far enough. He
t ook another drop of the black fuel and with it mxed a drop of gasoline.
This time, The Shadow was even nore careful with the flane of his
lighter.
He didn't |lean over the mxed drop in the corner to ignite it. He tossed the
lighter fromsix feet away.
Hi s precaution was justified. There was an instantaneous blue flash. The
nm xed drop exploded with tiny violence! Small as it was, it produced a
tremendous concussi on. The bl ast of disturbed air al nbst staggered The Shadow.
A strong odor of garlic filled the air. The Shadow knew enough about
chemi stry to realize that this strange black fluid in the barrels belonged to
t he dangerous hal ogen group. The garlic snell was the tipoff.

THE full extent of the danger to those planes at the airport was now
cl ear
to The Shadow

M xed with gasoline, this black noninflammable fluid becanme a potentia
expl osive of terrific energy.

Ai rpl ane engi nes would throb at dawn. Plane after plane would take off
into the sky. Engines would heat up steadily. Wen the critical tenperature
had
been reached, every plane in that squadron would be blown to bits.

A hundred pl anes destined for America's air defense would vanish in a
snarl of sky thunder! Bodies of Anerican pilots would be blasted into chunks
of
bl oody fl esh!

A griml ook covered The Shadow s face. He began a swi ft, purposeful task.
Usi ng one of the keys fromthe watchman's chain, he unl ocked anot her door in
t he underground chanber, then rolled the three barrels of the deadly bl ack
fluid into an adjoining room Here he found what he was seeking - a drain pipe
in the floor, connected with a waste-disposal sewer.

The Shadow was sweating when he had finished, but every drop of the
horrible inky fluid as nowin the sewer, out of harm s way.

He rolled the enpty barrels back to the spot where he had found them Hi s
course of action was now clear. He would find a snug hiding place, and wait
for
the arrival of the spy who intended to pour the deadly fluid into the
pi pel i ne.

But it wasn't necessary for The Shadow to wait. Again fate forced the
i ssue. A man appeared suddenly in the underground chanber.

He cane fromthe wall of the roomitself. A panel had suddenly slid
asi de.

The intruder had not expected danger. He uttered a strangled yell when he saw
hi nsel f confronted by a bl ack-cl oaked i ntruder

He was one of the parachute henchmen of M. X! The Shadow recogni zed him
instantly. He was one of the two nmen who had escaped after The Shadow s gun
fight at the cabin in the hills.

The Shadow fired. It was a hasty shot, fired fromthe hip. The Shadow had
al so been taken by surprise at the swi ft appearance of the spy. His bullet
nmerely singed the ribs of his foe.

The enemny raider was as lithe as a jungle beast. Wth a twisting | eap, he
was hal fway across the room before The Shadow coul d repeat his shot. As he
darted aside, the man's hand clawed at his shoul der. A knife whipped into his
hand.



It was drawn and thrown with a single notion. It streaked through the air
like a glittering beamof light. The point of it pierced The Shadow s gun arm
He felt a stab of agony as his gun nuzzle roared. It ruined his aim |nstead
of
droppi ng his foe, The Shadow heard a | oud spang as the defl ected bull et
ricocheted froma wall.

He staggered backward with the knife still quivering in the flesh of his
arm

For a monent, The Shadow was an easy victim A swift attack on the part
of
the spy woul d have wenched the gun from The Shadow s pai n-racked fingers. But
the henchman of M. X made no such attack.

Instead, he whirled with a bubbling cry, and fled back to the opening in
the cellar wall.

Dazed, The Shadow coul dn't understand this swift retreat. Then the answer
became clear to him Sonmething nore inportant than The Shadow s |ife was at
st ake tonight.

The henchman of M. X was racing through a wall passage to sone spot
above. He was fleeing to a place where he could send a frantic signal of alarm
to his traitorous |eader outside the grounds of the oil-refining plant!

That signal had to be prevented.

The Shadow ri pped the knife fromhis wounded arm Bl ood spurted as the
bl ade jerked | oose, but he never even noticed the flow of crinmson fromthe
wound. He was darting toward the opening in the wall.

A narrow staircase |led al oft. The Shadow coul d hear the feet of the spy
poundi ng desperately upward above him The sound drove all weakness from The
Shadow s body.

He increased his own speed up that black stairwell.

CHAPTER XI 'V
SKY TRI CKERY

PRESENTLY, a glinmer of |ight showed above. It was the mlky hue of
nmoonl i ght. The fleeing henchman of M. X had gai ned the open roof.

But there was no sign of the fugitive when The Shadow arrived at the
exit.

He staggered out onto the roof. There was no place where anyone coul d hide,
except in a tower to the left. The tower was a one-story structure that housed
a water tank. A ladder led up the inside of the housing between the stee
struts that supported the tank

The Shadow raced across the open roof. Monlight made him a perfect
t ar get
from above. Bullets began to snmash on the roof all around himas he ran

But he weaved and dodged desperately. He ducked under the overhang of the
tank's structure. H s upraised face peered aloft toward a trapdoor at the top
of the | adder.

The trapdoor was open, but no face glared downward as The Shadow began to
climb. No nore bullets sang spitefully.

The cornered fugitive above had nysteriously abandoned his attack

It gave The Shadow the few vital nonents he needed to cone to close
quarters with his enemy. As he bellied through the open trapdoor to the top of
the water tank, he could see the figure of the spy outlined in the noonlight.
The man was hunched over at the very edge of the tower.

There was a tiny flicker of flame fromthe man's hand as The Shadow ai ned
his .45 and shouted a harsh command to surrender. The flame cane fromthe
scratch of a match. It transferred itself swiftly to a fuse

Then, suddenly, there was a roaring hiss.

A rocket shot swiftly skyward, trailing a brilliant stream of sparks. It



whistled into the sky Iike a clinbing red finger, exploded high over the oi
pl ant .

Fromthe heart of that exploded rocket a terrifically bright I|ight

gl ar ed.

It it up the entire countryside. It was a magnesiumflare! It descended

sl ow y

on a tiny parachute. It was a signal that no watchful eye along the pipeline
on

the hill could fail to mss.

The henchman of M. X had successfully warned his traitorous enpl oyer.

The Shadow darted toward the spy, now poised at the edge of the wooden
tower. Suddenly, there was only enptiness where the nan stood. He had junped
as
The Shadow s gun fl aned.

It was not a suicide |leap, but a crafty bid for freedom The Shadow coul d
see what had happened as he raced toward the tower's edge. A few feet bel ow
t he
lip of the tower was a | edge of supporting tinber. It was toward this |edge
t hat
the spy had | eaped. Fromit, a stout rope dangl ed downward to the distant
bl ackness of the ground.

The spy hoped to slide down that rope, to safety.

But he had waited an instant too long to fire the rocket. A bullet from
The Shadow s .45 struck the Fifth Columist squarely in the spine. He was dead
when he struck the | edge and bounced off into space. Through enpty darkness,
hi s body vani shed |like a dw ndling dot.

The Shadow s rigid gaze shifted toward the hill that |ay between the oi
pl ant and the airport. Monlight showed the black pipeline that stretched up
the slope fromthe refinery. It was like a hollow black finger filled with
gasol i ne.

Sonewhere along the |ine The Shadow suspected the |urking presence of M.
X. But he couldn't see any sign of a human figure.

Suddenl y, however, there was a terrific explosion at the crest of the
grassy slope. A giant plune of flanme roared skyward. The runbling concussion
made the tower where The Shadow stood trenble like a leaf in a gale. For an
i nstant, he thought that the whole structure would coll apse. The Shadow fl ung
hi nsel f desperately over the edge. He dropped to the supporting | edge which
t he
dead spy had failed to reach. His fingers clutched for the dangling rope.

His brain was sick with the dreadful realization of what had happened.
The
whol e sky was lighted up with flane.

M. X had forced a breach in the pipeline. At the rocket signal fromhis
henchman, he had touched off a fuse that had ignited the gasoline in the
supply
pi pe. Thousands of gallons of gasoline were now afire!l It was like a gigantic
underground stream of flame. That roaring river of flame was spreading
backward
down the pipe toward the dooned oil plant. Nothing on earth could stop it.
Carried by the feedline like flame in a flue, the fire would leap swiftly to
t he enornmous storage tanks from which the pipeline was fed.

A second and nore hellish disaster was a matter of swift mnutes.

THE SHADOW realized this as his clutching fingers tightened on the
dangling rope. He slid down it like a black streak. H s | egs wound desperately
on the lifeline, but his descent was not nuch checked. Nor did he want to
check
it too much. Hs |life depended on the speed of his descent.

The friction ripped hot agony into his clenched pal ms, but his grip held.



H s body struck the earth with a terrific inpact. It threw him semn conscious,
to the ground.

Pain roused himfromhis daze. He flung hinmself to his feet, began to run
at a stumbling pace away fromthe dooned plant. He counted the seconds off
grimy as he ran. Then when he dared delay no longer, he flung hinmself flat to
earth, rolling into the protection of a small grass gully.

The second expl osion cane in an instant.

A dozen feet The Shadow was flung by the trenmendous roar of the blast.
Hs
ears were deafened. Behind him the dooned oil plant dissolved in a sheet of
flame. Chunks of wreckage sailed through the air. Debris rained everywhere.
The
Shadow s hair was singed by the heat of the blast. Every rnuscle in his body
ached. He felt as if a giant hand had torn himapart. But he forced hinself to
his feet and resuned his staggering race. Up toward the crest of the hil
wher e
the burning pipeline still sent up a red plunme of flame, The Shadow stunbl ed.
He
reached the spot where M. X had touched off his hellish blast.

There was no sign of the traitor. He had fled without waiting to see the
final extent of the danage he had caused. The soft grass showed the inprints
of
his feet. He had raced down the opposite slope of the hill toward a distant
public road.

The Shadow didn't follow those revealing prints. He knew where X was
headi ng. The Shadow had not for an instant forgotten the meeting of the
Def ense
Conmittee which Kent Allard had called for tonight. X was a nenber of that
commi tteel

The Shadow i ntended to get there before the traitor could arrive.

He veered to the left and raced down the slope of the hill toward a
narr ow
| ane cl ose by. Hidden in a covert of bushes, a swift little car was parked.
The
Shadow headed for Gaknmont, crowdi ng on every ounce of speed he could wing
from
t he pul si ng engi ne.

VWen the car finally halted in town, The Shadow did not energe from
behi nd
the wheel. It was Kent Allard who raced across the dark sidewal k and headed up
the stairs to the conference room

He knew he had beaten M. X on that wild race. Only three nmenbers of the
conmittee would be present. The fourth - and nissing nenber - was X

But The Shadow underestimated the cunning of his foe.

When he dashed into the conference room he found not three fellow
nmenber s
- but none! Except for the panting figure of Kent Allard, the roomwas enpty!

Si bil ant | aughter rasped harshly from The Shadow s throat. Trickery had
seemingly ruined his acid test. But trickery was now too | ate. The Shadow knew
the identity of X

H'S mirth had barely ceased, when the sound of hasty footsteps becane
audi bl e on the staircase that led upward fromthe street. A man was hurrying
to
keep his appointnment with Kent Allard. A nonment later, the visitor burst into
the room

It was Henry Nor man.

He was panting. He sighed with audible relief as he gl anced around an
apparently enpty room Then his sigh choked off as Kent Allard stepped into



view fromthe shadow of a hi gh-backed chair in a corner
"Good evening, M. Norman. Aren't you a bit late?" Alard said.
Nor man's face hardened. He was not deceived by the quiet greeting of
Al lard. He noticed the tousl ed appearance of his host, the skinned and
bl eedi ng
pal ms. Hi s own hands were clenched with the effort to regain self-control
"Al'l hell has broken | oose outside of town, Allard," he grated. "Fifth
Col umi sts have just blown up the gasoline pipeline fromLee Mrley's plant to
the airport. The pipe line and the whol e plant have been blown to
smit hereens!”

"Were you there?" Allard asked. "Is that why you were so | ate keeping
your
appoi ntnent with me?"

"What the hell are you getting at?" Norman snarled. "I don't |ike your
tone at all. If I'"'mlate tonight, it's because soneone played a dirty trick on

me. That sonmeone, M. Allard, is yourself!"

"What do you nean?"

Norman was in a towering rage. It seened genuine, too. He was hol di ng out
a sheet of crunpled paper

"I got this note fromyou an hour ago," he grated. "Like a fool,
believed in your sincerity. | was drawn off on a ridicul ous wl d-goose chase.
I
found no one at the place you told ne to go. Wiat was your purpose in lying to
ne?"

The Shadow didn't reply. He took the paper fromHenry Norman's hand. It
was a forgery, of course, but a very good one. It gave Norman an alibi. If he
pl ayed his cards right, he could probably produce w tnesses who woul d swear
they had seen himleave Caknmont an hour before the sabotage expl osion
occurr ed.

The Shadow had no tine to ponder on this unexpected devel opment. More
f eet
were racing up the stairs. This time, it was Peter Kirk. Like Norman, he was
in
a rage. He waved a sheet of paper under the nose of Kent Allard, accused the
avi ator of sending himout of Oaknont on a wil d-goose chase.

Hi s note was a duplicate of the one shown by Norman. But Kirk had been
sent to an entirely different locality. It was inmpossible to check up on the
noverents of either man by questioning the other.

The sane situation held true when Jackson and Lee Morley arrived.

"What does it all nean?" Ral ph Jackson faltered.

"You'll know presently,” Allard said.

"The hell with that! | want to know now "

That was Lee Mirley's snarl. His face was as white as paper, as he
rasped:

"My plant was blown to bits tonight! |'ve been wi ped out by damed Fifth
Col umi sts! \Where were you, tonight, Allard? How did you scorch the inside of
your hands? Was that done, perhaps, by sliding down a rope, just before
sneaking rats did their dirty work?"

Kent Allard' s jaw tightened. He | ooked at the four wathful nmen. Then his
words cane |ike a whiplash. He asked questions, brought out facts that swiftly
put the four nen of the Aviation Defense Conmittee on the defensive.

Lee Morley adnmitted in a choking voice that he owned the mountain cabin
where two parachute spies had been killed by The Shadow. But he denied that he
had been near it for nonths. He had rented it to a friend, he declared. He
turned slowy and pointed to Henry Nor man.

"I's that true?" Allard hanmered.

He was giving these nmen no tine to collect their wits. Norman gul ped. He
adnmtted he had rented the cabin in the hills fromLee Mrley. It afforded
excel l ent hunting and fishing, and Norman was fond of both. But he denied that
he had used it in recent nonths. He had been too busy, he declared, to | eave



QGaknont .

"Not too busy to be in the Adirondacks when five parachute spies dropped
to earth in a blinding snowstorm" Kent Allard reminded the nillionaire arns
manuf acturer grinmy. "Was your ownership there a coincidence, too?"

Nor man bl ust er ed.

"I"'mnot M. X You're guessing. If you think I'"'ma traitor to Arerica -
prove it!"

The Shadow ignored him He turned toward Peter Kirk. He spoke curtly
about
the scene in the garage when the Kirk-Jackson plant had been destroyed by
i ncendi ary bonbs. Nor did he forget to discuss certain other seeningly
i nnocent
facts that pointed grimy toward Kirk's quiet partner, Ralph Jackson

"I know who M. X is!" Kent Allard said, in a voice that rang |like doom
"He's facing me right now. He is one of you four nmen. H s confession wll
cl ear
the other three."

Sil ence. Hunted eyes stared. But no one spoke.

"Very well, | nust ask all four of you to acconpany me by plane to
Washi ngton. At once! You will all go willingly - or in handcuffs. Is that
cl ear?"

THERE was bitter argument. But the arrival of police settled that in
short
order. The four industrialists cooled dowmn. Sullenly they agreed to fly to
Washi ngton. They were driven to the airport. There, a special plane was
wai ting, all tuned up.

Kent Allard donned a parachute pack. He nade everyone of the quartet do
i kewi se. He refused to explain this unusual precaution

The pilot of the ship was already at the controls. He was MIles Crofton,
private pilot in The Shadow s service. Crofton could not be identified by any
of these nen on the field. He wore a heavy |l eather flying hel met. Thick
goggl es
covered his eyes. He grunted as Kent Allard patted his arm

At that instant, The Shadow becane aware that the man at the controls of
his private ship was not Mles Crofton at all!

The pat on the pilot's padded armwas a secret signal. It was a signal
that Crofton woul d have i nmedi ately understood, and acknow edged. The pil ot
did
nothing of the sort. He didn't realize that a signal had been passed to hin

The Shadow didn't reveal his disturbing discovery. As Kent Allard he
boarded the plane with his four conscripted "guests". The plane took off wth
a
snoot h roar of power, lifted into the dark sky.

But before it left, Kent Allard did sonmething that attracted no
parti cul ar
attention. Hastily scribbling a note, he folded it tightly and handed it to an
airport attendant. The attendant didn't read the note until the plane was a
vani shi ng speck in the black sky. But when he did, he gul ped with amazenent
and
raced at top speed to the airport administration building.

The nessage was quickly sent out over the air. It was directed to a grim
spot. The Shadow had addressed his message in the nane of Kent Allard to an
arnmy airfield mdway between OCakmont and Washington. It was an airdrone that
housed a squadron of the | atest type of arny bombers.

Kent Allard was a high officer in the air reserve. He was a persona
friend of the chief of staff. He could expect pronpt co-operation



CHAPTER XV
THE SUPREME THRI LL

THE airplane clinbed steadily after it left the glare of floodlights at
the Cakmont airport. Before it leveled off for the flight to Washington, it
had
reached a hei ght of nearly 10,000 feet.

The Shadow gave no sign that he was aware that treachery had taken pl ace
before the plane had left the ground. He acted as calmy as if he stil
believed that the nuffled and goggled figure at the controls was M|l es
Crofton.

But The Shadow woul d have known the truth, even wi thout the revealing
t est
of the signal which had not been understood by the disguised pilot who had
t aken
Crofton's place. This fellow knew how to fly a ship! He handled it as easily
as
if he were driving a coupe along a well -paved parkway. Mles Crofton was a
wi zard as a commercial aviator. But this man had obvi ously been trained in
handl i ng big arny planes in the conplicated war nmaneuvers of overseas!

Allard' s conpanions in the cabin of the big ship were restless and
uneasy.

Ral ph Jackson was the | east disturbed. He tried to nake |light of the whole
affair, but his smle was forced, his attenpts at flippancy sounded rather
ghastly.

His partner, Peter Kirk, was definitely nasty. Kirk spoke about his
political pull with the government. He made vague threats about reprisals that
woul d cause trouble for Kent Allard. Lee Moxrley had little to say. He seened
still stunned by the disaster that had wecked his plant.

The Shadow stared out the cabin wi ndow. He was an excel |l ent navi gator
The
panel instruments were beyond the range of his vision fromwhere he was
sitting,
but he didn't need instrunments to enable himto check on the plane's course.
As
Kent Allard, he had fl own between Caknmont and Washi ngton many times. Each of
the Iighted towns below had their definite characteristics when viewed from
t he
air.

At the noment the plane deviated fromits normal course, The Shadow knew
it.

It was cleverly done, but the course was no | onger due east. The ship's
nose now poi nted northeast, at an angle that would take it to the seaboard in
t he nei ghbor hood of | ower New Engl and

However, The Shadow was not disturbed. It was a trick that would not go
unnoticed on the black earth below. Strung along the area between Oaknont and
the Atlantic coast were certain army airdrones. Each of them was equi pped with
the latest electrical listening devices to detect the characteristic sound of
an airplane notor high in the black sky. The warni ng nessage passed to a field
attendant by Kent Allard before he took to the air had taken notice of this
fact.

Allard began to talk quietly to his enforced guests in the cabin of the
pl ane. Henry Norman seened to be nost scornful. The Shadow tackled himfirst.

He described the secret descent of five parachute raiders through a snow

screen in the Adirondacks. He reconstructed the scene in detail - their
wel cone

at an isolated hunting | odge, the pin stuck in the wall map over the
firepl ace,

the toast to treason and the snashed gl assware in the enbers of the log fire.



The Shadow didn't mention the later visit of Lanobnt Cranston, or the ugly
murder attenpts that had followed Cranston's arrival. That was not necessary.
Henry Norman was deathly pale. He began to stutter, in his eagerness to

di savow

any guilt of treason

"I know nothing of it! The night before those things happened, | left ny
hunting | odge. Business took ne two hundred miles away. My two servants were
gone when | returned. | hired three others. You can take nmy word - or go to
hell! | don't much care which."

The Shadow ignored the mllionaire arnms manufacturer's trenbling
defi ance.

He shifted his attention to the partners in the bonbsight plant. He revi ewed
t he

strange behavior of Peter Kirk at the time of the thermte explosion. He told
of

the lie Kirk had uttered concerning the guilt of The Shadow. That lie could
have

been an honest mistake - or it could have been deli berate!

There was sweat on Kirk's forehead. He said nothing. The Shadow swung
toward Lee Morl ey.

He told of the treacherous nurder of Charlie Danver and the subsequent
attenpt made to kill Oscar Swenson - the latter attenpt nipped in the bud by
the intervention of The Shadow.

Lee Morley shrugged. He sounded bored.

"We're wasting time. | never liked riddles. W is your mythical M. X?"

The voice of Kent Allard deepened, becane the voice of The Shadow

"Answer that yourself, M. Mrley! M. Xis you!"

There was an astoni shed gasp fromthree of the industrialists. It was
echoed by a cry from Mrley. H's face hadn't changed an iota. He was stil
smling scornfully. But his swift backward leap was |ike the spring of a
jungl e
cat.

He el uded the clutch of The Shadow s hand. Wth one unexpected | eap, he
was out of his cabin seat and darting toward the closed door of the plane. He
wrenched at the catch of the cabin door, pushed against the | oosened barrier
A
gale whistled into the cabin. For an instant, Lee Morley and The Shadow were
like queerly frozen actors in a drama of hate and death. The Shadow s ri ght
hand held a swiftly drawn .45. His left hand grabbed at the bul ky 'chute pack
on the back of the guilty oil executive.

Then the airplane went into a sickening side roll. The crooked pilot had
deliberately thrown the ship into that dizzy swerve. It flung The Shadow
headl ong to the floor. Kirk and Norman and Jackson rolled against himin a
confused nass.

Lee Morley junped headl ong into the roaring darkness ten thousand feet
above the earth! Hi s parachute whi pped open. There was a faint cry like a
nocki ng | augh. Then Morl ey vani shed eart hward.

The Shadow made no effort to follow, nor did he try to force the open
door
of the cabin shut. It was an inpossible task agai nst the hurricane force of
t he
wind. Aswft glance showed The Shadow that the other three passengers were
clinging desperately to seats with a death grip that couldn't easily be
br oken.

The Shadow flung himsel f forward to subdue the criminal pilot who had
aided Morley's frantic escape.

Only ten feet separated The Shadow fromhis foe, but it was like ten
mles. The ship bucked drunkenly as the pilot sent it into a spin. The Shadow
was hurled fromhis feet. Pitched headl ong, he flung up his weapon and fired.
The shot m ssed. Again, The Shadow fired, but no luck. It was like trying to



shoot a gun accurately on the back of a bucking bronco.

The pilot, too, had drawn a gun. Both his hands had left the controls. He
had jamed them frozen them so that they no | onger could be noved. The ship
dropped, nose downward.

VWhen the pilot whipped off his helmet and goggles, his face was a white
snear of fanatical hate. The Shadow coul d recogni ze hi m now. He was the | ast
surviving menber of the five parachute raiders who had carried out the vicious
orders of Lee Morley.

Hi s shriek of triunph was barely audi bl e above the | ash of the gale that
tossed the falling ship in a crazy, steep spiral of doom

" plans... in hands of... young and virile nation... Death to
denocracy!"

H S smle widened to a horrible grin. Swiftly, he raised the nuzzle of

hi s
pistol to his own tenple, pulled the trigger. H's face dissolved in a bl oody
snear. He fell linply, and hung in his safety belt.

The spy had died according to the fanatical code of his foreign |eader
He
had commi tted suicide and scuttled his plane. No skill on earth could | oosen

those jamed controls or stop the plane's crash!

The Shadow flung hinmself fiercely at the three terrified industrialists.
They refused to let go their grips. They were mad with terror. The Shadow had
to slug them unconsci ous before he could roll them one by one, to the door of
t he cabin.

As he hurled Jackson into shrieking space, his hand jerked at the man's
‘chute ring. The 'chute whipped open with a crackling noise, jerking the
unconsci ous body out of sight.

Henry Norman's linmp figure followed. Then Kirk's.

The Shadow dived to safety a split-second later. It was a desperate
ganbl e
with death. The bl ack earth bel ow was raci ng upward at express-train speed.
Oly
the fact that the plane's plunge had started at 10,000 feet, gave The Shadow
hi s
split-second chance agai nst deat h.

Al nmost before he felt the tug of straps at his arnpits and crotch bel ow
hi s opening 'chute, he tensed hinself for the inpact. He heard diny a
tremendous roar, as the plane crashed and expl oded into instant w eckage.

Sharp branches of a pine tree stabbed |ike black swords at The Shadow s
fast-droppi ng body.

He m ssed by a hair-breadth being inpal ed anbng those branches. H s
struggle in mdair had tilted his 'chute slightly, had spilled a small anount
of air from beneath the spread silk. The Shadow struck twenty feet fromthe
base of the towering pine.

The force of the inpact knocked the breath from his body.

But presently, he groaned and noved. Wakly, he swayed to his feet,

i gnoring the burning agony in his ribs. A knife whipped into his hand. He
sl ashed hinmself | oose fromentangling shrouds. Flinging hinmself hastily over a
fence, he crossed a road and made for the center of a dark pasture.

H gh above his head there was a faint murmur in the sky. The Shadow
lighted a flare. Its glare lit up the deserted pasture with sudden brilliance.
The murmur overhead becanme a whistling roar. A United States army plane was up
there. It had taken off froma nearby airdrone as soon as |listening devices
had
detected the nmotor roar of the fugitive plane.

The order of Kent Allard had been obeyed.

The arny ship |l anded with a sharp bounce on the grassy pasture. But it
didn't overturn. It was piloted by an officer who knew his business.



Kent Allard's rank in the air reserve made himthat pilot's mlitary
superior. He returned a salute. Then his voice barked an order. The pil ot
vaul ted the pasture fence and ran to the aid of Henry Norman and the other two
i ndustrialists, who lay unconsci ous where they had | anded.

The Shadow took to the air.

Upward in a sharp, clinbing spiral went that nmagnificent bird of war. Its
whi stling ascent was a thing to bring savage joy to the heart of a flier. But
The Shadow had no time for exultation

He was on the trail of a master foe - a crininal traitor who | eft nothing
to chance. The Shadow divined that the spot where Lee Mrley had | eaped was
not
a matter of chance or accident. Mrley had anticipated exposure. The vita
bonb-si ght plans he had stolen fromthe Kirk-Jackson plant were still in his
possession. He still had a chance to flee fromthe country he had betrayed.

The Shadow drove his swift dive bonber at top speed across the black
ski es. He headed northeast, pointing his drunm ng propeller toward the horizon
beyond which lay the rolling dark waves of the North Atlantic.

Soon he could see a tiny dot far ahead in the sky. It was barely visible
at first, perhaps a trick of his inagination. But The Shadow s pursuit soon
turned imagi nation into fact.

Morl ey's plane was a transport of foreign make. It was inpossible that
Morl ey himself could handle that ship. An air soldier of a foreign nation was
at its controls. The ship had probably been hi dden snuggly al ong Mrley's
escape route for just such an energency. A private tract of land could easily
conceal it.

The Atl antic Ocean beckoned to an escaping traitor

Presently, The Shadow could see the dark blur of endless water far bel ow.
He was flying at a great height, twice the altitude of the fleeing Mrley. But
hei ght aided his speed. Air resistance was not so great. The Shadow panted as
he breathed thin air.

He saw the fleeing transport suddenly drop lower. It was diving at a
Swift
slant toward the surface of the ocean. A tiny plune of white was visible al ong
the surface. It was the foam ng track of a subnmarine's periscope

Suddenl y, the submarine broke the surface in a smother of spray. Conning
tower, gun deck - it slid into viewlike a sleek nonster fromthe deep

The hatch of the conning tower opened. Heads of sailors appeared. Sone
were pointing excitedly at the transport plane which had | anded on the water
nearby on its anphi bian body. Ot hers were staring aloft at the arny machine
pil oted by The Shadow.

Lee Morley and his pilot had already dived overboard fromtheir abandoned
pl ane. They began to swi m desperately across the narrow water that divided
t hem
fromthe foreign submari ne. Behind them the transport plane erupted suddenly
into flaming ruin. A small bonb had been | eft behind. The abandoned pl ane
woul d
never be captured to disclose foreign secrets.

Machi ne-gun bullets ripped Iike hail toward The Shadow s ship as he dived
downward froma great height. It was a terrific barrage fromthe | atest type
of
aut omati ¢ weapons. The Shadow was forced to swerve in a flat roll-over and try
again for altitude.

His cabin was pitted with round hol es. Blood dripped in a branchi ng
stream
down the left side of his face. But his eyes were |ike hot coals.

Again, he dived in attack. He had established his position to his
sati sfaction. H's hand noved to the al nost human agency at his el bow - the
trigger of the automatic bonb sight, perfected by the skill of so-called
"decadent" Anerica.

Lee Morley and his pilot had been haul ed aboard the sleek gray shape of



the submarine. It lay lowin the water, awash |ike a hal f-sunken porpoi se.
Foam

creaned all around it as Mrley di sappeared down the conni ng-tower hatch. The
hatch cl osed instantly.

The submarine was al ready vanishing in a swift crash divel

But The Shadow was diving, too. H's hand noved toward the trigger of the
bonb- si ght nechani sm

From beneath the tilted belly of his plane a black shape hurtl ed
oceanwar d
in a beautifully-traced arc. It dwindled rapidly to a dot. It seenmed to be
falling hopelessly wide of its mark. But that was only an optical illusion

The bonb struck squarely in the center of the foamthat covered the
di sappeari ng subnmari ne.

There was a hi deous expl osi on. The upward waves of blasted air made The
Shadow s pl ane reel. Chunks of weckage spouted fromthe churned ocean. A
gigantic whirl pool eddied fromthe destruction |like a breaking wave.

Then the torn water rolled sullenly back

The Shadow circled slowy above the ocean. The water was snoot hi ng out
wi th magi ¢ suddenness. The explanation lay in a thick blanket of black oil -
oil that was bubbling up fromthe depths of the sea as a nmute testinony of
what
had happened to that bonbed submari ne.

Subrmarine and crew were forever gone. Its | oss would never be officially
reveal ed by the propaganda nministry of the nation which had lost it. To admt
its loss would be too enmbarrassing for diplomatic procedure. Overseas enemn es
were not yet ready to risk open warfare with the [ ast great denocracy on
earth!

Wth the submari ne had perished the traitorous Lee Mirley. The vita
pl ans
he had stolen would provide food for fishes. America's greatest air secret was
still safe in hands that woul d never msuse it.

The Shadow found his eyes suddenly dimw th noi sture as he wi nged upward
into the sky and headed back toward the coastline of the |and he | oved. He had
averted a terrible threat to Arerica. To The Shadow, it seened |ike the
supr eme
thrill of his career. But he was mistaken. Hs thrill was to cone a short tine
| ater. The coastline appeared |like a wavering line of mst. Darkness had
changed to dawn. Far to the east over the gray Atlantic, the sun was rising
over the pink-stained horizon

Directly ahead of The Shadow s plane were the stone and steel ranparts of
an Anerican coast-defense fortress. There was a tall flagpole at the base of
the fort. As The Shadow wat ched, he saw the Anmerican flag flutter upward to
t he
peak of the pole. It snapped briskly in the wind, its stars and stripes like a
brave chall enge to worl d-w de hate.

The Shadow di pped his plane in salute to the flag as he passed over it.

That was his suprene thrill!

THE END



