THE HYDRA
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Decenber 1, 1942.

The original Hydra was a beast that grew two new heads for each one that
was cut off. The Shadow faced its counterpart - a master villain who called
hi nsel f the Hydra.

CHAPTER |
MONSTER OF CRI ME

GQUESTS were arriving at the home of Ednmund G encoe. They cane in clusters
fromtaxi cabs and |inpusines that rolled al ong the curved driveway | eading up
fromthe great gates. Dozens of guests were absorbed by the huge nansion, as
though it patiently awaited nore.

When Edrmund G encoe gave parties, he gave themin a very | arge way, which
was | ogi cal enough, considering the enornous size of his Long Island honme. As
for the expense of such entertainnents, G encoe could well afford it, for he
was a mllionaire.

Wthin the house, staid servants were ushering the guests into reception
roonms, where the arrivals net other friends who attended G encoe's parties.
Those nost familiar with the place became an overflow that trickled into a
gl ass-incl osed conservatory at one side of the nmansion, the usual place where
t he regul ars gat hered.

Conviviality filled the air. Everybody was happy to be at this party -
except Edmund G encoe

Not that G encoe showed it openly. On the contrary, he was all smles and
handshakes as he received the guests and sent themon their way. But when he
found his chance for a break, he took it.

Timed to a lull anbng the arriving guests, G encoe stepped through a
curtai ned doorway to a hall, plucked the armof a passing servant, and
or der ed:

"Find M. Mance. Tell himl nust see himin ny study; privately, and at once.

Reaching his lavishly furnished study, Edmund G encoe sat behind a desk
and waited. Al one, he was able to show the worry that he felt, and the effect
was very marked. A huddled figure, with drawn face the color of his thin gray
hair, G encoe appeared nore than worried. He | ooked frightened.

The door opened to admit WIIlard Mance.

At sight of his friend, d encoe brightened somewhat. Mance was the sort
of
person who inspired confidence. He was tall, broad of build, a figure of
| at ent
strength. H s face was tawny, of a chiseled type, the sort that went with a
man
of iron. Hs grizzled hair did not detract fromhis youthful vigor; rather, it
mar ked himas a man who possessed experience, along with force.

Mance's dark eyes flashed a | ook of understanding at d encoe

"I could tell that you were worried, Ednund," spoke Mance in a deep tone.
"But don't tell me that it's about those robberies that happened recently. No
harm coul d reach you here.™

"That's what the police conm ssioner says," returned d encoe nervously.
"But those crimes weren't just robberies. Certain wealthy people disappeared.”

"Probably as a nere precaution.” Mance inserted a cigarette in a hol der
and reached in his pocket for a lighter. "Very foolish of themto run away
from
i magi nary danger.'

He paused, about to flick the Iighter, and asked sharply:



"Are you intending to do the sane?"

A encoe shook his head emphatically. Leaning across the desk, he tapped
it
rapidly.

"No, Wllard, I'mnot," declared dencoe. "I'lIl tell you why. There's a
runor around that those persons di sappeared not because they feared crinme, but
because they had a part init."

Mance furni shed an incredul ous stare.

"That's what the police conm ssioner thinks," insisted dencoe. "He's
hol di ng a conference with prom nent citizens tonight. Men |ike Dustin Bardel

"An old fogy, if ever there was one!" interrupted Mance. "Cone, Ednund,
be
sensi ble. There can't be an epidem c of hit-and-run crine staged by reputable
people. G anted that a crimnal organization exists, it nust have a brain."

"There is a brain," declared G encoe solemmly. "It is called by a very
appropriate title: the Hydra."

Mance's eyes took on a puzzl ed | ook.

"The Hydra was a fabul ous nonster," explained G encoe. "According to
| egend, it had several heads, with its brains divided among them If anything
happened to any of those heads, the others continued to function. What is nore

A encoe was up fromthe desk, wagging his hand excitedly, when Mance
cl apped himon the back and | aughed in interruption

"l suppose the Hydra grew new heads?"

"Exactly!" exclainmed G encoe. "And that is what we fear this nodern Hydra
is doing. It is a nonster of crine that nust be stanped out!"

Mance | aughed again, said, "Come al ong, Ednmund. Your guests are waiting
to
have you show them around the house. They want to see what new curios you have
col l ected. "

A encoe gave an obedi ent nod, but at the door he spoke an earnest

request:
"WIl you do one thing for nme, WIlard?"
"Of course.

"Keep an eye on the servants." d encoe gestured before Mance coul d
interrupt. "I know they're all reliable, but I'"'mafraid to trust anyone. So
pl ease watch all of them"

"I ncl udi ng Sel bert?"

"Al'l except Selbert" corrected dencoe. "After all, he is ny confidential
secretary. |'d have asked himto performthis duty, but I was afraid it would
worry him He's a nervous chap."

THEY went out to a reception room where d encoe sumopned the guests to
begin a tour of the mansion.

Sel bert i medi ately appeared; he was a dapper little nan, who carried a
bi g book under his arm the volune being a catal ogue of d encoe's curios,
antiques, and art treasures.

The first stop was at the music room which d encoe unl ocked and invited
the guests to enter. They thronged after d encoe and Sel bert, because all were
anxious to view @ encoe's collection of rare violins and original folios of
nmusi ¢ conpil ed by fanous conposers.

Looki ng past the crowd, d encoe noted that Mance was by the door, near
enough to catch any conversation between two |ivened servants who were
st andi ng
there.

Quite pleased, dencoe left Mance to his task and devoted his own efforts
to displaying nusical rarities. Neverthel ess, when Mance spoke to the two
servants, he was careful to do so in an undertone, hiding his nouth under



cover
of the hand with which he renoved his cigarette holder fromhis lips.

What Wl lard Mance said was:

"Head No. 4."

"Eye 4C," responded a servant. "The openi ng beyond the second piano is
ready. "

"You made it | arge enough to renove the Borgi an harp?"

"Six inches clearance, tested."

At that nonment, G encoe was pointing guests to the Borgi an harp that
Mance
nmenti oned. The gold decorations of the priceless instrument were alone worth a
small fortune, its many jewels another sizable item Mance turned to the
second
servant.

"Ear 4K," the fellow said. "Fornerly 2B. The trucks have arrived behi nd
the tennis courts.”

"Are any of the guest cars there?" queried Mance.

"None," replied 4K. "All were diverted to parking spaces on the other
si de
of the house."

The guests canme fromthe nusic room shepherded by d encoe, with Sel bert
follow ng patiently behind his enployer, still carrying the bul ky catal ogue.
The next stop was G encoe's art gallery, which formed a special w ng of the
house.

VWil e the guests adnired a | ong tow of val uabl e paintings, Mance strolled
about | ooking over other servants.

Near a door, Mance turned his back and identified hinmself as Head Four to
a servant who proved to be Eye 4D. This Hydra spy inforned himthat the
sel ected paintings were already cut fromtheir frames, but held invisibly in
pl ace by tape that would give way at a single tug. Quite intrigued, Mance
strolled along the gallery and checked the work himself. It was perfect.

On the way fromthe art gallery to G encoe's antique room Mance paused
to
contact another of dencoe's reliable servants. To Head No. 4, the servant
identified hinself as Tooth 4B. When Mance asked himif he'd done the picture
job, the Tooth nodded, then beaned with pleasure when the Head conplinented
hi m
on such cl ean work.

So it went throughout the tour, from d encoe's antique roomto the
heavi l y
| ocked wing on the second floor where the mllionaire kept his main curio
col l ection, valued at a hundred thousand doll ars.

By then, Mance had finished his survey of the servants, and d encoe was
pl eased to see his friend | ooking over some of the doubtful guests, even
soundi ng them out through casual conversation

Doubt ful , indeed, those guests!

Each one was an Eye, Ear or Tooth, all answering to letters prefaced by
t he nunber four, which synbolized the Head they secretly served. Not once did
Mance nor any of his hel pers overdo the countersign by which they introduced
t hensel ves. It consisted nerely in spreading a | oose-clenched fist into an
open
hand, the fingers standing for the Heads of the Hydra.

At the finish of the insidious parade, G encoe bowed his guests into
recepti on roons, remarking that servants were busy setting supper tables in
t he
conservatory. Plucking Mance's arm d encoe drew his friend aside for a few
wor ds.

"You did nobly, WIllard," conplimented d encoe. "All ny qual ns are ended
Wait - here cones Selbert. W can discuss the Hydra matter later."



GLENCCE turned one way, Mance the other, but after a few paces, the
latter
paused. Mance's | oose fist opened as Sel bert approached; the dapper secretary
gave a simlar gesture with a hand that clutched d encoe's private catal ogue
Mance's undertone was a quick statenent of identity.

"Head No. 4."
"Tooth 4A, " whispered Sel bert. He opened the catal ogue showi ng where he
had torn pages fromit. "I marked the wanted itens, and |left the sheets in

their proper roonms for the Eyes, Ears, and Teeth to find."

"Al'l are Teeth from now on," declared Mance. "And you, Selbert - are you
ready?"

"I have the conbination to G encoe's safe,"” replied Selbert. "Ear 4B
reports that the light switch in the study is properly connected to the oi
tank. "

Mance frowned, whereupon Sel bert quickly informed himthat the |ight
switch was sel dom used, d encoe preferring his desk | anp. Wen Sel bert added
that he could rifle Gencoe's safe within the next ten mnutes, Head No. 4
nodded his conpl ete approval. Selbert continued to the study, while Mance
strolled off to find G encoe.

The trouble was, Mance didn't find d encoe. The host wasn't with his
guests. Mance's enotionl ess face began to show worry of its own, as he
det ached
hinself fromfriends and nmade a side trip to the study. The door was ajar, so
Mance pushed it open. By the glow of the big desk |anmp, Head No. 4 saw al
t hat
he expect ed.

A encoe's safe was open. In front of it stood Selbert, his hands raised.
The desk was strewn with the contents of the safe - cash, stocks, and bonds
al ready stacked in separate piles. In front of all was d encoe, nervous no
| onger.

The gray-haired man was covering his treacherous secretary with a
revol ver. Hearing Mance enter, d encoe sped a quick |ook across his shoul der

"I"'mglad you're here, Wllard!" exclained @ encoe. "Look what | found
Selbert, the man | trusted nost, robbing nmy safe! I'll hold himwhile you
sumon the servants - or, better still, call the police."

"Alittle nore light would help," spoke Mance coolly. "Where is the light
switch?"

"Ri ght by the door," began G encoe. Inpatiently, he added: "No, never
m nd
the switch. It isn't inmportant.”

"I think it is," argued Mance, "and so is this!"

Wth a darted gl ance, d encoe saw what Mance nmeant by "this." It was a
revol ver that Mance hinmself had drawn and was aining straight at @ encoe. Wth
a fierce gasp, old @ encoe swng about to neet his false friend' s aim

There wasn't a chance for Ednund d encoe.

Mance's trigger finger tugged, while the thunb of his other hand pressed
the Iight switch that he had found.

The gun burst that dispatched a bullet straight to dencoe's heart was
drowned by an expl odi ng roar that shook the very foundations of the massive
mansi on. The fl oor of the study was shuddering when it received d encoe's
sprawl i ng body.

Crime had struck in a titanic way, as planned by WIllard Mance, Head No.
4
of evil's manifold nmonster: the Hydral

CHAPTER |

ENTER THE SHADOW



SELBERT was right. The light switch on the study wall was connected to

t he
tremendous fuel tank supplying the furnace of the great mansion. A big furnace
like Aencoe's took a lot of oil, a liquid that could expl ode with wecking

power when pepped up with high-test stuff, as G encoe's fuel happened to be

Teeth of the Hydra had seen to that, along with other inportant details.
In fact, the full preparations for this trenendous crine hadn't nore than
begun
to show t hensel ves. The explosion fromthe cellar nmerely prined the hol ocaust
to
cone.

G encoe's mansion was built of stone, its walls as thick as bastions. If
it hadn't been of such strong construction, Mance and his Hydra hel pers
woul dn't have risked a heavy explosion while they were still in the place.
Thus, though the building shuddered, it did not cave in. However, floors
heaved
when tinmbers buckled; partitions split asunder, while cracking ceilings
del i vered del uges of plaster.

Every light in the house was extingui shed, but darkness did not take
over.

Up through rifts in the floor, withing in from broken partitions, cane great
licks of livid flane |ike the tongues of Gargantuan gas jets. Quests shrieked
at sight of the searing fire which should have subsided, but didn't.

It wasn't just oil that fed the flanes. Those hungry tongues found nmuch
to
gobble. In one reception room a whole stretch of paneling spurted into bl aze.
Recently varni shed by one of d encoe's servants, the woodwork had been treated
with pure collodion, which ignited |ike a mammoth sheet of cellul oid.

As guests fled to another reception room the conflagration pursued them
They fled fromits hellish mdst through the only remaining route, a w de
doorway to G encoe's great front hall

There the fugitives found that a mass of flane had cut off all exit
except
t hrough the front door and a few adjacent wi ndows. They saw a grand staircase
transformed to a huge torch, the reason being that conbustibles had been
stored
in a closet beneath it. Mst of the fugitives didn't worry over that. Wth
door
and wi ndows avail able, they took those routes to safety.

Sone, however, remained to battle the hol ocaust. What happened to those
few was tragic. Two guests grabbed buckets of sand that they happened to see
in
a vestibule. Sand buckets had been ordered nonths ago by G encoe as a
precaution
against air raids, and sand could prove a big help in ease of fire.

This sand was a big help - to the fire.

As each man chucked a | oad of sand into the flames by the staircase,
there
was a brilliant puff, Iike a bursting skyrocket. That sand was stuff of which
fireworks were conposed. It obliterated itself and the hapless nmen with it, at
the sane tinme spreading the flane to new portions of the hall

Sim|ar was the experience of |oyal servants who tried to use fire
extingui shers on the flames. The extingui shers were | oaded with expl osive
m xtures that blasted the nonment that they sprayed. Other victins vani shed
with
the fiery torrent that was now engul fing the great mansion with vol canic fury.

Yet amid that sea of blaze were paths that the roaring flames had not
reached. Byways through a literal hell, free for travel by a host of |esser
denons who knew their pattern. Denmons who in their human form had announced



t hensel ves as servers of The Hydra.

FROM t he door of d encoe's study, WIlard Mance, Head No. 4, was shouting
orders to those workers between the crackles of the flanmes, while behind him
stood Sel bert, top man of the Teeth. Their stretch of hallway was free from
t he
seething fire, and they knew the routes to safety.

For along those routes Mance's workers were carrying the nost val ued of
@ encoe's treasures. Folios, violins, the great Borgian harp, were coning
t hrough the rear gap of the nusic room Two nen with packs of rolled paintings
were | eaving by one door of G encoe's art gallery, while the fire swept in
from
the other direction to gorge itself on carved wai nscoting and enpty franes.

The best of d encoe's antiques were being renoved bodily, the rest
remai ni ng as added fuel for the mighty fire; while fromthe second fl oor
servants laden with the finest curios were comng down a rear stairway which
the flames hadn't quite surrounded.

Al these routes were converging to one goal - a side door that opened
behi nd the conservatory and afforded a direct route to the trucks beyond the
tennis courts.

Thi s expl ai ned why Mance, the Hydra Head, had ordered the hol ocaust so
arranged that fugitives would be cut off fromall exits except the front. He
didn't want themto go through the conservatory, fromwhich they could view
t he
| ooting of G encoe's treasures. Fire, a mghty mass of it, lifted to
st aggering
proportions, was to be the cover-up for nurder and robbery.

As yet, the conservatory was unscathed, but the time had cone to add it
to
the pyre. Like a satanic najesty in the mdst of his favorite el enent, Mance
ordered Selbert to that task, while the Hydra Head personally stepped into
d encoe's study, where flanes were beginning to appear, and gathered up the
accumul ated weal th that strewed the desk

Viewed fromthe front driveway, G encoe's burning mansi on was a nost
horrendous sight. It forned a great pyranid of tapering flanme, the fire
streaming up fromthe sides into | ong tongues that were |ashing through the
roof, giving the effect that the whole interior was abl aze, though such was
not
the case.

At the right of the building was the only untouched portion - the
gl ass-incl osed conservatory, two stories high, filled with grass rugs and wal |
hangi ngs, wi cker furniture and potted plants, the exterior adorned wth
pillars
of dry, clinging vines.

The lurid glare revealed a garage to the right of the house; near it were
parked a few of the guest cars. But the glow did not show the parking space
beyond the tennis courts, for that area, the courts included, was directly
behi nd the great conservatory.

Al'l over the front | awn were scattered guests. Sone of them were burned
or
i njured, and these were being hel ped off to the left of the house by
chauf feurs
who had come running fromthe dozen |inousines parked there. One nore car was
comng in the driveway, bringing a belated guest to Gencoe's ill-fated party.

The arriving car was a |linousine, its passenger a gentleman named Lanont
Cranst on.

A world travel er of repute, Cranston was a nan who had seen many t hi ngs
and al ways took themcalmy. He instantly sized G encoe's nansion as a total
| oss, but at the same tine recognized that it might still have occupants in



need of aid. There was just one way to reach such persons - through the
conservatory, which, so far, was undamaged. Since the driveway skirted in by
t he conservatory, Cranston spoke to his chauffeur

"Stop here, Stanley."

The voice was calm and so was Cranston's face. Reflected firelight
showed
a visage that was serious and masklike, carrying a hawkish profile that fitted
a
man who coul d conbi ne action with reserve.

The door of the |inousine opened and Cranston stepped out. His
cal cul ati ng
survey of the situation offset the fact that he wasn't attired in
fire-fighting
garb. Lamont Cranston was immacul ately clad in evening cl ot hes.

The car had stopped just past a line of very bushy shrubs that skirted
t he
driveway. It was only a few dozen yards to the conservatory, but the w ndows
there were fairly high above the ground.

VWHI LE Cranston was taking a quick |ook for something that resenbled a
door, only to see none, an odd thing happened at the corner w ndows of the
i ncl osur e.

A man arrived within those wi ndows and began to hamer frantically
agai nst
the panes. The fellow was Sel bert, and Cranston recogni zed the secretary from
a
previous trip to G encoe's

Apparently, Selbert was trapped; but if so, he wasn't using his head
about
it. All he had to do was yank a wi ndow open and junp out. If he happened to be
wor ryi ng about someone el se inside the house, Selbert should by rights be
openi ng the wi ndow anyway, so that his shouts could be heard.

At | east, someone did see Selbert's actions. A stocky chauffeur was
hurrying over froma car parked near the garage. Wiy that chauffeur should be
staying there, while all others were on the front | awn hel ping the guests, was
only a short-lived nystery. As he reached the corner wall, the chauffeur
st ooped and grabbed up the nozzle of a big hose. In heroic style, he smashed
the corner wi ndow with the nozzle.

Then came a shout from Sel bert, words which Cranston could hear beside
hi s
car, though he was the only person close enough to catch the call that Sel bert
addressed to the stocky chauffeur

"Turn it on, Kirthlel" ordered Sel bert. "Mike it quick! |I'm going back
t hr ough! "

Wth that, Sel bert turned about and picked a path through a
f | ame- bor der ed
doorway that led fromthe conservatory into the mansion. At the sane tineg,
Kirthl e beckoned and a pair of servants sprang into sight fromthe outer
cor ner
of the conservatory. Kirthle handed themthe nozzle, while he dived to a water
spi got where the hose was al ready attached!

In through the conservatory wi ndow went a |long streamthat reached the
outward-1ashing flanmes. |Instead of subduing the blaze, the streamfed it. The
spurt fromthat hose wasn't water; it was gasoline, piped froman underground
tank near the garage!

It seened that half the fire in the mansion cane out to engulf the
conservatory. New fuel for the hol ocaust, delivered by design! The servants
knew that it was comng, for they fled around the house, |eaving the hose
t hrust through the broken wi ndow to continue its devastating work.



About to follow, Kirthle saw Cranston. Realizing that this | one wtness
could testily to the incendiary origin of the giant conflagration, Kirthle
yanked a revolver. He was aimng the gun at Cranston when the latter turned,
saw t he menaci ng weapon, and made a quick dart toward the open door of the
I i nousi ne as though to seek the shelter of the car.

Before Kirthle could followwith his aim a strange thing happened;
sonmet hing all the nore amazi ng because the sweep of flane through the
conservatory was adding a trenmendous burst of light. Amd all that gl ow,
Cranston was swal | oned by bl ackness before he reached the car door.

Bl ackness that seened to swoop at Cranston's beck, envel op himand take
himoff to nowhere! As blackness whirled, the door of the |inousine sl|lanmed,
but the inky nass remai ned outside the car. Living blackness of human size,
that issued a weird, challenging | augh which Kirthle knew was meant not al one
for him but for the Hydra.

For that blotting shape had turned itself into a cloaked figure, whose
eyes, beneath the brimof a slouch hat, caught the glow fromthe fire-swept
mansi on and transformed it into a burning gaze that promised ill to crine.

In a manner so swift that the transformati on seened under way before it
happened, Lanmont Cranston had conpl etely vani shed, to be replaced by that
superfoe feared by all nen of evil:

The Shadow

CHAPTER 11 |
MASTER OF FLAME

THE SHADOW was surging forward, intent upon taking Kirthle alive, to make
the fellow talk about the Hydra. Kirthle fired one frantic shot, m ssing The
Shadow by three feet. The bullet didn't even wing the limousine, for it was
gone from behind the path that The Shadow had ret aken.

Kirthle wasn't the only smart chauffeur on hand. Stanley, Cranston's man,
was trained to pull away when he heard shooting start. Though Stanl ey regarded
it odd that a conpl acent gentleman |ike Cranston should be in the vicinity of
gunfire so often, the chauffeur never questioned his master's orders, nor did
he link Cranston with The Shadow. Among other elenments in Stanley's training,
he'd | earned to nmind his own business thoroughly.

As for Kirthle, he was thinking only of The Shadow. Under the nuzzle of
an
automatic that the cloaked fighter ainmed, Kirthle tried another gun stab, that
didn't deliver. The first shot from The Shadow s gun preceded Kirthle's tug of
the trigger.

The | eaden slug found Kirthle's forearm just above his gun hand. Jounced
by the inpact, Kirthle staggered around, his armflinging wide, while his
| oosened hand let his revol ver scal e against the wall bel ow the conservatory
wi ndows. Wounded and unarnmed, Kirthle turned to run; then, seeing The Shadow
| oomi ng hard upon him the stocky man turned back.

Diving for the wall, Kirthle grabbed up his gun with his |left hand and
swung triunmphantly, hoping to cripple The Shadow in turn. Wthin reach, The
Shadow nade a swoop to grab Kirthle's arm but the fell ow nade a successful

dodge along the wall, escaping the cloaked fighter's clutch.
It was death for Kirthle.
Down canme a great chunk of the conservatory wall, a mass of molten netal

and white-hot glass. Kirthle hadn't realized how quickly the conservatory had
become a furnace under the feeding spray of gasoline which he hinself had
started. Probably Kirthle never realized it, for he was buried out of sight in
an aval anche as deadly as a flow of vol canic | ava.

Only by a long, swift dive did The Shadow escape the fiery debris.
Wheeling fromthe scorching flames that now were clinbing the vine pillars,
The



Shadow nade a wider circuit toward the rear of the mansion, hoping to overtake
the two treacherous servants who had helped Kirthle with the hose.

They were beyond the tennis courts, those crooks and others. The Shadow
couldn't see the trucks because of an intervening wall, but he did spy the
| ast
of the nen who were bringing burdens from d encoe's side door

The Shadow gave them a weird |laugh that made themfalter; then, in
response to the nmirth, canme a deluge of gunfire from beyond the tennis courts.

That barrage was neant for The Shadow. Though it didn't reach him it
al l owed the burden carriers to escape. Attacked by the whole Hydra tribe, The
Shadow needed shelter of his own in order to fight back. He took the only spot
he saw, which happened to be the best, the very door fromwhich the Hydra's
nen
had brought the last of d encoe's curios!

Once within that shelter, The Shadow jabbed a few shots toward the
di st ant
mar ksnen. Droppi ng deeper to |l et them spot thenselves with unwary shots, The
Shadow suddenly |l ost interest in such randombattle. Here within the
fire-gorged mansi on, The Shadow was vi ew ng the pat hways through which The
Hydra's workers had maneuvered their departure with a vast supply of |oot.

It wasn't a question now of rescuing hel pl ess persons who weren't even
likely to be around. Here was The Shadow s chance to trap some of the Hydra's
clan in the very pitfall which they had desi gned as coverage for crine!

ONE candi date was already in sight. Turning a corner toward The Shadow
was
the very man who had signal ed the destruction of the conservatory - d encoe's
fal se secretary, Selbert!

Mere chance warned Sel bert of danger ahead. Dropping back as a stretch of
floor gave underfoot, Sel bert |ooked up and saw The Shadow beari ng strai ght
toward him Wth a wild | ook, the dapper man turned and dashed back around the
corner.

Wth a | eap, The Shadow was across the cavity. Around the corner he
si de-stepped as Sel bert peppered frantic shots in return. Scranbling for
d encoe's study, Selbert stunbled on the threshold. He was up again, clutching
his gun and a precious bundl e, when The Shadow overtook him Wth a wild
wrench, Sel bert went through the doorway, right into the arnms of Wllard
Mance.

The Hydra Head was perfect in his pretext. He didn't waste half a second
aski ng any questions. One look told himthat Selbert had met with something
supernormal , and Mance acted just as though he expected someone |ike The
Shadow. He pinned Sel bert against the only stretch of wall that the flanes
hadn't reached, grabbed the man's gun, and tried to get the bundle.

"I"ve got him" bellowed Mance. "The traitor who nmurdered d encoe and
robbed him Help nme... sonebody!"

It wasn't just anybody who appeared. Staring across Sel bert's shoul der
Mance | ooked amazed when he saw The Shadow enter

It |ooked like Selbert's crime, even though he hadn't done it. To al
appear ances, Mance had reached the study too late to aid G encoe and was now
demandi ng vengeance for his murdered friend.

That fact, plus The Shadow s own wi sh to check on G encoe's death, worked
in favor of the Hydra's cause. The Shadow turned toward d encoe's body and saw
t he desk beyond it, strewn with papers that the flames had just begun to
devour. Mance had stayed to see that Sel bert had m ssed not hing of val ue and
t hat sudden doubt flashed to The Shadow. He wheel ed, automatic ready in his
fist.

Mance and Sel bert were al ready gone, the Hydra Head shoving the Tooth
t hrough the doorway to the hall, their departure drowned by a sudden crackle
of



flames that poured through the study walls. If Selbert had paused | ong enough
to

fire, he mght have clipped The Shadow, but the secretary was too fearful, too
amazed by Mance's sudden shift.

As for Mance, his gun was out, but he didn't have it aimed when he fired.
H s shot was wi de, and he was smart enough to duck through the door ahead of
The Shadow s reply. Then Sel bert was dashing for the corner with Mance behi nd
him but all the while, the rugged Hydra Head was shooting back, hoping to
nai
The Shadow in the doorway.

Fromthat shelter, The Shadow fired as Mance turned the corner. Again,
flames rallied to a crimnal's aid. These were the flames that roared through
the study walls, flaring up fromthe supporting beanms. Literally that fiery
mass swal |l owed the floor of the entire room and The Shadow pl unged as the
whol e room caved into a flaming pit.

CLUTCHI NG t he doorway as he went, The Shadow cl ung there watching the
col l apse. dencoe's body, the desk beyond it, finally the big safe, went
splashing into a sea of red fire that spouted |like a mghty geyser, seeking
another victimin the person of The Shadow.

One heave and The Shadow was clear of the lashing flane, safe in the
hal lway that forned a | ast oasis amd disaster

The Shadow reached the corner of the passage, only to find it transforned
to another pit of flanme that Mance and Sel bert had just managed to bridge. The
route to the conservatory was cut off; it was fromthat direction that new
waves of fire had reached the dooned study. One path al one remruai ned: the back
staircase to the second fl oor

It led up and down; neverthel ess, The Shadow took the stairs ahead of a
rising wall of fire. On the floor above, he saw the outline of a w ndow
t hr ough
a raging torrent of snoke-clouded red. Floor boards cracked and fell as The
Shadow drove across them but his lunging arms reached the wi ndow and drove
t hrough the space from which gl ass had already cracked and fallen

Agai n, The Shadow s haul i ng hands nmade up for |ack of footing. Over the
sill, he struck headlong on a small, sloping roof of slate that held the
tenperature of a griddle. That ordeal was short, for the roof gave as The
Shadow struck it and he scaled off to the ground, |anding clear of burning
porch posts and a shower of |oosened slates that seemed to hiss their heat as
they knifed into the turf and stopped there, upright, like Druid nonunments in
m ni at ur e.

Cars were spurting away through a back driveway, off to the left of the
house. Seeing an abandoned sedan, The Shadow reached it, found the keys that
the frightened owner had left, and started the blistered car away fromthe
trenmendous nountain of flame and snmoke that now entirely obscured the whol e of
G encoe' s hone.

The chase, however, was short-lived. It ended at the energency entrance
of
a hospital two miles fromd encoe's. The vehicles ahead weren't trucks, nor
even
the sort of getaway cars that crooks might use. They were |inousines piloted
by
fai thful chauffeurs, who had brought the burned and injured guests from
G encoe's fiery party.

Mance and his Hydra followers had gone the other direction. Wth many
roads to choose, their four-mle start would be sufficient. Dealing with them
woul d be a matter of the future. Such was The Shadow s verdict as he turned
t he
borrowed car about and started back toward the m ghty beacon that had once
been



G encoe' s hone.

Great flames lashing to the sky, billows of snoke that rose to heights of
cl ouds, were synbols of the wath that the Hydra, vast organization of evil
Heads, coul d weak upon whatever nmen of wealth it chose to devour as its
victinms. Never in the history of nmodern crine had there existed so terrible a
nmenace as the Hydra.

But there was sonething that all Hydra Heads, Mance included, could
renenber, along with those workers who terned thensel ves Eyes, Ears, and
Teet h.

Wth all their individual effort, plus the fury of the hol ocaust they had
created, these nen who forned the Hydra had failed to obliterate a | one foe
who
toni ght had chal l enged them wi th singl e-handed ni ght.
He could still rise to challenge them should the Hydra forment new crine.
He was crinme's nenesis: The Shadow

CHAPTER | V
CRANSTON AND CRANSTON

LAMONT CRANSTON woke up and wondered why his head still whirled. It took
hi m about half a minute to learn that the notion came fromthe fact he was
riding in his linmusine. Wich didn't make sense at first, because the |ast
thing Cranston renenbered, he'd been out of his car watching G encoe's mansion
go up in one great blanket of flane.

Slowmy, reflectively, Cranston nodded. Someone nust have put him back in
the Iinousine and Stanley was driving himhone. He didn't have to guess who
had
hel ped himon his way, for at that nonent Cranston heard a | owtoned | augh
beside him He turned to see the bl ack-cl oaked figure of The Shadow.

"What did you hit ne with?" asked Cranston. "All four of your
aut omati cs?"

"I"'monly carrying a pair tonight," replied The Shadow, "and they were
i nside ny cloak when | tossed you in the car. Your head nust have struck the
opposite door."

"A bit overzeal ous, weren't you?"

"Hardly. A chap was aimng at you with a revolver. | had to send you away
fast, which | did. So rapidly, that he thought you turned into ne."

Cranston chuckl ed at The Shadow s statenent.

"That's quite all right," declared Cranston. "A I ot of people think
t hey' ve seen me becone The Shadow. "

"And ot hers," added The Shadow, "are quite sure that | have becone Lanont
Cranston. "

"But no one knows that there are two of us."

"No one except the two of us.”

The big car was rolling along a country road. Cranston was surprised to
note that it was the highway | eading to his New Jersey estate. Calculating the
di stance from d encoe's, Cranston realized he'd been out of circulation quite
a
whi | e.

"That fellow who was taking a shot at ne,
rem ni scently. "Who was he?"

"His nane was Kirthle," replied The Shadow. "He worked for the Hydra.

i nqui red Cranston,

was trailing himfromthe |last case, the only lead I had. | didn't know t hat
crime was due at dencoe's; otherwise, |I'd have gone there in place of you
The

Hydra is assuming |arger proportions than | expected."
"You mean this Hydra business is on the | evel ?" denmanded Cranston. "Wy,
I



t hought it was just another of Conm ssioner Weston's pipe dreans!”
It was The Shadow s turn to | augh, which he did, though his | owthrobbed
tone | acked mirth.

"Frankly, Cranston," stated The Shadow, "I cl assed those recent crinmes as
i ndi vi dual cases. One night when | was you, | told Weston that they seened the
work of a group with multiple heads, like a Hydra. | sinply wanted to stir our

friend, the conm ssioner, to furnish nore cooperation fromthe | aw

"But | struck the thing right on the head - or Heads. There is a Hydra,
and tonight its work was managed by a head nanmed Wl lard Mance. That fire was
of incendiary origin, intended to cover a big robbery. It finished by masking
nmurder as well. Ednund d encoe is dead, slain by the nan he called his best
friend, WIllard Mance."

For the rest of the ride, Cranston sat in stupefied silence. Know ng both
Mance and d encoe, he woul dn't have deemned the thing possible but for the fact
of his own narrow escape fromdeath at the hands of Kirthle. Cranston was
still
ponderi ng deeply when the car pulled up in front of his own sizable residence.

"After you, Cranston," undertoned The Shadow. "Only one of us can go in
t he house openly. | shall meet you in the trophy room"

Going up the front steps of his house, Cranston | ooked over his shoul der
hopi ng to catch sone token of The Shadow s exit fromthe |inousine. Al that
Cranston saw was bl ackness, thick within the car, and likew se on the ground
where the car had been after Stanley swing the |inousine around the corner of
t he garage.

Meeting servants inside the house, Cranston was detained a few m nutes
bef ore he went upstairs, as he had to inquire about phone calls during his
absence, particularly because some mght be of inmportance to his friend, The
Shadow. At |ast, Cranston reached the second floor and opened the door of the
trophy room

There Lanont Cranston found hinsel f.

Seated in a confortable arnchair, |anguidly snoking one of Cranston's
favorite cigars, was his double. Feature for feature, pose for pose, the man
in
the chair was Lanmont Cranston. Actually, he was The Shadow, who through
perf ect
make-up and | ong practice had becone as nuch Cranston as hinself.

Thi s had been going on for years, so it should have been perfect. But
when
Cranston thought back to the tine when he had first net The Shadow as hinsel f,
he renenbered that the inpersonation had been flaw ess, even then

"I SUPPCSE | owe you an apol ogy, Cranston," declared The Shadow in his
friend's owmn calmtone. "When | first decided to supplant you, it was purely
because you were away from hone for such |long periods. It was very conveni ent
to be someone who woul dn't show up for a year or nore."

"No fault of mine that | came back to stay," returned Cranston
"d obe-trotting is an obsol ete sport nowadays, with world conditions as they
are. However, | still enjoy our little game. |1've nade a lot of real friends
t hr ough you."

"And enem es, perhaps?"

"Plenty of enemies," |aughed Cranston, "but they haven't been permanent!
You seemto have the habit of witing themoff."

The Shadow joined in Cranston's laugh. It was singular, how their tones
bl ended into a single voice. Wien the mutual mrth ended, it was The Shadow
who
remar ked:

"Speaki ng of friends, Cranston, you have made a few for nme. One in
particular -"

"Margo Lane," interrupted Cranston. "I knew we'd get around to her. But



how did I know that | was going to nmeet her on that Caribbean cruise |I took?
How could | guess that she would run into you at a night club two days after
we

| anded? Naturally, she mstook you for me. | even would nyself if | could
f or get
who | am Anyway, you' ve found Margo useful .”

"Very useful ," agreed The Shadow. "Wenever trouble is com ng up, | know
it fromthe way Margo gets into it. It's a wonder she didn't get tangled in
this Hydra busi ness."

The Shadow had risen fromhis chair. He was strolling the roomin slow,
easy fashion. Watching his double, Cranston caught the nbod and began a strol
of his own. He cane face to face with The Shadow in a doorway and waited for
his inpersonator to speak. When The Shadow did, his voice came from behind
Cranston's shoul der.

"When did you install that door mrror?" asked The Shadow. "You shoul d
have told ne that you were having the trophy room renodel ed. "

Cranston spun away fromhis own reflection. H s face showed bl ank
surprise
as it met The Shadow s, who copied the expression to show Cranston what he'd
m ssed by not continuing to watch the mrror. Finding his wits again, Cranston
gestured about the room

"I had the place repapered,” he explained. "I'd forgotten about the
mrror. It was fitted only a few days ago."

"\Where have you put your rifles?" asked The Shadow, studying the bl ank

wall. "In the gun roon®?"

Cranst on nodded.

"I think I'lIl leave themthere," he said. "There isn't roomfor them when
the trophies are hung. O course, |I'll keep the cup cabinet here."

He pointed to a corner where a huge cabi net showed shel ves that were
| aden
wi th dozens of cups, all tributes to Cranston's skill as a sportsman. The
Shadow
smi | ed when he noted that one shelf was devoted to the trophies that he, The
Shadow, had personally won during tines when Cranston was away. N ce of
Cranston to arrange a special Shadow shel f.

"Keep me posted on all changes," suggested The Shadow. "I m ght cone hone
while you are out and find nyself a trifle confused. By the way, you hired a
new house man lately. Wat is his nanme?"

"Kendrick," replied Cranston. "He al ways answers the door, so you'l
probably nmeet himif you forget your pass-key. A rather stolid chap, but
capable -"

The Shadow raised his hand in interruption. He could hear slow footsteps
comng up the front stairs. Plucking his hat and cloak froma chair, The
Shadow
passed themto Cranston and gestured toward the door with the nmirror

"Step in the closet a mnute," suggested The Shadow. "That must be
Kendri ck comi ng upstairs, because the footsteps are newto ne. | mght as well
get acquainted with himwhile I'mhere."

A big surprise was due.

VWhat caused it was the fact that The Shadow was totally off guard. He had
to be so because he was posing as Cranston. There wasn't any reason for
Cranston to be alert, or even abrupt, when opening the door of the trophy room
to admt an arriving servant. Since The Shadow was playing the part of
Cranston, he opened the door in nost deliberate style.

Then The Shadow s hands were rising, shoulder high. The back steps that
he
took were forced upon himby the pressure of a revolver muzzle planted
squarely
in his chest. And the stare that The Shadow gave was Cranston's bl ank one,

t hat



he had intated only a few nminutes earlier

The man behind the gun was the nmurderer who had tricked The Shadow at
G encoe's. Not satisfied with that exploit, WIllard Mance had sprung anot her
cl ever stroke. Linking The Shadow wi th Lanmont Cranston, the bel ated guest who
had come to d encoe's hone, the Hydra Head was here for a final showdown!

CHAPTER V
DOUBLE DEATH

H S eyes fixed on The Shadow s, Mance gave an ugly laugh. Not for an
instant did the killer relax his gun hand, even when he reached behind himto
cl ose the door. There was nurder in Mance's glare. It stood for the future as
wel | as the past.

"I"'mgoing to kill you, Cranston,” informed Mance in a deep undertone.
"You crossed nmy path at G encoe's, and that was once too often!”

"Too bad what happened at d encoe's," parried The Shadow calmy. "I
suppose you escaped with the other guests. But your attitude puzzles ne,

Mance.
Did the heat of the fire affect you?"

"Now, | know you're bluffing, Shadow, " sneered Mance. "But you don't do
it
wel | without your cloak and hat."

In a bland fashion that suited his inpersonation of Cranston, The Shadow
st epped back so that Mance could have a better ook at him

Li ke Cranston, The Shadow was attired in evening clothes. Protected by
t he
cloak, the full-dress suit hadn't suffered during the episode at dencoe's. If
Mance sought evidence to prove his claimthat Cranston and The Shadow were
identical, he wasn't getting it.

"Naturally, you've hung your hat and cl oak somewhere," Mance told The
Shadow. "What is nore inportant, you had themw th you when you cane to
@ encoe's. Selbert told me that he saw your |inousine arrive out front. You're
the only person who could have spotted Kirthle's work.

"First Cranston, then The Shadow. Quite a coincidence. Kirthle nust have
seen you switch fromone into the other. It nmeant nothing to the rest, except
possi bly Selbert, but it meant enough to nme. So nuch, that | decided to settle
the problemquite on ny own"

"You need a drink, Mance," suggested The Shadow i ndul gently. "Unl ess
you' ve al ready had too many -"

By interruption, Mance pushed his gun forward, thrusting The Shadow hard
agai nst a chair. Whipping his free hand beneath The Shadow s eveni ng coat,
Mance haul ed out an automatic fromits holster and sent it thudding to the
floor. In the same quick sweep, he reached across The Shadow s body and pull ed
out the other .45. The second weapon hit the floor just as The Shadow regai ned
hi s bal ance.

As he drew back, Mance gave a triunphant sniff. He'd caught the trifling
odor of snoke from The Shadow s evening coat. It was hel pful, though, that
di scovery, for it caused Mance to pause and gl oat.

"That covers your case, Shadow," was Mance's verdict. "I'mgoing to kil
you, like I did dencoe! Not that you matter, because you never coul d def eat
the Hydra. You' ve heard of the original Hydra, with its many heads - and
nore."

The Shadow acted as though he hadn't, so Mance expl ai ned what he neant by
nore."

"Every time you lop off a Hydra head," gl oated Mance, "two others grow in
its place. That was the | egend of the original creature called the Hydra, and
our systemis the sane. If you' d killed me tonight, Shadow, the other Heads
woul d have el ected two nore of their kind.



"It happens that I'mgoing to kill you. Wen the police conm ssioner

finds
his friend Cranston nurdered, he will never blame me for it. | happen to be a
man who has a perfect alibi. That is, I'msure to have one when you're no

| onger alive to dispute it.

"But you can die with the satisfaction that, sooner or later, the Hydra
woul d have finished you. It was just a question of time, Shadow, and that tine
is now"

THE word "now' was The Shadow s cue. Expecting it, he knew the gesture
that would follow it - a forward thrust of Mance's gun, even though the nmuzzle
was | ess than a foot from The Shadow s chest. Likew se, The Shadow foresaw
t hat
Mance woul d withhold his trigger tug just long enough to see if his victim
yi el ded to the enotion of horror.

Had t he Shadow | owered his hands or nmade any nore other than a slight
waver, Mance woul d have fired instantly. So all The Shadow di d was waver, and
it proved quite enough. He faltered sideward, then forward with a trifling
twi st. Mance's gun was closer to his tight-drawn armthan to his chest, when
The Shadow suddenly cl anped bi ceps agai nst forearm

Right in the groove about his el bow, The Shadow caught the barrel of
Mance's revol ver. Not once did his hand signal what was comi ng, nor did that
hand stir after The Shadow gave the armclutch. It couldn't, for The Shadow s
armstayed rigid like a gripping vise.

VWhat The Shadow did was spin full about, packing all the weight of his
body into the | everage that whipped the revolver from Mance's clutch and
scal ed
it into the corner by the trophy case!

Finishing his twirl, The Shadow | unged for Mance. Though tricked, the
killer was already on the nove. Stooped to the floor, Mance was snatchi ng up
one of The Shadow s automatics. As Mance swung the gun toward its rightful
owner, The Shadow sped a hand for the killer's wist. Life or death were
hi nging on a split-second, the question being whether The Shadow coul d stop
Mance's gun hand before it conpleted its aim

A split-second with inches at stake! Inches that mght spell the end of
The Shadow s duel with the Hydra! The Shadow s fate depending on the first
spurt of his own gun, nowin the grip of an eneny's hand!

The automatic tongued flane, but its burst was unheard. Just as with
Mance's earlier shot at dencoe, so was this report drowned out by a much
greater roar. The whol e room shuddered, its very walls seened to split. The
Shadow reel ed from the concussion alnost at his elbow He didn't feel the
bull et that seared his shoul der when it passed - proof that Mance's shot had
m ssed.

St aggered by sonething really tremendous, The Shadow grabbed for Mance,
only to find that his foeman wasn't there. The nurderer was gone with the
bl ast, and the discordant clatter of netal that foll owed was something that
The
Shadow coul dn't connect with the killer's di sappearance.

Then, across the room The Shadow saw Cranston rising fromthe fl oor
besi de the open door of the closet. Cranston | ooked dazed, too, for he'd taken
a kick as hard as the toss that The Shadow had given himearlier. Fromthe
floor, Cranston picked up a manmot h weapon, nore sizable than a one-nan
bur den.

The t hing was an ol d-fashi oned el ephant gun

"I found it in the closet," explained Cranston. "It was the only gun |eft
here. The cartridges were on the shelf. So | |let Mance have one. He went over
there while I was com ng here.”

"Over there" was beside the trophy cabinet. The charge fromthe el ephant
gun had gi ven Mance a permanent wall op, along with the tenporary kick it



handed
Cranston. Folded right in half, Mance had hit the cabinet and overturned it.
Hs
crunpl ed body was covered with a bl anket of cups, which accounted for the
clatter that foll owed the gun bl ast.

Mance hadn't heard that belated crash. He was dead when his body started
it.

RELI EVI NG Cranston of the el ephant gun, The Shadow steered his friend
into
the closet. Hauling the big weapon with him The Shadow opened the door to
neet
arriving servants who had dashed upstairs when they felt the house quake.

In Cranston's cal mstyle, The Shadow i nqui red who had |l eft the el ephant
gun | oaded. The servants | ooked at one another as they shook their heads, so
The Shadow cool Iy di smi ssed them saying that he would take up the matter
| ater.

"\Whenever | see this gun," began Cranston, conming fromthe closet, "I'll
remenber what | did with it -"

"Quite right," interposed The Shadow approvingly. "Wat you did to Mance
wi || make anends for any el ephants you may have killed. Too bad Mance didn't
bring along a few nore Hydra Heads. At that close range, you could have bagged
a batch with one shot."

Sl ow y, understandi ng dawned on Cranston. He'd never conpared his
bi g- gane
hunts with The Shadow s quests for nmen of crine. He felt that The Shadow s
cause
was justified, but it had seened outside the field of sport. It still was, but
Cranston, now that he had dealt with a nurderer who deserved to die, was
realizing that his gane hunts were nore deserving of rebuke.

Bringing his cloak and hat fromthe closet, The Shadow put them on

Gazi ng
at Mance's body, he spoke in the whispered tone that suited his black garb
"Mance nentioned an alibi. He said he could kill me and never be called
to
account -"
There was a radio in another corner. The Shadow tuned in for a news
report
and waited silently until it cane. The first flash was a sutmmary of the fire
at
Ad encoe's, listing the victins who had perished there. Heading the list, next

to the nane of Ednund d encoe, was that of WIllard Mance. Mre names fol |l owed,
among them Sel bert's.

No wonder Mance had come to Cranston's bent on murder! Already marked as
dead, Mance woul d never have beconme a nurder suspect. C ear of blane in
d encoe's death, he could have killed at |eisure, beginning with The Shadow.

Though Mance hadn't known it, he would have needed to do a doubl e mnurder
to di spose of both The Shadow and Lanobnt Cranston, the two that he believed
were one. Justly enough, the matter of doubl e death had booneranged on Mance.
Al ready counted dead, the Hydra Head had net with actual doom

"This solves our present problem" The Shadow told Cranston. "Since Mance
is already dead, there is no need to report what happened here. It is better
to
| et the other Hydra Heads believe that Mance is still at large, rather than
have
themelect two nore to replace him Be ready later to adnmit ny agents. They
will
renove the body after your servants have retired.”

VWi | e The Shadow was descendi ng by the wi ndow route, Cranston went



downstairs inside the house and informed his servants that he would need them
no nmore this evening. Qutside, Cranston wal ked al ong the driveway toward the
gates, listening for other crunches on the gravel. None cane; instead,
Cranston

heard a whi spered voi ce beside him The Shadow had arrived silently, an

i nvi si bl e conpanion in the darkness.

"I"ve been thinking over what you told ne,’
gi ven
me a new definition of sport, though | always did argue that it wasn't the
ki |
that counted. Hunting big gane seens snmall conpared to tracking down
crimnals.”

The Shadow s responding |laugh told that he had found it that way for a
very long while.

"l seemto have noved in on this hunt," added Cranston, "so | fee
entitled to see it through. \Wenever you sight the other Hydra Heads, give ne
a
tallyho. Meanwhile -"

"Meanwhil e, you can still be yourself,"” inserted The Shadow. "As such you
may be the first to meet another Hydra Head. | often find a trail when | am
you, Cranston."

They were at the gate. Turning, Cranston started to ask anot her question
only to learn that The Shadow was no | onger beside him The proof was a
whi spered | augh that floated back fromthe night.

Encour agi ng, that |augh. Mre than a token of departure, it carried The
Shadow s full approval of Cranston's offer to continue in the quest against
t he
multiple nonster of crime that called itself the Hydra!

Cranston confided. "It's

CHAPTER VI
THE LONE TRAI L

TWD evenings |later, Lanont Cranston |earned what it could nmean to be
hinself. In response to a phone call from The Shadow, Cranston went to the
Cobalt Club to neet his friend, Police Comi ssioner Ralph Weston. It was a
| ong
whil e since Cranston had seen the conmi ssioner, because The Shadow had
nmonopol i zed those mneeti ngs.

From the nmonment he reached the club, Cranston realized that Wston hadn't
asked himto a social session. Crinme was on the board, and the conm ssioner
was
actual ly asking Cranston's advice. Myreover, there were two others present who
seemed to value it

One, of course, was Inspector Joe Cardona, a swarthy man of poker-faced
expression. Though Joe said little, he was always interested when Cranston
spoke. Cranston knew that The Shadow had often sided with Cardona when the
conmi ssi oner disputed his ace inspector's judgment.

The other man was Dustin Bardell, chairman of a citizen's conmttee that
had convened with Commi ssi oner Weston on the evening of the G encoe tragedy.
He
was a serious man, Bardell, past mddl e age but very active, and at tines
dynam c. He seened as determined to ferret out the Hydra busi ness as was
Vst on.

Square of face, sharp of eye, Bardell did nore than come bluntly to the
i ssue. In slambang style, he thwacked his hand upon the table and fairly
runbl ed at Cranston

"Cone! You were at dencoe's. You can tell us if incendiaries started
t hat



firel™

"I wasn't there when it began," pleaded Cranston. "They say there was an
expl osion that caused it."

"I'f so, the explosion was arranged,"” argued Bardell. "d encoe isn't the
first wealthy man who has been subjected to attack. There was somet hi ng wong
about that whol e business. You nust find nore evidence, comm ssioner." Bardel
paused, about to bang the table again, then held his hand poised. "Ah! Here is
the man who can help us!"

The man in question was a tall, sharp-faced individual who entered the
scene with a long, brisk stride, opening a brief case as he arrived. He spread
a batch of papers on the table between Weston and Bardell, then turned from

one
to the other, giving each a decisive gaze.

Cranston recogni zed the newconmer as Charl es Medor, head of the United
I nsurance Bureau, which nade a business of investigating clainms against |arge
i nsurance conpanies. Inpartial in its decisions, the United Bureau was never
guestioned in its verdicts. Noted for his thorough work, paid highly for his
services, Medor was the final authority on insurance clains.

Medor's report was a bonmbshell that turned out to be a dud when he
delivered it.

"The expl osion was an accident at dencoe's," asserted Medor, referring
to
the report sheets that he brought. "A faulty valve in the oil pipe to the
furnace, slow seepage fromthe storage tank were the contributory causes.

"The quick spread of the fire was not surprising, considering that
hundreds of gallons of oil were in the tank. Al testinobny proves that the
flames spread too rapidly for any of G encoe's furnishings to be saved.

"Since the insurance conpani es have a full inventory of d encoe's
treasures and their value, | have recomended that all clains be paid,
particularly as the guests at G encoe's hone have stated that every item naned
was in the house when the fire started.”

Bardell came to his feet angrily.

"You can't do this!" he stormed. "Wy, suppose that fire was neant to
ruin
d encoe! Enem es m ght even have wanted himto perish, along with poor Mnce!
Suppose, for example, that G encoe had been bl ackmail ed, but had refused to

pay

"I do not deal in suppositions,” inserted Medor icily. H's eyes were very
cold under his bristly brows. "I go by facts, and in this case they are plain.
Any delay in settlenent of dencoe's just clains would injure the reputation
of
t he i nsurance conpanies that | represent."”

"But who could object, now that d encoe is dead?"

"Certain new corporations in which Gencoe had an interest,"” returned
Medor. "d encoe had agreed to finance several budding industries. He had even
gi ven his notes, pending the issue of stock in those conpanies.”

Bardel | nodded sl owy.

"I know about those conpanies," he adnmitted. "I'd hoped to buy into sone
of themmyself. Still, Medor, if this could only wait!"
"It can't," enphasized Medor. "The |aw has provided no evi dence of crinme

directed at either G encoe or Mnce."

Conmi ssi oner Weston sat as though handcuffed. Medor was right; too right.
Even the bodi es of d encoe and Mance had not been recovered fromthe heaped
ashes and cinders that represented all that was |left of G encoe's mansion and
its treasures. Even to suggest that the pair had been nurdered, would be
preposterous, if voiced publicly.

As for Lamont Cranston, he sat back wi shing that he really were The
Shadow. He was sure that his un-cl oaked doubl e coul d have found sone way to
change Medor's set opinion in a case where The Shadow knew that crinme had been



conmitted on three counts: arson, robbery, and nurder

PERHAPS if Cranston had reasoned a bit further, he'd have realized why
The
Shadow hadn't chosen to cone here in his place. Actually, The Shadow was
t aki ng
the best of steps to unveil the true facts of crine at G encoe's. He was using
the sane system as before - that of trailing a worker of the Hydra, as in the
case of Kirthle.

This time, however, The Shadow was doi ng nore than haunt the footsteps of
a nmere tool

He was trailing Selbert, G encoe's "dead" secretary!

Only a few nights ago, WIllard Mance, a supposed dead man, had tried to
trick The Shadow. The result had proven disastrous for Mance, establishing him
as really dead; still, Mance had won a point. He'd shown, for instance, that a
man supposed to be dead woul d not have to worry over alibis for nurder

The sane applied to Sel bert. Like Mance, he could feel secure, except for
one provi so.

If publicly recognized by anyone, Selbert would be in serious plight. The
fact made himan outcast with the rest of the Hydra's tribe. He couldn't go
around with themin the nobile fashion that they preferred, because if narked,
he' d make trouble for the rest.

There was another interesting slant in Selbert's case.

Unquestionably the Hydra, through its vari ous Heads, owned hi de-aways of
t he deepest sort. Pooled wealth could give the | esser workers benefit of many
advant ages that ordinary crimnals did not possess.

But it would be folly for the Hydra to waste any such assets on Sel bert.
The dead nman wasn't hunted, not to the Hydra's know edge. All Selbert had to
do
was stay sone place where he wouldn't be recognized. In brief, Selbert was on
his own for the present.

For two days, The Shadow had been working on that theory. Fromhis
sanctum a bl ack-walled roomdeep in the heart of Manhattan, the cl oaked
i nvestigator was keeping contact with many secret agents skilled in locating
men that their chief wanted found.

It wasn't like looking for a needle in a haystack, not the way The Shadow
handled it. On the table beneath the bluish light that formed the only
illumination in his sanctum The Shadow had spread a | arge map of Mnhattan
di vided into many squares, nost of which were shaded. The rest were the ones
that count ed.

This was a map that covered cases like Selbert's. A man in his situation
woul d stay in Manhattan rather than go to one of the other boroughs. He woul d
avoi d Chi natown and the ot her numerous foreign quarters where he would be too
conspi cuous, so those were shaded off.

Natural |y, business areas were out. So were hotel sections, anusenent
centers, even big apartnent sectors, where people often had chance neetings
wi t h acquai nt ances.

Conversely, Selbert wouldn't be around ol d-fashi oned nei ghborhoods or in
the real m of cheap room ng houses where strangers attracted attention. He'd
probably picked an apartnent |arger than a converted house, yet one that
didn't
have an attendant on duty. Preferably a furnished place on a nonth-to-nonth
basi s, which narrowed the field even nore.

Such were shown in the conparatively few squares that remained unshaded
on
The Shadow s man. There, his agents were scouting for someone who | ooked |ike
Sel bert. And now, even while The Shadow was tappi ng new squares with his
finger, a tiny light glowed on the wall.

Reachi ng for earphones, The Shadow heard from his contact man, Burbank



Sel bert was found. O yde Burke, an agent who worked as a newspaper
reporter, had spotted the forner secretary leaving a delicatessen with a three
days supply of food. He'd watched the small apartment house where Sel bert
went ,
and had seen lights come on. Selbert was living in Apartment 3D of a
si de-street
apartment house known as the Mnolith Arns.

The bluish light clicked off. There was a crinkle as the nmap was fol ded
in
t he darkness. A whispered |laugh stirred the sanctum its tone so shivery that
echoes answered in repeated sibilance, only to fade into a silence as solid as
t he bl ackness, a double proof that The Shadow, master of night, had left his
hi dden donai n.

AT the same tinme, Lanmont Cranston was dropping Charles Medor at the
office
of the United I nsurance Bureau. Alighting fromthe |inousine, Medor sniled as
he
t hanked Cranston for the lift.

It happened that Cranston had left the Cobalt Club at the same tine as
Medor. The reason was that Cranston had received a tel ephone call froma very
i nsi stent young | ady nanmed Margo Lane.

Conmi ssi oner Weston had gri ped about the way Cranston's girl-friend so
often tal ked himout of conferences, but it had done no good. For a week,
Cranston had been prom sing to take Margo to a night club, and al ways
sonet hi ng
had postponed it. He'd said that if he didn't keep the date tonight, Mrgo
woul d
be through with him

That had brought a grunt of "Good riddance" from Weston, but Cranston
hadn't seen it that way. Medor's office being on the way to the place where
Cranston was to nmeet the Lane girl, the insurance nman had gotten a ride.

Though Cranston had said little during the trip, Medor watched the car
until it was out of sight. Then, striding into his office, the rangy man
nodded
to his night clerk and went on through.

Reaching his private office, Medor |ocked the door behind himand sat
down
in front of a square-shaped instrunent that |ooked Iike the mcrophone of an
i nteroffice communi cati on system

First, Medor pressed a button. A curious whir cane fromthe device. Medor
spoke al oud, and waited. A garbled voice responded, its words chopped to
nonsense by the whir. Medor turned a dial until the voice was clear

This instrument was a short-wave radio set, fitted with a mxer; only the
two persons who held a conversation could shift the whirring sound so that
t hey
woul d hear their statenents ungarbled

Interrupting the other voice, Medor spoke again, his sharp face pressing
close to the mcrophone, until its flat top was on direct level with his bushy
eyebrows. The words that Medor uttered were:

"This is Head No. 7."

CHAPTER VI |

CRI ME' S STRANGE LAIR

FROM t he vestibule of the Minolith Arns, Selbert poked his pale face and
gave a wary | ook both ways along the street. Two nights ago, Selbert's nanner



had been dapper; this evening, he | ooked scared. Maybe his fright at his first
nmeeting with The Shadow was the reason, for Selbert's glances were the utnopst
in suspicion each time he studied a darkened patch of street.

Any of those blotted-out segments mi ght be The Shadow. So thought
Sel bert,
until he counted so many spl otches that he suddenly changed his nind. Qite
sure
t hat The Shadow coul dn't be around, Selbert stole fromthe doorway and off
al ong
the street. His anxi ous eyes were set straight ahead, as if his fear had
becone
a matter of the future

It woul d have made no difference if Sel bert had | ooked back. The
particul ar clunp of darkness that noved did so in a style that no one woul d
have noticed. The solid gl oomof a basenment doorway seenmed sinply to surge
forward, then spread; not for an instant did it reveal itself as a figure
cl oaked in black. Rather, it drifted into the surrounding gloom to be
absor bed
like a cloud of dispelling snoke.

Sel bert's hurry, his anxiety, both made it easier for The Shadow to stalk
him Turning a corner, Selbert threw a furtive glance at a subway entrance in
the next block, then decided that he couldn't afford the benefit of a nicke
fare. Hs picture had appeared in the newspapers as one of the victins at
d encoe' s house. Though small and a poor photograph, the resenbl ance m ght
stri ke sone subway rider

A cab was the only vehicle that Selbert could safely use, so he took one.
Whi ch suited The Shadow, because he had stationed that cab for Selbert to
find.

The cab bel onged to The Shadow and its driver was Moe Shrevnitz, one of
The Shadow s capabl e secret agents. Accepting Selbert as a passenger, Shrevvy
stalled a bit while starting his notor, which gave The Shadow tinme to enter a
cab across the street.

The driver of the other cab was quite astoni shed by the whi spered voice
that told himto follow the cab ahead, because he'd seen no one enter fromthe
dar kness.

But the tone wasn't the sort to brook an argunent, so The Shadow won his
point, while Me, up ahead, saw that the trailing cab didn't |ose him

Maybe Sel bert suspected sonething, for after a dozen bl ocks he paid Me
off and transferred to another cab. That old trick didn't help him The Shadow
paid off his cabby and shifted to Mbe's waiting cab. Fromthen on, Sel bert
couldn't know that he was trailed, for The Shadow had trained Mye to such
busi ness.

Moe ducked around through other streets and picked up the trail on
anot her
avenue. Sonetimes he woul d get ahead of Sel bert and | et The Shadow check on
t he
ot her cab. On avenues, Mbe would |l ose his cab from sight behind trucks and
busses, like a porpoise playing amd a school of whales.

Thus when Sel bert reached his goal, The Shadow still was right behind
hi m
On foot, the cloaked trailer nmerged with a building wall until Sel bert entered
the side door of a large building. After a brief pause, The Shadow took the
same route.

SI NGULAR was Sel bert's choice of destination. He had picked the pronenade
of a huge office building that was rmuch |ike an arcade, with rows of shops on
each side. Few of the shops were open in the evening, but there was an arrow
ahead that pointed to a door with the sign:



MUSEUM OF MECHANI CAL SCI ENCE

The nuseum was due to close within an hour, hence it was al nost deserted.
Selbert paid fifty-five cents, for admttance and tax, to a uniforned
gat ekeeper, who wat ched himgo through a railed entrance fitted with a
phot oel ectric beam A recording device gave a sharp click, then another, which
caused the gatenman to turn in sudden surprise.

For the first tinme in its history the beam had worked tw ce when only one
person went through, and the keeper couldn't understand it. He | ooked toward
the beam then shot a long glance after Selbert. Finally, he gazed in other
directions, but by then it was too | ate.

As he had boldly stepped from darkness, so had The Shadow returned to it.
Openly visible only when the gateman's attention was di verted, The Shadow had
promptly veered to a space behind a huge exhibit case that showed an enl arged
mechani sm of an automatic | ock. Sel bert having gone the other way, the puzzled
man at the gate took his first look in the wong direction, and that was
enough
for The Shadow to conplete a glide to cover

Shifting to a deeper corner next to a big case that inclosed a | arge
nodel
of an ocean l|iner, The Shadow wat ched Sel bert nove around the wall and stop at
exhi bits whenever other custoners canme by.

At one case, Selbert dropped a nickel in a slot to watch a node
| oconmotive run on treadm Il tracks. While that was going on, The Shadow saw an
attendant pause and take a steady | ook at the drab secretary.

Simlarly, another attendant checked Sel bert when he was going into an
adj acent room where The Shadow foll owed as soon as the way was cl ear
Whi ski ng
into a farther room The Shadow | ooked back fromthe doorway to see Sel bert
finishing a quick round of exhibits under the scrutinizing eye of a third
attendant.

The far roomwas enpty of people, but it |acked suitable cover for The
Shadow. At one side were a few steps | eading down to a door that bore the
si gn:

CHAMBER OF MARVELS

Reachi ng the door, The Shadow was opening it and shifting though when
Sel bert canme in sight. Fortunately, the fellow stopped to play with a
hand- crank mnovi e machi ne, otherw se he m ght have caught his first glinpse of
The Shadow entering the marvel room

In fact, The Shadow was just working the door shut to the slightest
crack,
when Sel bert |left the novie machine and cane directly to the Chanber of
Mar vel s

itself.
Conpl etely cl osing the door, The Shadow turned about. The first thing he
saw was a robot standing on a platformagainst the far wall. It was a |arge,

cunbersome thing, its linbs, body and head not hing but cylinders of
consi derably nmore than human proportions. Hung fromits neckl ess head was a
pl acard, reading:

QUT OF ORDER

Gi pping the robot, The Shadow found that it cane apart. Evidently its
machi nery had been sent away for repair, for the interior was quite enpty. So
t he Shadow stepped into the robot's | egs and eased the |ightweight body and
head down over him

Fromw thin the thin-shelled contraption, he peered out through tiny
hol es



that were drilled to make an ornanmental pattern.

When Sel bert entered, The Shadow was able to take stock of the room as
well as the man, for Selbert began a tour of the chamber. It didn't take him
long, for the square roomwas quite snmall, but its exhibits were highly
interesting, all being of a freakish sort.

ONE corner formed a railed square, wherein a huge netal rimwas slowy
spinning in a nysterious fashion, covering a circle about equal to its own
five-foot dianmeter. It was obviously controlled by an el ectromagnet that
revol ved beneath the floor, but the effect was surprising, nevertheless.

Sel bert stared, quite fascinated, at this nmarvel, then noved al ong.

Next was an exhi bit case containing a nodel stratosphere balloon. Sel bert
pressed a button and the balloon inflated with gas, to rise to the top of the
hi gh case. There a valve was rel eased and the ball oon cane down agai n.

Anot her corner contained a conbi nation dredger and sifter. It was much
like a full-sized scoop seen on a steam shovel, but its edges were |like teeth.
The thing was used for dredging coal fromriver beds, since the fine particles
of coal would sift out through the teeth.

This device was in operation. Each minute it would open its great stee
jaws |ike Jonah's whale, and clanp them shut again.

Leaving that corner, Selbert passed the robot, giving it a nere glance as
he went by. He canme to another case, containing poison gases and their various
reagents. Here were half a dozen slots, each calling for a nickel for the
privilege of seeing gases travel through spiral tubes and produce bubbles or
color changes in glass jars containing |liquids of proper chem cal content.

Sel bert didn't waste any nickels. He was turning to the final corner to
| ook at an automatic netal crusher, when the door of the marvel chanber opened
and three attendants filed into the room They were the sane trio who had eyed
Sel bert during his earlier tour. Each man had a fist slightly clenched, and
al l
| et their hands come open.

In response, Selbert spread his fingers to give the Hydra signal

"Tooth 4A," spoke Sel bert, as soon as the door was closed. "Awaiting new
assi gnment . "

"Ear 7C," replied one of the attendants. "W have heard from Head No. 7,
telling us to expect you, but not so soon as this. W understood you were on
vacation."

Sel bert nodded. Then:

"l guess you know all about nme," he said. "I'm supposed to be dead, so
have to stay out of sight. But ny forner Head, No, 4, told nme if | didn't hear
fromhim 1'd be transferred to Seven. | was to nake contact here.”

The Ear knew that such were Selbert's orders. He said that he had heard
fromHead No. 7 only a short while ago and that Tooth 7A had been nenti oned.
Proper arrangenents had been made on Sel bert's account.

"We're pulling out of here tonight," explained the Ear. "Qur Head has
rigged a job for us. W're going to clean out the Paragon Trust Co. sone tine
t onmor r ow. "

"You'll cone back here then?" inquired Selbert.

"No," replied the Ear. "The nmuseum won't be stayi ng open evenings, SO
we're no | onger needed. The Head was just waiting until we could quit. Wrking
here was soft for us, and saved expenses. Besides, we were ready to help
anybody in a pinch, like you."

Wth that, the Ear gestured to the robot that forned The Shadow s hidi ng
pl ace.

"W took the guts out of old Roger," continued the Ear, "so we could use
himto hold a stowaway. That "out-of-order"” sign is so people won't bother
hi m
If you'd cone racing in here, we'd have piled you in Roger, clanped the
cat ches



tight and chucked away the sign. A guy inside can do the robot act as good as
any machinery. You tell Roger to raise his right hand, he does it. Sinple
stuff
like that."

The Shadow resisted the inpulse to prove that Roger was an obedi ent
robot .
Sel bert gave the netal nan a stare, as though glad he hadn't been called upon
for robot duty. Then the Ear was plucking Selbert's arm gesturing to a device
that stood on a table between the gas case and the crusher

The thing | ooked |ike an ordinary radio set, but it was |abel ed:

RADI O M XER
Hands O f

"You'd better talk with Head Seven direct,"” the Ear told Sel bert. "Mke
it
short, though. We're closing the dunmp soon."

Sel bert began to thunb the dials of the mxer. One of the attendants
showed him a hidden switch that started the whir. Another turned to the Ear
and
asked himif he wanted to turn off the perpetual |anp, which was an object
li ke
a gas jet, burning in a glass cylinder on a shelf above the radio nixer

The Ear shook his head. He said the perpetual |anmp could burn out for al
he cared, since this was their last night on duty. Wth that, the Ear gestured
hi s compani ons out through the door behind them |eaving Selbert to hold a
private interview with his new Head.

An interview that woul d be overheard by Roger the Robot, in the person of
The Shadow

CHAPTER VI I'|
MACHI NES GONE MAD

I T took Selbert several mnutes to get the hang of the radio mxer. He
kept talking to it while he played with the dials, but everything sounded
garbled. At last, a voice spoke in response to Selbert's efforts. It said:

"This is Head No. 7."

As occupant of the robot, The Shadow coul d hear as well as see, but he
wasn't able to identify the voice of Head Seven. The whir fromthe m xer
di sgui sed the tone, nmaking it quite crackly. That didn't matter to Sel bert.
Knowi ng that he'd opened conversation with a new chief, Selbert began to talk.

First, he expressed loyalty to the Hydra and all its heads. That seened
to
i mpress Head Seven, who announced that he could use the services of a capable
Tooth. Then the voice that really belonged to Charles Medor put an inportant
guesti on.

"Why have you not heard from Head No. 4?" was the query. "W who formthe
Hydra expected nmore fromhim™

"So did I," returned Sel bert. "Sonething nmust have happened -

"Because Head Four net The Shadow?"

"That might be it," replied Selbert. Then, a bit puzzled, he added: "How
did you know about The Shadow?"

Head No. 7 gave a cryptic chuckle. It didn't perplex The Shadow, because
he knew that others of Mance's followers had seen himaround G encoe's,
somet hing that Sel bert probably had not |earned before Mance sent hi m away
al one.

"The Hydra is everywhere," spoke Head No. 7. "Hi s Heads are many, his

Eyes



nunberl ess, like his Ears and Teeth. The Hydra cares for all who obey his
mandat es. "

"I know," said Selbert gratefully. "I could have hidden here, had | been
i n danger. No one woul d have found ne."

"No one could have found you," stressed the whirring voice of Medor
"Turn
to the robot that was to be your hiding place."

Sel bert turned to face Roger

"Beside the robot is a |ever,'
draw it toward you, hard."

As Sel bert gripped the lever that projected fromthe robot's platform

conti nued Head Seven. "Take hold of it and

The
Shadow not only voiced a warning hiss, but he raised the shell arms in hope of
st oppi ng Sel bert.

The Shadow s intuitive brain had grasped a thing that hadn't struck
Sel bert. A nmenace was at hand, and though The Shadow held no regrets for
Selbert, he didn't want to share the consequences. The crackly | augh of Head
Seven's voice was a giveaway to The Shadow, though not to Sel bert.

Unfortunately, The Shadow s hiss and the sudden novenent of the robot's
arms failed utterly to halt Selbert. The dupe sinply thought that the robot's
machi nery was in action, for Selbert's own problenms had caused himto pay
little attention to the things that the Ear nmentioned. This | apse on Sel bert's
part was fatal

Sel bert pulled the lever. It cane |oose in his hand the nonent it
rel eased
a nmechani sm beneat h the fl oor

Wth that, the room went nad.

Al'l the machinery cut |oose at once. The huge revol ving hoop began to
spin
at stepped-up speed. The stratosphere balloon puffed, shot upward, defl ated,
and
filled again, within its tall glass case. The toothed scoop cl apped open
cl anged shut, and began to jab forward on a long rod, like a crane in action

Poi son gases were seething in their ease. A heavy crusher in the | ast
corner banged down, popped up, banged down again in trenendous fashion. Fully
five feet square, that crusher was horrendous when it began to act that way.

The perpetual lanp did nothing; it sinmply continued to flicker in the
gl ass case on the shelf above the radio mxer. The fact that the robot hurled
itself apart and clattered in sections on the platform was sinply part of the
chaos, so far as Sel bert was concerned.

The dazed nman didn't see The Shadow conme fromthe robot's interior, for
Sel bert had swung back to the mxer, shrieking that the | ever had broken | oose
and hell along with it.

To which came Medor's response, the triunphant crackle of Head No. 7,
delivering words that were wong in every fact until the final statenent.

"You tricked us, Selbert!" accused Head Seven. "W know you for who you
were, The Shadow in disguise! Cever of you to play the part of a sinple
secretary. Things went further than you thought they would, but you did manage
to finish Mance afterward, otherwi se we would have heard from Head No. 4.

"Now you are back again, trying to trick the Hydra. W were waiting for
you, to nake this effort the last. It is death for you, Selbert! Things have
gone too far again. This time, they are designed for doom- to The Shadow "

DOOM t o The Shadow

The whol e mi staken nmotion of the Hydra was bearing fruit, for The Shadow
hinself was in the very trap designed for Selbert, the man the Hydra Heads had
mar ked as the bl ack-cl oaked warrior in disguise!

Terrible, indeed, was that trap! Fanmobus waxwork museuns of the past had
held their so-called Chanber of Horrors. This nodern nuseum of nechanica



sci ence had a Chanber of Marvels that inventive genius had transformed to one
of real horrors. It didn't take the statenment of a Hydra Head to prove it

Mere delivery of high speed did the trick.

Spear head of the mechanical attack was the great rimthat normally kept
spinning in its corner. The huge hoop weighed at |east a quarter of a ton, and
t he hidden el ectromagnet that controlled it was on a greater eccentric than
t he
corner confines. It was geared to cover the whole room when the power was on
in

full.

Smashi ng t hrough the wooden rail that hemmred it in, the mghty hoop cut a
swat h across the room Its spin was still noderate, but its force was
terrific.

It sinply chopped down anything it struck. The Shadow dodged it, as did

Sel bert,

and the hoop struck the table that held the radio nixer. Medor's whirry voice
chopped of f as table and cabinet went to tinder

Grabbi ng Sel bert, The Shadow flung hi m si dewards. The massi ve hoop,
sl ashing past the platform crunched the shell of the robot into a flattened
mess of nmetal. But in flinging Selbert, The Shadow saved himfrom a nenace
equal to the whirling hoop

The t oot hed scoop was shoving forward with its hungry jaws, hoping to
gobble a human victim All that it gai ned was The Shadow s cl oak, as he dived
along with Sel bert. The massive teeth chewed the cloak into shreds.

Up agai n, The Shadow haul ed Sel bert away fromthe hoop's path. The
smashing rimtook the stratosphere cabinet instead and broke it all apart. A
fierce hiss told that hydrogen was coming in quantity fromthe crushed tank
Still, there wasn't a chance for The Shadow and Sel bert to reach the door. The
hoop was after them forcing themto another dodge.

As the two figures rolled in the center of the room the hoop went past
and smashed the cabi net of poison gases, releasing themas another surety of
doom The Shadow tried to haul Selbert toward the door, only to be bl ocked by
the rimin its next circuit.

This time, The Shadow barely saved Selbert fromthe crusher in the other
corner. Al that the crusher caught was the brim of The Shadow s hat. Flipping
beneat h the crusher, the slouch headpi ece becanme the replica of a pancake.

Grabbing the I ever that Sel bert had wenched and dropped, The Shadow t ook
a slash at the revolving rim Playing hoop with that thing didn't work. The
| ever flew away |ike a feather and | anded on the platformbel onging to the
rui ned robot.

Away agai n went The Shadow, dragging Selbert with him It was |ucky they
didn't head toward the platform for the rimcut through it like a buzz saw
hitting a pine board.

Al the while, the toothed scoop was clanping, the crusher bashing, ready
for their deadly work if the mghty rimfailed.

How | ong those nmenaces coul d be dodged was sonething that hardly
mat t er ed,
for the gases would bring death within a few nore m nutes. The Shadow reached
the door and tried to open it, only to find it bolted on the other side. He
dodged back to avoid the netal rims gyration and cane into Selbert's clutch
in
the middle of the floor

Havi ng realized that his conpanion was The Shadow, Sel bert had gone as
mad
as the nmachines. The crazed man still had faith in the Hydra, and seened to
think that by fighting the uncl oaked Shadow he could win favor with the
mul tiple master who had di sowned hi m

Not to be bothered with Sel bert, The Shadow hurled hi mover by the
denol i shed platform G abbing the discarded | ever, Selbert drove for his human
f oe.



Wth mere minutes to live, it was a question of one life or the other.

Sel bert, accomplice in nurder, deserved to die. Still, The Shadow was ready to
go the limt to keep the dupe alive. He grabbed at the | ever when Sel bert
swung

it, locked with the madman and reel ed hi maway from the approachi ng hoop

Sel bert wouldn't have it that way. He fought back, and thereby finished
hi nsel f. The hoop gl anced him sent him agai nst the scoop, which chopped him
hard. Mangl ed, Selbert went shrieking forward, to neet the hoop again. This
time it threw himto the crusher, which sprawled him and nore.

VWhat was left of Selbert rolled, or rather slid, away dead. The hoop cane
sl ashing around again to nake worse pulp of the victims body. The Shadow had
scarcely any time to glance at Sel bert during those devastating stages. Still
carrying the | ever, The Shadow was dodgi ng the hoop and its allies: the
| ong- necked scoop and the hammering crusher

PRECI QUS mi nutes were gone. The Shadow coul dn't survive another in the
gas-filled room H's own brain was whirling madly, but one thing stuck. That
| anp on the shelf, the only thing undamaged! The Hydra's men had mentioned it,
but hadn't thought it inportant.

It could be inportant to The Shadow. Anbng the deadly gases that were

filling the roomwas an oversupply of inflamuable hydrogen
Fi nding hinself near the remmants of the platform The Shadow turned and
flung the lever at the glass cylinder on the shell. Even before the iron rod

reached its mark, The Shadow saw the great hoop on a new eccentric, coning
straight at himacross the room to block the one place that he nust reach
t he

door.

The rimwas endwi se. Instinctively, The Shadow took a dive straight at
it.

He was arrowi ng one way, while the hoop revol ved, com ng the opposite
direction.

Strai ght through the great rimwent The Shadow. Hi s feet were grazed by the
edge

as it finished the turn, but they cane clear. In the mdst of that long slide
toward the door, The Shadow heard the iron |l ever crash the glass cylinder that
housed t he perpetual |anp.

When the glass shattered, the flanme was bare. The flanme spoke with a
mghty puff as it ignited the gas that filled the room The gas produced a
terrific blast that packed nore wallop than all the nechanical contrivances
put
t oget her.

The roomdidn't blow apart. Instead, its weak spot gave, and that weak
spot was the door. It burst like a safety valve, and with the flane that
hurtl ed t hrough went The Shadow

So swift was the explosion, so conplete its result, that The Shadow
wasn' t
scorched by the vanishing flame. He | anded cl ear across the outer exhibit
room
and came groggily to his feet while nen were dashing in fromthe other door
They didn't even see the rising shape that | ooked Iike Cranston. They were on
their way to stop the nechanical nadness in the Chanber of Marvels.

VWen the current was turned off, the arrivals found Sel bert's body, or
what was left of it. Certain men, workers for the Hydra, also discovered tiny
shreds of black cloth and a flattened piece of felt. That settled themin
their
opi ni on regardi ng Sel bert.

The Hydra had elimnated The Shadow.

A certain cab driver named Mbe Shrevnitz woul d have di sagreed. At that
very noment, he was carrying a very groggy passenger to the hospital. Having



had both Sel bert and The Shadow as passengers earlier in the evening, Me knew
whi ch was whi ch.

Thi s person who had stunbl ed out of the building and collapsed in the
waiting cab was certainly The Shadow. Me's chief had taken a terrific
beat i ng,
but he woul d cone through. Mde knew it from experience. Whenever The Shadow
muttered, he was all right. He had a way of pushing every ounce of strength
into words that were inportant.

Moe caught those words. It was his business to catch themat a crucial
tine like this.

"Paragon Trust," came The Shadow s mutter. "Robbery tomorrow. The Hydra

That was all, and it was enough. Loyal agents would pick up where The
Shadow had left off. Weeling the cab in through the hospital gates, Me was
grimy sure that crine would be stopped cold when the tinme cane.

Toni ght's events should have told Mde that he was being overhopeful. One
thi ng had been proven very definitely by The Shadow s nasterful escape from
t he
[ air of nurderous nachines.

The logic was this: the Hydra hadn't managed to stop The Shadow.

Therefore, only The Shadow could stop the Hydral

CHAPTER | X
CRI ME W THOUT CRI ME

I T was noon when Dr. Rupert Sayre told the nurse to renove the oxygen
tent. That done, Sayre had a | ook at his patient, Lanont Cranston. The oxygen
had proved efficacious, the best of treatnents, considering that Cranston had
been treated to about every other kind of gas, the night before.

O course, the hospital reports did not indicate it. Only Dr. Sayre knew
what The Shadow had gone through. Sayre had heard the true facts from Burbank,
as rel ayed by Me, who had | earned sonet hi ng of what was happening inside the
scientific museum while waiting for The Shadow to rejoin him

Bur bank had stressed one point. If possible, Sayre was to suppress the
fact that Cranston was hospitalized. Sayre managed to do this because he was
Cranston's private physician. Mreover, Sayre knew that his present patient
was
The Shadow, to whom he owed a great debt. Not only had The Shadow once rescued
Sayre from death, he had set up the young physician in a Park Avenue practice.

Thus Sayre would go to any limts for The Shadow, and in this instance
t he
doctor was keeping to hinmself a thing that he had | ong suspected: nanely, that
there were two Cranstons - a real one, and another who used Cranston's
personal ity when occasion required. Sayre al so was convi nced that none of The
Shadow s ot her agents, with the possible exception of Burbank, knew that there
were two Cranstons.

To preserve The Shadow s all-essential secret, Dr. Sayre announced t hat
the patient could be discharged fromthe hospital. He said he'd call for
Cranston personally, but that until he returned, the oxygen treatment could be
conti nued.

Sayre gave the inpression that he would be back very shortly, but when he
left, it was with the actual intention not to return until late in the
aft ernoon. Knowi ng the whole story of this case, Sayre felt that the nore
oxygen his patient received, the better.

Thanks to Sayre's system it was quite all right for the real Lanont
Cranston to keep a one-o'clock |uncheon appoi ntnent with Conmm ssi oner Weston.
Shoul d the matter ever be uncovered in the future, Weston night be surprised
to



| earn that Cranston had cone straight froma hospital cot to lunch with him
But
there woul d be no question of an overlap. The hospital records woul d show t hat
Cranston had been discharged in tine to keep his appointnent.

During lunch, Weston spoke briefly of a strange accident that had
occurred
the night before. He told how the mechanical marvels at the scientific nmuseum
had gone berserk and killed an unidentified visitor who had been in the place.

Mangl ed beyond recognition, the victimhad paid a ghastly penalty for
toying with a power |ever that shouldn't have been touched. The attendants had
done their best to save the fellow, but w thout avail

Next, Weston shifted to a far nmore inportant subject, a tip-off that the
pol i ce had received.

"I't may have been a crank call,’
didn't
ignore it. Qur informant clains that crinmnals intend to stage a robbery at
t he
Paragon Trust Co. sonetime today."

Cranston | ooked interested as he inquired:

"More of the Hydra's work?"

"Very probably," returned Weston, "unless the whole thing is a hoax. But

decl ared the conmm ssioner, "but we

I

can assure you that robbery will be inpossible. |Inspector Cardona is watching
the bank building with a dozen plain-clothes men. He has two arnored cars
bristling with machi ne guns. They | ook |ike bank cars, nothing nore. Crooks

will be due for a real surprise if they start anything."
Weston was adding that they'd start down to the Paragon Trust after they
finished |unch, when Cranston was informed that he had a phone call. Answering

it in a booth, he was a bit startled to hear his own voice over the wre.
Then,
realizing that it nust be The Shadow, he rel axed.

"Hell o, Cranston," said The Shadow. "Were do you suppose | just woke up?
In an oxygen tent, of all places!"

"I envy you," replied Cranston. "You must be far nmore confortable than
amin this phone booth."

"I won't keep you long," The Shadow prom sed. "All | want you to do is
give our friend, the conm ssioner, the slip after you finish [unch."

"So that you can take ny place?"

"Exactly! 1'll show up outside the club after he begins to get tired
wai ting for you."

"Very good," agreed Cranston. "Anything el se?"

"One nore thing," stated The Shadow. "lnsist upon an extra cup of coffee,
and nmake sure it disagrees with you."

"But cof fee never disagrees with nme -

"A bit of spoof, old man," The Shadow interrupted. "I'mlikely to have a
di zzy spell in the commissioner's car. I'd rather he attributed it to an
overdose of caffeine, instead of too much oxygen. 1'll see you | ater, Cranston

- much later."

DOM at the Paragon Trust Co., the tellers were returning fromlunch, one
by one. They worked in relays early in the day, but all were in their
respective cages during the final hour fromtw o' clock to three. They had to
be, for the Paragon Trust was al ways fl ooded with customers near closing tine.

Stolid fellows, these tellers. They didn't even nod to one another as
t hey
took their places. Each sinmply opened his w ndow, hung his nameplate on the
bars, and went to work taking in deposits and payi ng out checks.

The tellers hadn't been informed of the robbery rumor. It wasn't
necessary



to bother them Each had a revolver within reach of his hand, an alarmtreadle
where his foot could press it. Two watchnen were on duty, ready with guns and
tear gas at instant call. The bank was set to stave off any average robbery.

As for the sort of crine that the Hydra m ght order, the police could
t ake
care of that. As Weston had told Cranston, they were all about the place.
Certain plain-clothes men took their places in the long |ines of custoners
leading to the tellers' w ndows, then stepped out again and reported to
I nspect or Cardona across the street.

It was business as usual at the Paragon Trust Co. Ot hers besides
Cardona' s
men could so testify. The others were The Shadow s agents. Three were on the
job. One was Rutledge Mann, an investnent broker; another, a friend of his
naned Harry Vincent. They had business in the bank, arranging a |oan through
t he cashier.

The third was O yde Burke, present as a reporter at Cardona's invitation,
since Cyde had sonmehow | earned about the threatened robbery.

Going in and out, Cyde not only caught nods fromthe other agents; he
checked on Cardona's nmen and carried nmessages fromthemto the inspector

There were sone odd-I| ooking characters in the |lines outside the w ndows,
but that was to be expected, since this was a whol esale district representing
a
cross section of Manhattan |life. None of those custoners ventured a fal se
nove.

They were here only to deposit cash or withdraw it.

Sone of the deposits were very large; so were the w thdrawals. Many of
t he
customers had bags into which they dunped big bundles of bank notes and
roll ed-up stacks of change. Clyde didn't bother to count those sums. The nere
fact that a custoner's check was accepted by a teller marked the man as
honest .

Such was Cyde's estimate of the custonmers. As for the tellers, he didn't
gi ve them a second | ook, nor did the headquarters nen bother to watch them
The
tellers were just so many human machi nes, going through the sane old routine.
They all | ooked alike, except for the nameplates on their wi ndows. Skilled nen
who could count out noney, so trained in the work that they | ost al
i ndividuality.

Even when they went out to lunch and came back, they foll owed an
i dentica
routine. True, one wore tortoise-shell glasses, another was rather baldish,
while a third had hunched shoulders with a broad chin squatting between. You
could tell them apart when you studied their features closely, but no one ever
di d.

Through the barred wi ndows, their faces weren't easy to discern, while
t he
sides of their cages were so heavily grilled that each teller had but little
chance of recognizing the man next door to him except by voice. Cccasionally,
one needed nore noney and asked his neighbor for it, whereupon a w cket opened
and bundl es of cash were pushed through fromone cage to the next.

Fromthe customers, the tellers received only glances, along with an
occasi onal nod. During this rush hour there wasn't time to chat with the nen
in
gray teller's jackets. They were too busy, and other custoners becane annoyed
i f
persons ahead of themheld up the line. Yes, the nmen in gray were very busy.

And their business was the Hydra's!

THE three tellers in the mddle were the Teeth. Al servers of the Head



who styled hinself No. 7. They weren't the nen whose names were on the

wi ndows,

t hough they were nade up to resenble them Nor were certain custoners who
t hronged those wi ndows regul ar depositors in the Paragon Trust.

Checks were coming through those center wi ndows made out for suns |ike
fifty thousand dollars, bearing such signatures as John Doe and Mary Lanb.
Sone
checks were even inscribed in jestful fashion, saying "Diller Dollars and
Nonsense, " or anything el se that pleased the Eyes or Ears who presented them

To every one of these fake custoners, the false tellers shoved big
bundl es
of currency wherein large bills were hidden by small ones that were on the top
and bottom of the packets. Rolls of coin went along, just to make it | ook as
t hough the custoners were bona fide whol esal e nmerchants.

An apt term for the Paragon Trust Co. was bei ng robbed whol esal e under
the eyes of its guards, the surrounding police, and the watchful agents of The
Shadow

Robbed in a fashion as sinple as it was uni que, through the process of
pushing all the available cash right through the tellers' w ndows into the
hands of ready takers who had cone here by design. The Paragon Trust was
payi ng
t hrough the nose and under it!

Qccasionally, the nmiddle teller left his window and went to the vault, to
cone back with nore bundles of noney for the bags, brief cases, and wallets of
the pretended custoners. Usually that central nman supplied the tellers on each
side of him though they were al so drawi ng heavily on the bona fide tellers
who
fl anked t hem

So heavily, that the nen on the flanks had to go to the vaults
t hensel ves;
but by then it was closing tine and the |ines of custoners were thinning.
First,
the central teller slapped the front of his w ndow, gesturing custoners to the
others. Before the lines could shift, two nore wi ndows were shut.

That sent the custoners to the extrenme flanks, to stand in front of the
vacant w ndows, for both genuine tellers had gone to the vault. They hadn't
returned because they couldn't find any funds, which was why the middle three,
the Hydra's nen, had decided to cl ose shop so suddenly.

They didn't even stop at |ockers to change fromtheir gray linen cl oaks.
Comi ng out through a door near the cashier's office, the three fake tellers
filed right past the watchmen and Cardona's detectives, and went out to the
street.

Si mul t aneousl y, several custoners with enpty bags decided that they
didn't
need any noney after all and headed for that same side door. They had a right
to
| eave if they wanted, so no one tried to stop themuntil Cyde Burke, who had
a
reporter's eagle eye, realized that what | ooked usual was producing the
unusual

Clyde gave a signal. Up from beside the cashier's desk swng Harry
Vincent, |eaving Rutledge Mann to tal k of |oans. The Shadow s two agents coul d
have stopped the sudden exit of tellers and customers, if they'd only been
abl e
to draw guns. But that nere action would have brought the guards their way,

i nstead of sending them after the departing crooks.

Reachi ng the door together, Harry and Clyde sprang to the sidewal k, their
hands going for their pockets. There they were caught flat-footed, too late to
drop back.

Fl anked by the bag-carrying customers, three crooks in gray were



di spl ayi ng revol vers borrowed fromthe bank itself. Sensing trailers fromthe
bank, the fake tellers had their guns close to their hips. Their faces were no
| onger placid in expression. The need for disguise was over; these nen could
show t he savage | ooks that went al ong with rmnurder

Murder it would have been, but for a rapid intervention - a startling
epi sode in full daylight. A door flipped open froma big, official car that
was
stopping near the corner. Fromit lunged a man who | ooked |i ke Lanont
Cranston,
but wasn't.

The arrival was The Shadow. He wasn't clad in black, nor did he grip an
automatic. The gun in his fist was a stubby Police Positive that he had
snatched from the handy pocket of the police conmi ssioner in the car beside
him Nor did the quick-flinging attacker deliver The Shadow s fanous | augh

Al that this rescuer did was open fire, and it was enough. As the gun
barked their direction, nurderous crooks forgot the hel pl ess nen beside the
bank door and swung to do battle with The Shadow

CHAPTER X
DOOM S | NVI TATI ON

THE nonent that strife began, Conmm ssioner Weston was quite sure that his
friend Cranston had gone nad. Even the fact that The Shadow s fire was
returned
was not enough to convince Weston that crime was on the | oose.

How coul d there be crime where there was no crime? Such was the
conmi ssioner's logic, based on the fact that all was serene around the Paragon
Trust Co. until his mad friend flung hinself into a self-nmade fray.

Weston made two very bad guesses.

First, he thought that the shots directed toward The Shadow were being
fired by sone of Cardona's nen, it being natural enough that they should
m st ake the berserk fighter for a troubl e-maker. Second, Weston thought that
his friend Cranston had been clipped by the gunfire that he drew, for The
Shadow t ook a |l ong sprawl when he reached the curb. Frantically, the
conmi ssi oner hopped fromthe official car and bellowed for the shooting to
st op.

Weston's shouts were drowned by new vol | eys.

Not only were The Shadow s agents shooting at the fake tellers and their
conpani ons; Cardona and his squad were really init, piling fromacross the
street, loosing long-range fire at the men in gray. Am d the m xed barrage,

t he

excited conmi ssioner thought that he heard a peal of challenging |aughter

i ncongruous in daylight. That weird sound bel onged to darkness, for it was the
mrth of The Shadow

VWence it came, Weston couldn't guess. He wote it off as sonething
i nspired by inmagination, for his nerves had been on edge over the Hydra
busi ness. Weston felt that sonething superhuman was needed to counteract the
Hydra, so maybe he had The Shadow on his m nd

Shaki ng of f such thoughts, Weston | ooked for Cranston, never suspecting
that the man he saw was The Shadow. The conmissioner's friend was still in the
thick of things, using Weston's gun from a propped-up hand and el bow. It
struck
Weston then that the sprawl had been caused by a stunble across the curb,
whi ch
was true, though it was only part of the answer.

The Shadow was really dizzy in the open air. He'd junped froma noving
car
and he had felt his legs going fromunder him So he'd purposely hooked the



curb
when he reached it, knowing that a fall would nmake crooks change their aim

It had, with double results. Not only did The Shadow s enemies niss their
mark; his quick subterfuge gave others time to join conbat.

Wth it, The Shadow turned police guns in the right direction. He knew
t he
rule that cops invariably applied. In a gun duel between unidentified parties,
police always went after those who felled their rivals. By playing the part of
victim The Shadow put Cardona's nen straight.

Crooks took the hint imediately. Turning, they ducked through an alley
just bel ow the bank. They were away before anyone could clip them Even The
Shadow s shots were belated. After all, he'd stunmbled, and in recovering he
had
to remenber that he was Cranston. Using a strange gun, particularly a type
t hat
wasn't suited to |l ong range, he couldn't be expected to do miracles of
gunnery.

There were plenty of other persons handy to round up the fugitives, and
besi des, The Shadow had vi si ons of reserve crooks who m ght pop out and need
attention.

Among the men with the fake tellers, The Shadow recogni zed one of the
ex-attendants fromthe scientific nuseum who had been posing as a bank
customer. Knowi ng the brutal way of those fellows, The Shadow wanted to be
ready for any others who m ght be around.

None was around. The rest who served Hydra Head Seven were gone with the
oot that they had rifled fromthe trust conpany - a thing that The Shadow had
not yet |earned. But when he saw the size of Cardona's squad, with the arnored
trucks serving as mechani zed units, The Shadow no | onger worried over a
counterattack. The thing to do was scour for the fugitives, three nen in gray
who | ooked |ike bank tellers being the ones npbst easily marked.

ON his feet, The Shadow found hinself gripped by Comm ssioner Weston, who
want ed hi s gun back.

Rut | edge Mann cane dashing fromthe bank, acconpani ed by the cashier, and
toget her they began to pour out their story, which made Weston forget the gun

The cashier, though quite bew | dered, was stating that everything had
been
all right when the tellers returned fromlunch, though they m ght have hatched
up sonething at the little cafe around the corner of the next street.

VWhen Weston turned to ask Cranston's opinion, his friend was gone, gun
and
all. Such was The Shadow s way, even when he posed as Cranston, though in such
gui se he didn't fade fromsight, but nmerely noved away when he found an
opportune nonent.

Havi ng heard what the cashier said, Cranston had started for the corner
Around it, he saw the cafe in question, a neat though unpretentious eating
pl ace. The personnel, consisting of proprietor and waiter, were outside,
wonderi ng about the shooting. They didn't notice the cal mfaced customer who
went past them through the door, nmuch faster than his strolling gait
i ndi cat ed.

Noti ng that the cafe had an upstairs room The Shadow ascended the steps
that led to it. Arrived there, he saw a door, opened it and entered a
storeroom A low | augh issued fromthe lips that resenbled Cranston's when
eyes
that carried The Shadow s gl eam saw t he sight that they expected.

Three nen wearing gray |linen coats were |ying bound and gagged upon the
floor. They were the real tellers, waylaid in their favorite eating place,
t hat
crooked substitutes m ght take their place after lunch. But The Shadow di dn't



rel ease them He preferred not to spoil their alibi

Foot steps were coming up frombel ow. The Shadow slipped behind a door as
two nen entered. The Shadow recogni zed them as a pair who had been finishing
l unch down in the cafe. One was for unbinding the prisoners, on the chance
t hat
it would hurt their story. The other was nore concerned about a stranger who
had
just come upstairs.

"He was a tall guy,'
| east, as if he thought he was. Suppose he cane in here -
"Why shoul d he?" demanded the other. "How could he know about these

dopes?"

"Where is he, then? Answer ne that!"

The Shadow wasn't waiting for one man to answer the other. CQut from
behi nd
t he door, he was poising Weston's gun to land it on one crook's skull as a
starter. It would take a deft swing to score a sure knockout with Weston's
st ubby revol ver.

The poi se lasted too | ong.

A wi ndow shot open fromthe rear of the storeroom revealing two nen, a
gray-cl ad crook and an ordinary conpanion, both fugitives fromthe police
chase. They had guns, and they were entering this roomfroma |ow roof. They
saw The Shadow about to make his swi ng. They yell ed.

| mredi ately, The Shadow was mingling in new battle. He swung for one man,
gave hima gl ancing bl ow as he turned, then dodged as the other nmade a grab
Qui ckly, The Shadow bl asted the | ast few of Weston's cartridges, ainmng at the
wi ndow, but his shots were spoiled when his adversary jogged his arm

Qdd, that jog! The Shadow didn't realize that his own waver had al |l owed
it. Sayre was right; his patient had needed a further dose of oxygen. Then nen
were piling through the wi ndow and The Shadow was a |one fighter in the m dst
of four. It was only fair to count the fellow that The Shadow had partly
sl ugged, for groggy though he was, the crook didn't stagger nmuch nore than the
uncl oaked fighter.

the fellow said. "Kind of inmportant-I|ooking; at

LUCKY these thugs didn't know they were tackling The Shadow - or was it?

I f cl oaked, The Shadow coul d have given thema | augh. Wth a brace of
automatics, his glancing strokes m ght have counted when they | anded, thanks
to
t he wei ght. Crooks would have m staken his reeling strides for clever tactics.
But in Cranston's gui se, The Shadow was just a meddl er who needed attention of
a permanent sort.

One to anot her, The Shadow s adversaries were snarling to "give it." They
weren't limting the idea to their lone foe. They meant to give it to the
tellers, too. Men of the Hydra were in a nood for murder, now that their work
was uncover ed.

Wth a wild lurch, The Shadow carried grapplers with him He took themin
the one direction that counted, toward the bound nen on the floor. Those chaps
could help, though they didn't knowit. In fact, they were better bound than
| oose.

Headl ong, The Shadow and his foenen went tripping across the prisoners.

It

was enough of a surprise for the crooks. Though his knees buckl ed in keeping
with his swi mm ng head, The Shadow still had strength enough and wits to rol
fromthe pile-up that he caused. Then, with his head half buried in his arm
The Shadow did deliver his famus | augh.

Low, sibilant, it rose with sinister quiver, its effect increased by the
surroundi ng gloom The muffling armgave it a peculiar effect, that of a voice
rising froma tonb. There being no tonb in this vicinity, the mrth could only
have cone from beyond the hal f-opened door, which was where crooks faced as



they scranbled to their feet.

Just as Weston had rejected Cranston as a giver of that |laugh, so did the
Hydra's nen. To them The Shadow was an approachi ng nmenace, not one in their
very mdst.

They shifted to take ai mthrough the doorway. As they did, The Shadow s
hand pushed beyond the feet of a bound teller. Fingers stretching to their
[imt reached the door and pressed hard against its | ower corner. The door
creaked shut, exactly as if someone on the other side had chosen to draw it as
a shiel d.

Again the laugh, nuffled nore deeply in a coat sleeve. It was enough for
men of crine. They dived for the w ndow, shooting back at the closing door,

j abbing bullets through the woodwork to prevent The Shadow s entry. Headl ong
across the roof, down to a courtyard in back, went those enem es who had
actually trapped The Shadow, only to believe himstill at |arge!

Foot st eps were pounding on the stairs. The door flung wide to adnmit
| nspect or Cardona, followed by nmenbers of his squad. They sprang to the w ndow
and took a few shots at the disappearing fugitives. Cardona grow ed when he
realized that his nen had overrun the chase, giving nobsters a chance to cut
back into safety.

Then Joe took a |l ook at the nen on the floor. He was surprised to find
Cranston anong the bound tellers. But the very plight of the conm ssioner's
friend, the fact that he'd blundered into trouble, was quite enough to divert
any thoughts that he could be The Shadow. To add to that nuch-desired
i mpressi on, The Shadow t hanked Cardona in a manner befitting Cranston.

VWen Cardona's nen hel ped The Shadow downstairs, along with the rel eased
tellers, Weston met them and began to chide his friend. In Wston's opinion
Cranston's whol e behavi or had been an invitation to doom The conm ssioner
suggested that his friend return to the car and wait there until he felt
better
- and nore sensible.

Actual |y, The Shadow did need a rest, and it was policy to foll ow
Weston' s
orders. Cranston woul d have done it under circunstances |like this. So The
Shadow
was piloted to the car, and once there, he settled gratefully in the rear
seat,
letting his eyes go half shut. He watched until the door closed, and he saw
that he was al one.

Then came an undertoned | augh, a nere echo of The Shadow s forner mrth.
He was thinking of Weston's term an invitation to doom Sonetines the
conmi ssi oner coul d produce very apt expressions. This was one of them

An invitation to doom was exactly what The Shadow wanted, and he i ntended
to get one - fromthe Hydra!

CHAPTER Xl
THE SHOW GOES ON

AFTER ten minutes' rest, The Shadow felt rested enough to energe from
Weston's car, under the watchful eye of detectives posted to see that Cranston
didn't get himself into nore trouble. Al he wanted to do was rmake a tel ephone
call, so the detectives steered himto a booth in a corner drugstore.

Ret urni ng, The Shadow stated that he'd called for his own car. It would
be
here soon, so the detectives wouldn't have to wait. Cranston was going to sit
down in the drugstore to drink a brom de that the druggist was m xing for him
So the detectives went over by the bank, but they kept a watchful eye on the
drugstore.

VWen Cranston's car arrived, it stopped just around the corner. Soon The



Shadow cane fromthe drugstore and entered it, first noting that Stanley, the
chauf feur, was | ooking over toward the bank

The Shadow didn't want to give Stanley too much of a shock, which the
chauffeur, a very sober man, mght have received if he'd found hinsel f seeing
doubl e.

Lanmont Cranston was seated in the |inousine.

Briefly, The Shadow told his replica what had happened at the bank. Next,
he asked Cranston what had cone of |ast night's conference. Thereupon Cranston
unbur dened conpletely, telling how his hopes had risen only to dw ndle.

"Dustin Bardell was really getting somewhere," declared Cranston. "He was
urgi ng Comm ssi oner Weston to open G encoe's case. He classed the fire as the
wor k of the Hydra, even though he couldn't offer any proof. Bardell was
guessi ng at what we know was fact.

"Then Charles Medor arrived with his report. You know how exacting Medor
is when working for insurance conpanies. H s bureau never m sses a chance to
dispute a claim O course, it would happen that Medor was on the job in one
case where crime was really covered

"Medor said the fire was an accident, and that settled it. After all, he
can't be blaned, for the facts were quite positive - unless you want to cal
them negative. Either way, it's just the same. Poor Medor! He couldn't have
covered crime any better if he'd been working for the Hydra!"

For once, Cranston saw hinmself in a nost singular nood. As he turned
toward The Shadow, Cranston was met by a burning gaze that he never could have
duplicated. He saw his own face as a mask rather than an inage. Sonethi ng was
striking home to The Shadow s keen ni nd

"So you dropped Medor at his office," remarked The Shadow. "I hope he
appreciated the ride."

"He did," assured Cranston. "He invited me to a theater party this
eveni ng. Margo Lane was delighted when |I told her that | had two tickets to
Medor's private box."

"Medor's private box?"

"Yes. He's interested in the Stage Group. You know, those amateur players
who have cone up so rapidly."

The Shadow renenbered the Stage Group. He asked what play they were
produci ng this evening.

"I don't know," replied Cranston, "but it's probably a costune piece.
They
go in for that sort of stuff. It's apt to prove rather boring."

"Quite," agreed The Shadow. "Wy don't you pass it up?"

"I can't very well," said Cranston ruefully, "because Margo wants to go.
Personally, 1'd rather go over to New Jersey and finish arrangenments in the
trophy room By the way, | want to thank you for the pronpt disposal of the
debris.”

"I take it you nean Mance," remarked The Shadow, with one of Cranston's
smles. "The thanks still are mne, on that score. Suppose | sub for you at
t he
theater party. That will help even things."

"But I'mto take Margo to dinner -"

"I"l1l relieve you of that burden, too. Still, Cranston" - The Shadow s
tone was whinsical - "that would put you under obligation to nme. Suppose you
make it really even by spending the rest of the afternoon with Comm ssi oner
Weston, while he checks over the |list of depositors at the Paragon Trust, in
case they start to raise a fuss. I'll have to spend a few nore hours sul ki ng
in
my oxygen tent, or | won't be able to survive this evening's ordeal ."

DUSK was cl oudi ng the hospital w ndows when The Shadow fini shed a
delightful whiff of oxygen and reached for the ringing tel ephone. Cranston was
on the wire, ready to call off the list of depositors. The Shadow told himto



go ahead, but to limt hinmself to those he thought the nost inportant.

After about twenty names, Cranston stressed one.

"Here's a coincidence," he said. "The Stage G oup was a depositor at the
Par agon Trust Co."

"Too bad," returned The Shadow dryly. "I hate to see a struggling young
organi zation suffer a financial loss.”
"They won't |ose anything," informed Cranston. "All depositors were

insured up to five thousand dollars. They didn't have that much in the bank
Each day, somebody deposited the receipts of the previous night, and they used
t he account to pay current expenses."

The Shadow seened pl eased that the G oup was not in financial jeopardy.
But it struck himthat such a worthy organi zati on ought to be farther ahead
than it was.

"Do ne a favor, Cranston," he suggested. "Send Stanley to sone of the
ticket agencies and have himbuy about fifty seats for tonight's Goup show "

"Fifty tickets!" echoed Cranston. "Wy -"

"They will cost a lot," interposed The Shadow, "but I'Il send you a check
fromthe special account that | carry in your name. Now about those tickets,
Cranston, and what | want you to do with them On your way hone -"

The rest of The Shadow s statenent was audi ble only to Cranston. Someone
was stopping at the door of the hospital room so The Shadow | owered his tone
to a whisper and confined it to the nouthpiece.

Cutting off Cranston's good-by, The Shadow settled the tel ephone on its
stand and roll ed back beneath the oxygen tent just as Dr. Sayre entered

Finding his patient rmuch recuperated, Sayre took himto the Cobalt C ub
on
the prom se that he'd return honme shortly. After that, Sayre made a few |l ate
calls. He was swinging into Park Avenue in his coupe, when he saw Cranston's
| i nousi ne stopped by a corner curb.

The big car was New Jersey bound, but Stanley must have viol ated sone
traffic rule, for Sayre saw Cranston | eaning fromthe w ndow trying to square
things with a cop. It nade Sayre smle to think of The Shadow di sputing such a
trifling matter as a traffic ticket.

Apparently he was making out all right, for the traffic cop was beginning
to nod. So Sayre continued on his way, glad that his patient had taken his
advi ce about goi ng hone.

This sinmply proved that Sayre was forgetting his own theory regardi ng two
Cranstons. Ot herw se, he mght have realized that his ex-patient wasn't the
man
in the limousine. The real Cranston was homeward bound, but the double who had
done a stint in the oxygen tent was el sewhere.

The Shadow was dining with Margo Lane under the lights of a sidewal k
caf e,
where he could sniff the pleasing aroma of exhaust fumes from passing cars and
reiterate how much he enjoyed fresh air.

Margo didn't share his opinion regarding the atnosphere, but she
natural ly
woul dn't appreciate it, not having occupi ed an oxygen tent that afternoon

Besi des, Margo had other things to think about. Mst inportant was Lanont
Cranston hinsel f.

Margo Lane all owed for people's nobods, since her own were inclined to
vary. Indeed, it was Margo's ability as a listener that made her popular in
cafe society. Physically, Margo was a very attractive brunette, with a
phot ogeni ¢ face that required only a m ni mum of nmake-up to show it at its
best .

Usual ly, conviviality formed a portion of her charm but she could go
soul ful quite as readily, and her serious manner generally brought a response
when she turned it on. Sonetinmes it worked with Cranston, but that was the odd
part. Just when Mango was nobst sure that she really understood Lanont, she'd
find out that she didn't.



LAST ni ght, Margo had | earned that her conplacent friend didn't care for
old-style theatrical performances. He'd ternmed them"too artificial." This
eveni ng, his opinion was changed. Lanont was actually show ng ent husi asm over
the current production of the Stage G oup, which was a drama of the French
Revol ution

Thus Margo's eyes were tending toward perplexity when The Shadow, sensing
t he reason, supplied a sinple answer.

"I"ve been reading up on Carlyle," he remarked. "Spent half the norning -
the half | was awake - digging through his 'French Revolution.' The title of
toni ght's show, 'Robespierre,' began to intrigue ne. | wouldn't want to m ss
it."

Margo' s perplexity changed to understandi ng.

"So that's it!" the brunette laughed. "I'd been wondering how to account
for your sudden Parisian tastes, Lanont."

The Shadow s eyebrows gave a Cranston query.

"Your picking this sidewal k cafe for dinner," explained Margo, with a
gesture. "Last night you insisted that such places were abomi nable, with the
noi se from autonobil e horns and the stares of passers-by."

"So | did," remarked The Shadow in a recollective tone. "Do you know,
Mango, sometines | feel that I"'ma split personality. | really should discuss
matters nore fully with ny other self.”

Margo smiled. She thought her friend neant The Shadow, not the actual
Lamont Cranston. For Margo Lane had | ong identified the bl ack-cl oaked fighter
and the leisurely clubman as one and the sanme. A situation which was so
intriguing in itself that Margo never dreaned that there could be a further
riddle within the enigna.

Why shoul d she even imagine that there could be two Cranstons, when one
was so amazi ng?

The answer was, Margo didn't imagine it - which suited The Shadow
perfectly. Nevertheless, it wasn't good policy to get out of character while
pl aying the part of Cranston. So The Shadow enphasi zed his new interest in
hi storical dramas by glancing at his watch and remarking that it was time to
start to the theater.

There was a good crowd at the Victoria Garden, the playhouse used by the
Stage Group. The theater was so naned froma courtyard entrance that |ay
between two streets. Sonething of a garden, the courtyard not only gave access
to the main entrance, but to a short inner alley that led to the stage door

Charl es Medor was waiting for the nenbers of his box party. Hardly had

The

Shadow arrived with Margo, before Conmi ssioner Wston appeared, bringing
Dustin

Bardell with him Wston was in one of his nost inpatient nmoods, stating
bluntly that he w shed the show was over, an opinion in which Bardell solemly
concurred.

"Well have to hold another conference," ordained Wston. "I want you
there, Cranston, and you too, Bardell. This robbery today - a hundred thousand
dollars rifled fromthe Paragon Trust - it was outrageous!"”

"Particularly since we were there to see it happen,"” put in The Shadow.
"That made it worse, commi ssioner."”

"We didn't arrive soon enough," argued Weston. "l'd have identified those
tellers as crimnals. | can tell a crook at a glance!"

Only Margo saw the slight smile that appeared on the Iips of the man she
t hought was Cranston. Then they were entering the theater and being ushered to
their box, while Weston was renenbering that he'd brought along Cranston's
brief case fromthe Cobalt C ub. Handing the bag to The Shadow, the
conmi ssi oner said:

"I't's lucky your broker phoned ne. Carel ess of you, Cranston, to | eave a
brief case lying about, filled with val uabl e stocks and bonds. But they're al



there. | checked them over the phone with Mann."

House lights were darkening as they reached the curtai ned box. Casually,
The Shadow gl anced over the audi ence and saw that the seats were well filled.
Buzzi ng conversation ceased as the curtain rose upon a scene that was a nmass
of
bl ackness.

There was sonet hi ng prophetic about the bl acked-out set. It seened to
wel cone nore than nere actors. Bl ackness was The Shadow s favored habitat.
Thi s
was the sort of stage that he might choose for action. For the present,
however,

The Shadow retai ned his Cranston pose.

The Shadow was letting the show go on. He wanted to be sure of certain
t hi ngs before he projected hinself into a play that had been advertised as a
drama of death. An apt term that: one that prom sed The Shadow anot her
nmeet i ng
with the master nob that operated as the Hydral

CHAPTER Xl
| NTO THE BASKET

A SPOT of light picked out a figure on the left side of the stage, an
actor attired in royal regalia of the Seventeenth Century. He represented King
Louis of France, conplete to ruffles and ornamental wig. In stentorian tone,
Ki ng Loui s announced his identity and proceeded to recount what he had done
for
France.

At the finish, the actor solemly decl ared:

"These were ny crines -"

A great crash sounded fromthe rear of the stage. Its clangor was
unm stakable. It was the dropping of a guillotine ax, its echoes chilling as
they rang through the startled audience.

Then the spotlight was picking up another man, to the right of the stage.
He, too, was made up in Seventeenth Century style, though his garb was sinpler
than court dress. He was the fampbus Danton, great sponsor of revolution. He
decl ai med upon his deeds, and fini shed:

"These were ny crines -"

Agai n the smash of the unseen ax, bringing new shudders to the audi ence.
Each fall of the hidden chopper seened to be wenching a human life. \Woever
designed this prol ogue knew his stagecraft.

The lighted circle reached the center of the stage. There stood
Robespi erre, a hunched man with his chin buried in the ruffle of a nore
fastidious garb than Danton's. A good touch, this, for Robespierre was usually
portrayed as chinless, and the neckpi ece was a token of his vanity.

A man of oratory, this Robespierre. He told his tale as had the others,
and finished with the guillotine cue:

"These were ny crines -"

The third whack of the ax brought nmore than clatter. It produced |ight
that flooded the entire stage. A grimscene, this, with an actual guillotine
its back drop. A huge franme nore than twenty feet in height, with a broad,
sharp bl ade clinbing slowy up the vertical tracks, to preen itself for a
swoop
upon anot her victimn

Onto the stage stepped other actors, one by one. Characters nale and
female, all fromthe pages of horrible history. Silent, these, which nmade
their
appearance all the nore inpressive, now that the guillotine had been unveil ed.
For each newconer was hardly posted before the ax descended with its furious



slash, to cut off any words that m ght have been said.

The all egory was excellent. These characters were to appear in the
ensui ng
acts of "Robespierre,” and their fate was predeterni ned. The audi ence was to
renmenber throughout the play that over each person in the drama | ooned the
hi deous specter of the guillotine. They woul d di sappear fromthe cast one by
one, always to the tune of an off-stage crash of the mammoth chopper

In front of the guillotine, and below its pedestal, |ay a shallow basket,
the conmmon receptacle for the heads of the doomed. Somehow, that wi cker
contai ner was nore terrible than the mghty cleaver - at |least to Margo Lane,
who was staring, transfixed, like the rest of the audience. Even Wston and
Bardel |l were inpressed, forgetful of the things that they had intended to
di scuss during the prol ogue.

One person in the box was speaking, now that the heavier dramatics were
t hrough. In an undertone, Charles Medor was excusing hinself, stating that
he' d
be needed in the office for a short while. Then he was stepping out through
t he
box curtains, not bothering to count the heads of his conpanions.

They were one head short, as surprisingly as if the guillotine had
reached
out to the box and clainmed a victim

The Shadow had opened his brief case, not at the top but underneath, to
reveal a section shaped like an inverted V between the normal conpartnents
t hat
were filled with stocks and ot her papers.

From t hat hi dden section, he had produced a thin black cloak and a sl ouch
hat. Those garments were already obscuring the figure of Cranston when Medor
turned away.

Layi ng the brief case aside, The Shadow fol | owed Medor. He already had
hi s
guns; they were in well-fitted hol sters beneath the evening jacket that The
Shadow wor e when doubling as Cranston. They'd be needed, those automatics,
because Medor wasn't going to the office as he clained. The man that The
Shadow
suspected as a Hydra Head was taking a passage that |ed backstage.

The curtain was falling on the prol ogue when Medor reached the wi ng. The
play called for a five-mnute interm ssion after the prologue, to allowthe
audi ence to catch its breath and the stage crewto rig another set.

The last part was sinple, for all the stage hands had to do was | ower a
back drop that showed the fountains of Versailles, where the first act was
| aid.

But no one was bothering about the curtain that was to hide the
guillotine. Like the actors, the stage hands were crowdi ng about Medor, who,
with a cunning smle upon his overhandsone face, was producing a suitcase from
a | ocked closet near the w ng.

Openi ng the bag, Medor began to count out sheaves of bank notes, the | oot
fromthe Paragon Trust Co.

THREE actors edged forward to assist. King Louis, Danton and Robespierre
forgot their historical aninosities, while their deft hands thunbed through
nmoney the way they had that afternoon. Three of a kind, these thieves. In
or der
fromleft to right, they were the fake bank tellers who had sw ndl ed the
Par agon
Trust. And of them the middle man was Robespi erre, hunched exactly as he had
been in the central teller's cage!

A repressed laugh trickled from The Shadow s hidden |ips as he noved
forward from darkness. He was timng his personal appearance until the payoff.



He wanted all hands to be present, which they were. Even the stage hands!

They were three, those stage hands, the former attendants at the
scientific museum Along with a dozen actors, they were getting their cut of
two thousand dollars each, the rest to be retained by Medor, the Hydra Head,
for benefit of hinself and the other |eaders of the sinister organization

Forward noved The Shadow. Hi s | augh grew as he came. Plotters heard it
when he was al nost anong them Like Medor, the rest wheeled to find thensel ves
under the nuzzles of two noving automatics that threatened all with the doom
that they thought they had al ready delivered to The Shadow

By then, The Shadow s | augh was striking a strong pitch. Strident, it
hurled its sinister mirth for the audience to hear. Beyond the curtain were
peopl e who should be told what the real crines of the actors were. Not
fanci f ul
exaggerati ons of French Revolutionary lore, but nodern, streamined villainy
done by crimnals who used a theater as their hideout and fancy costunes as
their di sgui ses!

Fiercer, nore chill-inspiring than the crash of the guillotine was that
accusation of The Shadow, a nocking |laugh for the world to hear. Persons out
front didn't have to see what was happeni ng backstage to know that crine was
uncovered. Wth one mighty taunt, The Shadow was shattering the Hydra's | atest
gane, throwi ng Head Seven and his followers into conpl ete panic.

They did just what a di sorgani zed group woul d do: sone |unged forward
i ndependently, others dodged for shelter, while a few actually fled. Sone |et
their noney flutter in their excitement; the rest clung to their share of the
stolen funds, tightly and grimy. A, however, were yanki ng weapons of their
own. Nobody who served the Hydra ever went unarned.

The Shadow s guns bl asted first. Tongues of fire stabbed the nearest
foenen before they could jab their own revolvers in return. Tongues of flane
with bullets of netal that cut a swath through the ranks of mnurderers. Asking
for such treatnent, they were allow ng The Shadow no choice but to give it

The principal nenbers of the cast were the ones who took the brunt.

Acr oss

the sprawing forns of King Louis, Danton, and Robespierre sprang The Shadow,
wheeling to a better vantage point where he could deal with the rest. In
particul ar, he wanted Medor, but it wasn't judgment to forget the others.

@uns were popping fromall about the stage; even those who had started to
flee were rallying for the fray. And Medor wasn't where he coul d be touched.

Clutching the great bulk of the bank swag, the Hydra Head was keeping
behind his followers as he shouted for themto flank The Shadow and thus
di spose of their nutual nmenace. Tine was short, and Medor wanted to keep it
that way for The Shadow.

VWeeling toward the center of the stage, The Shadow was revolving like a
human gun turret, but there was still a chance to trap him Keeping behind a
screen of charging followers, Medor continued his urging shouts.

Bul | ets were chopping hard into the stage. They were com ng from many
angl es, including balconies that led to the dressing roons. Scattered, The
Shadow s enem es were dangerous, a thing he had foreseen. But he was keeping
them here on this battleground until aid arrived. Still, with metal slugs
whi stling through the folds of his cloak and slicing his hat brim nere
dodgi ng
woul dn't be enough.

THE SHADOW saw a vantage point: the rear of the stage beyond the hovering
guillotine. He feinted toward the footlights, then reversed while gunners were
peppering along the lowered curtain. He'd fooled the Hydra's crew that tinme -
wi th one exception.

Narel y, Medor.

Head No. 7 made a perfect guess. H's hunch was that The Shadow woul dn't

go



stage front; otherw se, stray bullets would cleave the curtain after m ssing
hi m

and produce casualties in the audi ence. Hence Medor, playing still farther
ahead, swung about and barked an order to a henchman near the rear corner of
t he st age.

"Pull it!" called Medor, with an appropriate gesture. "The guillotine
rel ease! "

The fell ow paused only for a quick glance at The Shadow, now in his
rearward whirl. At another gesture from Medor, the fake stage hand tugged the
cord. There was a trenble fromthe guillotine frame as the great ax wavered
for
its downward journey.

At that nonment, The Shadow was right beside the wi cker basket. GQuns were
swinging in his direction, nore of themthan he could put out of conbat with a
single volley. To The Shadow, the drop of the chopper could prove fatal
because the broad ax, once down, would bl ock off passage to shelter beyond it.

Agai n The Shadow did the unexpected, this time with a risk so great that
ai mng foenen stopped with staring eyes, their guns idle in their fists.

Fi nishing his whirl with a dive, The Shadow cl eared the basket and shot
headl ong between the uprights of the guillotine while the m ghty ax was
si zzing

down t hose very rods!

A thing amazi ng, that mass of human bl ackness arrow ng beneath a dropping
j ugger naut of sharp-edged steel. Head, shoul ders, body, feet - all were
vul nerable to the nmurderous blade. It was a matter of split-seconds, sliced to
the fraction of an inch. A frequent hazard with The Shadow, but never on such
a
gruesone scale as this.

Bl ackness di sappeared as though banished, as it was cut off by the
scintillating chopper. But it was cut off intact, that blackness. Smash!

Foemen were staring at a three-foot expanse of glittering steel, with no
fragment of The Shadow in sight. Unless they chose to count the mere patch of
bl ack cloth, a bit of sweeping cloak fold that the knife edge clipped and | et
flutter as testinmony that The Shadow had split his escape to the thinness of a
hai r.

Then guns tal ked, too late. Bullets were flatteni ng agai nst steel from
beyond whi ch cane The Shadow s | augh. He'd turned the menace into a bul wark,
and from near one post, his gloved hand poked a gun to jab respondi ng shots
across the top of his steel barricade.

Medor was hoppi ng over to haul up the guillotine blade. He took that duty
for hinself, because the man in the corner had ventured too far out and was
staggering froma bullet that The Shadow gave him

Medor was too late with his haul. H s horde had begun to scatter under
The
Shadow s fire. The cl oaked fighter could afford to let themflee, for aid was
arriving in plenty.

In fromboth wings of the stage, fromthe alley door that afforded the
only exit, came brawny nen by dozens, nost of themw th guns. Thanks to
Cranston, The Shadow had stocked the house with them They were the recipients
of the fifty theater tickets, friendly traffic cops that Cranston had
cont act ed
all along the avenue, inviting themto a show after they finished duty!

The chopper was up again, with Medor clinging to its rope. Shoving the
cord into the hands of the wounded man beside him Medor ordered himto hang
on. Savagely, Medor dashed across the stage, to nmeet The Shadow coning through
the guillotine posts.

They met gun for gun, but The Shadow s trigger finger had al ready begun
its squeeze. Medor staggered sideward, clutching his mass of currency beneath
a
wounded shoul der, while his other hand kept stabbing with its gun



Fading from Medor's fire, The Shadow supplied a return jab just as Medor
sprang between the posts to gain a deeper shelter. Mney fluttered from
Medor' s
clutch as he clanmped his hand painfully to his side. He was spinning like a
faltering top, weakening beyond the guillotine. H s turn finished with a
forward sprawl, as his gun dropped fromhis slipping fingers.

Anot her hand was failing, that of the nman who hel d the rel ease rope.

Fi ngers gave and the m ghty chopper was again on its way.

Medor heard the horrendous rattle from above himand voiced a terrified
scream but he couldn't pull hinmself forward when he tried. Small wonder, for
Medor's head was com ng over the baseboard of the guillotine' s base and his
shoul ders wouldn't follow Medor started to raise his neck too |ate.

The great blade found its mark. It didn't even quiver as it nade the
slice. Sonething plopped and | anded in the basket. It was a Hydra Head,
chopped
off literally. The slice not only ended Medor's shriek; it left stout cops and
their prisoners staring at a thing that gave thema deadly leer froma
bl ood- bat hed wi cker basket.

From the stage door came a strange grimlaugh, The Shadow s. It wasn't
just a knell to mark the passing of Charles Medor, man of nurder. That tone
mar ked The Shadow s recollection of the Hydra's ways. For every head chopped
off, two others would arise!

The Hydra woul d avenge its seventh Head with a new and w der canpai gn of
relentless crime, with every stroke an effort to di spose of the perpetua
nonster's one invul nerabl e foe:

The Shadow

CHAPTER XI I |
HEAD NO. 10

CRI ME was striking everywhere at once.

For a week, such crinme had seethed, hissing |like the tongues of a dozen
snaki sh heads about to rear thenselves. There had been run-ins between The
Shadow s agents and workers of the Hydra, but with no avail. Eyes and Ears had
al ways been backed by Teeth who maneuvered their escape before The Shadow
arrived upon the scene.

Then the strokes.

Sudden attenpts at robbery, efforts at nurder, always directed against
weal thy nen. Al the nore insidious, those crine strokes, because the hidden
brai ns behind them were of the same class - men of substance and standi ng.

So greatly did the Hydra admire and seek wealth, that it enlisted
nmoney-m nded nen as Heads. That went without saying; the thing to prove was
who
these nen might be. They were the sort who had al ways upheld the | aw because
it
protected their property.

Fi ndi ng sonet hi ng bigger than the law - the Hydra - they enbraced it and
became its Heads because it also promsed to protect their wealth and gain for
them that of others.

Separating the good fromthe bad was the peculiar province of
Commi ssi oner
Weston, and he was at a total |loss. At a secret conference in the Cobalt C ub
he expressed his opinions to The Shadow, who had cone there as Lanont
Cranst on.

Present al so was Dustin Bardell, the one man of affluence that Weston
could trust, because Bardell had been suspicious of Medor. Even though
@ encoe's case was witten off and its clains paid, Bardell was to be praised.
I f Medor hadn't been wong on the dencoe matter, he had been plotting agai nst



t he Paragon Trust Co.

Thus Bardell was the nucleus of a group that Weston wanted to organi ze
into a civic conmmittee to help against the Hydra. So far, except for Cranston,
who bel onged wi t hout question, there had been only one safe candi date. He was
present tonight, a man named LI oyd Casler, who couldn't be under the Hydra's
i nfl uence, because he was bringing data that m ght ruin the insidious
or gani zati on.

A broad-built man with an austere countenance, Casler |ooked both bl unt
and honest. Further, he preferred to sit back and listen to what others said,
bef ore pressing his own opi nions.

"So far, we've bl ocked everything since the Paragon Trust robbery,"
affirmed Weston. "W stopped a pent house robbery, a Wall Street hol dup, and
stalled three attenpted nmurders. But we answered a thousand crank calls
managing it. The trouble is, the crimes we did stop |ooked |ike feelers. The
Hydra is too smart to et a whole crew be anni hilated again. Lately, they've
pul | ed out when things didn't seemtoo pl easant."”

The Shadow coul d have corroborated that statement. The crinmes nentioned,
and several others, had been forestalled largely through his vigilance. But
they weren't just feelers, as Weston chose to termthem

"Big crime needs opportunity," remarked The Shadow. "As soon as the right
time arrives, you'll be in for it, comm ssioner."

"I know we will," groused Weston. "Gad! If we could only think ahead of
t hese chaps. Remenber, Cranston, how they tricked us at the Paragon Trust?"

"But The Shadow settled that one, conmissioner. The crooks are dead or
captured and the funds were regained."

"Yes, The Shadow did well," conceded Weston. "He used the facts that we
overl|l ooked. He realized that only clever actors could have inpersonated those
bank tellers; nore than that, they would have had to visit the bank often, to
study the men whose places they were to take.

"Somehow The Shadow | earned that the Stage Group nmade steady deposits at
t he Paragon Trust. That was the vital |link he needed. He did a fine job at the
theater, while | was sitting in the box |looking right at the crimnals we
want ed! "

The Shadow smi | ed.

"Remenber what you said beforehand, conmm ssioner?" he asked. "How you
could tell a crook when you saw one? You saw three, but you didn't tell them
anyt hi ng. "

"You woul dn't have known if | had," snapped Weston. "Wy, the first shots
from backstage must have bl own you right out of the box! You were gone when |
started to find what the trouble was. The next place | saw you was in the
front
courtyard!"

The Shadow acknow edged Weston's skill at repartee, whereupon the
conm ssioner returned to business.

"SOVETHI NG ey happen tonight," predicted Wston. "It's the opening of
t he
jewel ry show at the International Antique Gallery. The display of European
crown
gens al one woul d satisfy the Hydra."

"What precautions are you taking?" inquired Bardell

"Every precaution," returned Weston. "Detectives inside and outside;
arnored cars |ike we had at the bank; patrol cars and notorcycles. Every
visitor has to show a speci al pass, and they've all been warned that if the

alarns go off, they'll have to take their dose of tear gas. It may cut down
t he
attendance, but it certainly will prevent crine."

Bardel | agreed that it woul d. Wereupon, Weston added that |nspector
Cardona was in personal charge of the jewel show If no one had any better



suggestion to offer, the commi ssioner thought it would be a good plan to go
over and view the arrangements he had nentioned, though everything was under
conpl ete control

Conmi ssi oner Weston had just about forgotten that Lloyd Casler was
present. The blunt man remi nded himof it.

"I have sonething better," insisted Casler. "That is why | asked M.
Bardell to bring me here. | think we should attend the nmeeting of the Wrld
Wde Friendship Society."

That brought an indul gent snile from Wston

"It is nore inportant than you think," continued Casler. "The society is
conposed of very wealthy people, and tonight they are subscribing to an
international aviation fund for men in the services of all United Nations.
Har t
Ribold is the sponsor."

Weston recall ed the nane of Hart Ribold as that of a well-known society
man. He coul dn't see anything wong about Ribold |eading a drive for funds.
Casler didn't agree.

"Ribold wants a quarter mllion," he declared. "The whole amount is to be
placed in his hands in the formof certified checks. So far, there have been
no
obj ections. Now suppose that Ri bold happened to be a Hydra Head -"

"He'd clear out with the entire fund!" interrupted Weston. "You' ve made
your point plain, Casler. It's just the subtle sort of crime that the Hydra
would try, and with the organi zati on behind him Ri bold would vanish
conpl etely.

"You're right, Casler: we nust go to that neeting. At a tine when nen of
reputed character may all be crimnals, we can't afford to overl ook a case
l'i ke
this!™"

LEAVING the club in Wston's car, they drove past the Internationa
Antique Gallery, where the fanous display of crown jewels was to be held.
Fronti ng on an open square where Broadway crossed an avenue, the Antique
Gal l ery occupi ed the ground fl oor of an early-nmodern office building.

Its | ocation was convenient, for there were several subway entrances
near by, and from them branched numerous underground concourses to other |ines.
This was a spot where visitors could converge fromall sections of the city.

An excellent place, |ikewi se, for police precautions. Fromside streets
as
wel |l as locations in the parklike square, detectives could command the Antique
Gallery to the extent of setting up nmachi ne guns, had they so chosen. | ndeed,
the area was already an armed canp, the best feature being that the fact
wasn' t
vi si bl e.

So many par ki ng spaces were handy that patrol cats and arnored trucks
| ooked few and far apart. Unifornmed police, though nunerous, were too
scattered
to attract nore than passing attention. As for the detectives, they couldn't
be
spotted at all. They were everywhere, by newsstands, in doorways, near subway
entrances. It was a perfect setup, not for crime but against it.

The jewelry show was to open this evening, and it was al ready dusk. The
| ast exhibits were arriving, but they were chiefly antiques, |oaned by the
directors of the gallery. Sone |arge objects were needed to trimthe exhibit
room which would | ook too nmonotonous if nothing but jewel cases were about
t he
pl ace.

Weston ordered his chauffeur to stop behind the gallery. There, Inspector
Cardona was supervising the unl oading of crates and boxes, checking on their



contents. Four truck-nmen appeared carrying a box that measured about six by
ten
feet.

They paused with their burden on their shoul ders, while Cardona checked
the bill of |ading.

The itemin the packing box was an anti que spinet. Looking through an
anti que catal ogue, Cardona found the nunber of the exhibit and | earned that a
spinet was an early form of piano. So he waved the truckers through, and was
exam ning a marble statue in an open crate when Weston's car pulled up beside
hi m

Briefly, Cardona reported that all was quite in order. Unless the Hydra
had subsi di zed hal f of the headquarters force, there wouldn't be a chance for
crime tonight.

After that quip, Joe added emphatically that there wasn't a disloyal man
in all the force. He'd picked men who had already tangled with the Hydra's
foll owers, and Cardona's present contingent included a batch of the traffic
squad who had nopped up at the theater foll owi ng The Shadow s si ngl e- handed
rout of Medor and his henchnen.

So the comissioner's car rolled along, with The Shadow peering from a
wi ndow to catch signals fromcertain men he passed. They were his secret
agents, on duty like Cardona's squad. They, too, were reporting all well to
their chief.

There was only one thing unusual in the whole vicinity of the Antique
Gal lery. The Shadow didn't notice it, because the conm ssioner's car arrived
by
anot her street. Neither did Cardona nor the agents report it, because it could
hardly be classed as inportant.

Two bl ocks away fromthe Antique Gallery were a pair of subway entrances,
of the old kiosk type that |looked like little houses set up on the sidewal k.
These ol d structures were quite close together, because one was used only
during the rush hours when the crowds were heavy. At present, sonme worknen
wer e
busy in the extra entrance. They were about to paint the interior, now that
t he
rush hour was past. They were | aying boards down the steps to the |anding and
beyond. Wil e sone began to prinme their paint brushes, others put up a wooden
barrier at the top of the steps and stenciled the word "C osed" upon it.

That done, the worknmen suddenly lost interest in their job. They drifted
away one by one, a fact which wasn't noticed because the barrier hid the steps
where they had been. A few bl ocks distant and conpletely away fromthe
Br oadway
square, the workers assenbl ed anew, entered a truck containing nmore supplies,
and drove off to compl ete another job.

They had a new trick, these. In identifying one another, they used the
cl enched-fist system but each nan opened his hand twi ce and stressed the fact
that all fingers were extended. Anyone could count those fingers, thunbs
i ncl uded, at a gl ance.

The sign of the Hydra, with the nunber of fingers shown announcing the
Head for whomthis crew worked. Twice five told the fact that tonight Head No.
10 woul d strike.

How Head No. 10 expected to succeed in inpossible crine was sonethi ng
t hat
woul d be | earned only when it happened. A crinme was planned that was
cal cul at ed
to produce double surprise - this tine to The Shadow as well as the | aw

CHAPTER XI V

THE CHANGED TRAI L



THE World Wde Friendship Society was throwing quite a dinner, to wel cone
new guests. |npounded under that clause, Conmi ssioner Weston and his
conpani ons
joined the banquet table. Over glasses of rare chanpagne supplied by one of
their group, the nenbers of the society heard Hart Ribold deliver his
i mpassi oned plea for funds.

He was a convincing speaker, this Ribold. H s tone was a persuasi ve basso
that he nmodul ated to a musical pitch. Handsone in a virile way, R bold had a
bronzed conpl exi on topped by |ight-blond hair, giving himthe appearance of a
Vi ki ng back from an adventurous voyage in tropic seas.

In dress, Ribold was different. \Where others wore conventional evening
cl othes, he sported a plumcol ored uniformjacket shaped to a Tuxedo cut, wth
a single epaulette upon its right shoul der. Below his other shoul der were
ri bbons and nedal s tastefully arranged upon his manly chest.

From what he knew about Ri bold, The Shadow assunmed that the sun tan was a
product of Pal m Beach rather than Equatorial Africa. The uniformwas that of a
foreign air force that had been very free with honorary comm ssions. The
nmedal s
were the sort that could be obtained through certain channels for a price.

Men like Ribold weren't uncommon anong Manhattan's social set. As
Cranston, the Shadow had net many of them and found them generally harm ess.
But the people present were taking this comic-opera character seriously.
Precisely as clainmed by Lloyd Casler, the self-flattering M. Ri bold was
seeking funds and getting them

This affair was being held in a private dining roomof the Hote
Metrolite. A connecting office had been hired for the occasion, and fromit
secretaries were bring sheaves of letters and i npressive docunments as fast as
Ri bold called for them

Correspondence from high officials of exiled governments gave i ndorsenent
to Ribold s work. They backed his claimthat if funds were available at the
right time and place, much could be done to aid a united cause. It wasn't just
a case of aiding the norale of airnmen fighting in the forces of other nations.

Captain R bold, as sonme of the |letters addressed him was planning the
organi zati on of new corps everywhere. He believed that he could reach nmen who
were inmmobilized in occupied countries, smuggle them out and place them where
they woul d count. Such an effort would require three things. Al three were
noney.

O the thirty-odd people present, all were willing to subscribe. Many had
brought along certified checks and were tendering themto Ri bold. The Shadow
saw t he | ook that Casler gave Weston, along with the nod that the comm ssioner
returned. Then Weston cane to his feet and asked just how Ribold intended to
saf eguard t hose funds.

It was a neat point. Subtly, Wston was expressing concern for R bold,
whereas he actually felt it toward the subscribers. The comm ssi oner was
handl i ng that angle quite well, so The Shadow arose and strolled away anong
t he
guests who were crowdi ng around Weston and Ri bol d.

Stepping into the little office, The Shadow found that the secretaries
had
gone, taking along Ri bold s records.

Pi cking up a tel ephone, The Shadow made a call. There was sonething that
he wanted, and when he |learned that it could be delivered within ten m nutes,
he gave a satisfied laugh, then sat down to have a snoke while he waited.

DURI NG t hose ten mi nutes, Weston was naking out well with Ri bold, who was
quite willing to accept suggestions. Ribold agreed that the funds should be
saf equarded and offered to place themin the hands of certain persons present.
When Weston insisted upon choosing the people in question, Ribold shrugged his



epaul ette and gave Weston the privil ege.

Ther eupon, Weston chose a retired jurist, Judge Kerland, who was the very
symbol of integrity; a | awer named Hubert Luhrig; and finally a prom nent
banker, Janes Al dan. Having thus conbi ned honesty, legal skill and finance,
West on announced hinself as an ex-officio menber of the fund committee.

This was all acconplished when The Shadow reappeared. \When he gave an
inquiring |l ook that suited Cranston, he was drawn aside by Bardell and Casl er
who told himprivately how his friend the comm ssioner had nanaged nmatters.

Ll oyd Casler was particularly el ated.

"Look at Ribold," he undertoned. "See the way he frowns. No wonder, with
a
fortune going right out of his clutch!"

At that nonment, Ribold explained his frown. He was thinking of future
probl ems, so he said. Ways in which to disburse the fund that he had raised,
SO
that there would be no question about its proper use and that every dollar of
the hundred and fifty thousand woul d be spent to best advantage.

He woul d report on these probl ems when he solved them Meanwhile, he

hoped
that the fund would continue to accunulate. Ribold said he'd like to see it
reach a quarter mllion

"No wonder!" whispered Casler caustically. "The bigger it gets, the nore
for Ri bold when he conpletes the flinflam But the only future problemthat
really worries himis how he can manage that grab. 1'd say that Captain Ribold
is due for sone headaches."

Judge, | awyer and banker were about to |l eave with the cash and certified
checks. Wil e shaking hands with them Ribald took a few | ooks toward the
connecting office. Weston noticed it when he joined Bardell and Casler. It was
Casl er who conment ed:

"That chap is plotting something."

Noti ng the glances he received, Ri bold came over. In his snmooth style, he
suggested that the men with the funds m ght need protection on the way to the
bank, that he'd thought of sending his secretaries along with them The
secretaries had left, but R bold was sure he could reach themif he phoned to
t he hotel | obby.

“"I"ll do better than that," rejoined Weston. "Tell the committee to wait,
Bardell. | want to talk to you, Ribold, and nmeanwhile, Cranston can phone
headquarters to say that I want two nmen for special detail.”

Turni ng as he gestured, Weston stared bl ankly when he found that Cranston
was no |longer present. Casler stated that the comrissioner's friend had just
renmenbered an inportant date and had left to keep it. Weston gave a
deprecati ng
grunt.

Those sudden dates that so often spirited Lanont Cranston away coul d al
be bl amed on a nui sance naned Margo Lane. Wthout inquiring why Weston was so
annoyed, Casler volunteered to nake the call in Cranston's place.

From the nonment that Lloyd Casler entered the adjoining office, his
actions becane peculiar. A gleamon his broad, blunt face, Casler took a quick
| ook at his watch, then | ocked the door behind him Crossing the office, he
opened anot her door and found that it led to a back stairway.

Locking that door, Casler tried a third. It showed a cl oset where several
coats and hats were hanging. Closing the closet, Casler went to the desk and
pi cked up the tel ephone. Its cord was hooked in the crack of a top drawer, so
Casler wenched it |oose, then dialed a nunber. Wen a voi ce responded, Casler
spoke:

"This is Head No. 10 -"

An amazing statenent! Gven in as insidious tone as Casler could conmand,
it revealed himas a naster of subterfuge. As a Hydra Head, Casler was
pl anni ng
crime tonight, a thrust wherein his Teeth would act upon information supplied



by
Eyes and Ears, who could al so have had much to do with the prelimnary
arrangenents.

To cover his identity as a Hydra Head, Casler had picked a perfect ali bi
He had arranged a side issue under the auspices of Comni ssioner Weston, in
whose conpany Casler woul d be when crine struck el sewherel!

VWHI LE plotting his own crime, Casler had been | ooking for a man toward
whom he could divert attention, and he had found one: Hart Ri bold. \Whatever
t he
shortcom ngs of the pretentious captain, they could be no worse than Casler's
own.

VWhat Casler was now saying to the Ear at the other end of the wire proved
that Head No. 10 considered his own future as assured.

"I"ve steered the conm ssioner the way | wanted," spoke Casler. "I'll
hol d
hi mhere so he can't nake trouble. He's leaving the jewelry show to Cardona.
We've fixed that angle."

There was a pause as Casler listened to sonething fromthe other end.
Then:

"Well, what about The Shadow?" demanded Casler. "He hasn't shown up so
far, has he? | tell you, he's an unknown el enent that has to be handl ed when
and where he enters. 1'd be willing to take ny chances with The Shadow ri ght
now "

That settled the Ear. He nust have reverted to the matter of schedul ed
crime, for when Casler spoke again, the Head used a confirmng tone.

"Correct," declared Casler, glancing at his watch. "The zero hour is nine
o' cl ock. No change."

It was just ten mnutes of nine. Replacing the phone with one hand,

Casl er

was putting his watch away, when its dial seemed to cloud. Odd, the lighting
in

this office to dimitself so suddenly. Wile Casler puzzled, the phenonenon
was

expl ai ned.

Close to the Head's ear cane a whispered |augh. Looking up, Casler saw
why
the Iight had faded. Between him and the wall bracket had stepped a figure
cl oaked in bl ack, whose eyes bored frombeneath the brimof a slouch hat.

The Shadow

Mere noments ago, Casler had said that he'd like to nmeet this personage
in
bl ack. Here was his chance to test the unknown el ement. As proof that The
Shadow
wasn't supernatural, Casler saw the open door of the closet and realized that
the weird visitor had sinply been in hiding behind the hanging coats.

I f so, The Shadow had heard everything.

That al one was enough to nake Casler turn nmurderer. If he could kill The
Shadow, the Head would be clear. Casler could call it a mstake, claining that
he'd t hought the cl oaked nmaster was a crinmnal teaned with Ri bold. After all,
Casl er was supposed to be calling headquarters for the police comm ssioner
He'd naturally think that anyone who interfered nust be tied up with crine.

Those were reasons why Casler boldly whipped a revol ver from his pocket
and aimed it at The Shadow. But the final and nost inmportant reason was The
Shadow s pose. Arns folded calmy, the cl oaked accuser didn't |ook prepared
for
the surprise attack that Casler gave.

The surprise proved Casler's.

Up cane The Shadow s hand, gunl ess and ungl oved. Thunb and second fi nger



snapped together, straight toward Casler's face. The result was a sharp

expl osion that sounded |ike a cannon shot. Two chenical pastes, nmeeting in the
friction of thunb and finger, produced a burst of flame along with the huge
report. (Note: Because The Shadow s expl osive powder used in this instance is
t oo dangerous for any but the npbst experienced to use, we do not reveal the
nature of its formula, so that the inexperienced mght not attenpt this
experiment and thereby suffer harm - Maxwell Gant.)

The bl ast staggered Ll oyd Casler.

Shaken, dazzled, the Hydra Head nearly lost his grip on the revol ver
whil e
he tried vainly to glinpse The Shadow anew. Al that Casler saw was bl ackness,
envel opi ng hinmsel f and the desk agai nst which he | eaned. Living blackness that
gri pped Casler and delivered another of those weird | aughs that cane as a
whi sper of doom

Blindly, Casler was reeling toward the door, the gun plucked fromhis
hand. He thought he was getting clear of The Shadow, not realizing that he was
actually being guided to further disaster.

For when Casl er nmanaged to unbolt the door, The Shadow gri pped hi m agai n,
sending himinto a whirl that carried the Head away fromthe door, then back
to
it, into the clutch of Conm ssioner Weston and a pair of husky hotel
detectives
who had started for the office when they heard The Shadow s bl ast.

Bef ore Casler could even begin to alibi hinmself, full attention was
captured by The Shadow s | augh. The cl oaked naster was opening the top drawer
of the desk to display a flat recording machi ne, which was the thing that The
Shadow had ordered earlier

Besi de the device was a broken thread, which The Shadow had attached to
the tel ephone cord. In jerking the cord fromthe edge of the drawer, Casler
had
broken the thread and started the recorder

Now t he machi ne was speaki ng back in Casler's own voice, disclosing him
as
the tenth Head of the Hydra and revealing that the zero hour was at hand for
hi s
thrust at the Antique Gallery. As that crimnal confession ended, the |augh of
The Shadow cane anew.

Weston and hi s conpani ons | ooked for the master in black. He was gone,

t hrough the outer door, which he had opened while their attention was on
Casler's recorded statenent. This laugh that they heard was the one that The
Shadow had first given Casler. The recorder had picked up that sinister mrth.

The Shadow had left on a rapid trip to the Antique Gallery, a race
agai nst
time, wherein he hoped to conquer crime at its own zero hour

CHAPTER XV
WHEELS OF CRI ME

ALREADY wheel s of crime were on the nmove. Lloyd Casler, the tenth Hydra
Head, had started them - hunan cogwheels, deft in evil. But they weren't the
only wheels that were to produce results.

One wheel had already done its stint. It was the circular turntable of
t he
recordi ng device in the desk drawer. That wheel provided an odd afternath,
hard
upon the mechani cal |augh that symbolized The Shadow s recent departure.

The recorder issued a terrific bang! - a replica of the explosion wth
whi ch The Shadow had startled Casler. This time the sound marked Casler's



recuperation. He sprang away fromthe desk, shaking off the grip of the hotel
detectives. Punching his way past Bardell in the doorway, Casler raced across
t he banquet room

Ri bold was too far away to block him The fancy-dressed captain began
bar ki ng orders, but no hands could stop Casler's frenzied surge.

Qut through another door, down a stairway to the |obby, the frantic Head
was off to safety.

Spurring Casler, canme a nocking laugh. It was the final taunt that The
Shadow had gi ven during the office scene. Casler snarled happily as he heard
it. This time, The Shadow wasn't here to back his powerful mirth. Yet the
I augh
still had nerit.

Though Ll oyd Casler didn't realize it, The Shadow was no | onger | opping
Hydra heads, unless dire circunstances should conpel him |nstead, he was
seeking to ensnare the various | eaders while breaking up their crimes. For the
way in which the Hydra branched was its nost insidious feature.

VWeel s were whirling The Shadow to his appointnent with crine - the swift
wheel s of Me's cab, which had been waiting outside the Hotel Metrolite ever
since The Shadow went there. But with all Me's efforts, the cab was sone
bl ocks short of its goal when the zero hour struck.

Visitors at the jewelry show heard the nine-o'clock clang of a great
cl ock
in a tower across the square. They were giving the tine little heed, for the
famed crown jewels were on display.

Besi de the exhibit stood | nspector Joe Cardona, somewhat annoyed by the
way sone people m stook himfor a guide. Joe kept gesturing to a withery old
gent| eman who was describing the various gens.

These were the crown jewels of many countries, brought to America for
safety, placed on display that the proceeds fromtheir show m ght go to the
aid
of refugees fromthose | ands. Crowns, tiaras, scepters, rings, and even sword
hilts, provided a glittering array of color fromthe cl osely guarded stand on
whi ch they reposed.

Di amonds were, of course, the main attraction, though rubies, eneralds,
sapphires and sonme rare specimens of topaz were in abundance. The | ecturer was
finished with the di anonds and was pointing out the rubies.

Close to the display, Cyde Burke and Harry Vincent were noting the faces
around them and findi ng none that was suspicious. As visitors to the show,

t hese agents of the Shadow had so far failed to scent a trace of buddi ng
crinme.
Nor, for that matter, had |nspector Cardona.

"This inmmense gem" declared the lecturer, pointing to a great red stone
that studded a sword hilt, "was long regarded as the world's largest ruby. A
m snoner, because in the actual sense there is no true ruby. Garnets,
car buncl es, other ruddy stones, were all terned rubies by the ancients.

"The Oriental ruby, nost precious of the entire category, is properly a
red variety of sapphire. Being the nost valued of ruddy gens, it has clained

the title of ruby. If this great stone" - he gestured to the sword hilt -
"were
of Oriental origin, its value would be fabul ous.

"Unfortunately, it is only a spinel, identified as such in recent years.
A

spinel is a gemstone found in various color varieties, anong themred. So you
are viewing not the world' s |argest ruby, but a fine specinen of spinel."

The repeated termwas striking hone to Cardona. Half al oud, Joe mnuttered:

"A spinel. Wiere did | hear that before? Spinel... spinet! One | ooks I|ike
a ruby and the other a piano. Spinet -"

Wth that, Cardona turned to | ook at the antiques, hoping he' d see the
spinet. But there wasn't anything resenbling a piano anong the ancient
furniture that was ranged to cover barren spots anid the showcases. Behind the



exhibit of crown jewels, Joe saw a fancy, gol d-decorated screen. Past the
screen, he spied a corner of the six-by-ten packing box that contained the
spi net .

Before nore than a flicker of suspicion could cross Joe's mind, crine
crashed through

THERE was a roar from behind the screen, nuffled only for a few seconds.
Then, with a splintering smash, the front of the box ripped w de. Sonething
aval anched forth, flattening the screen, and hurtled Iike a mniature
juggernaut toward the display of crown jewels.

Al the visitors dodged, with nen's shouts and wonen's shri eks
punct uati ng
the process. The withery lecturer went away in a hurried dive. Harry and C yde
were anong those who cleared a path as they would have for a raging bull. For
the thing that was hurtling at them neant busi ness.

It was a bantam autonobile, spurting with a power that threatened mayhem
to anyone who bl ocked its course!

This was the thing that truckers had brought into the Antique Gallery.
Light in weight, four nen could easily carry it on their shoulders. Instead of
an ol d-fashi oned pi ano, Cardona was seeing the | atest type of midget car, a
t wo- passenger coupe occupied by its advertised human quot a.

Two Teeth of the Hydra!

The driver of the bantam car could have cut a vicious swath right through
the witnesses, but he didn't. Instead, he janmed the brakes and the m dget
nmenace shrieked to a halt beside the display of crown gens. The door on the
right flipped open and the man beside the driver scooped the plush drape that
covered the jewel stand.

Bundling a vast fortune of gens as a waiter would gather up silverware
when renoving a tablecloth, the daring thief hauled his wholesale prize into
the tiny car and slammed the door.

Only Cardona coul d have stopped it. He'd been standing at one side of the
di spl ay, hence hadn't needed to dodge along with The Shadow s agents and
detectives who were in the car's path. But Joe was handi capped very
unfortunately. He was on the wong side of the car. Before he could get around
to the right, the door had banged shut.

The way ahead was cl ear. The m dget nachine had transformed itself froma
nmechani zed nmenace into a getaway car. Two nen made a valiant effort to stop it
when they grabbed for its rear bumper. Those two were Harry and dyde. I|f
they'd gotten their grip, they could have lifted the rear wheels of the
undersi zed car and kept themwhirling usel essly.

But the car spurted off too soon. It was roaring down an aisle between
showcases, ducking anti que couches and other furniture while Cardona tried to
stop it in his own way, with gunfire. OQther detectives joined in with their
revol vers, but no shots counted.

You could arnor-plate a mdget ear and supply it with bulletproof glass
and tires, just as with a full-sized vehicle.

The Hydra had.

Del uged by bashi ng slugs, the peewee vehicle reached the street door
dented by inpact. Like a humm ngbird buzzing out through a wi ndow, it hopped
the curb and spurted across the square. Mere sight of the tiny car was enough
for Cardona's outside squad. Al the machinery of the law went into notion to
make the escape short-1Iived.

Patrol cars were wheeling in fromside streets. Big arnored trucks were
heaving up to throw a bl ockade. But the nidget car was as difficult to catch
as
a greased pig. It could take to sidewalks and it did, as soon as traffic
snarl ed
about it. Cut off froma corner, it wheeled through the park, trimm ng benches
so closely that a group of bums went diving over the bench backs to escape the



hal f - pi nt menace

VWhat it |acked in size, the bantam nade up for in speed and
maneuverability. Al the while, its occupants were safe fromthe steady hai
of
lead that flew about it. One car alone, of all in the vicinity, could have
gi ven
the midget a hard run. That was Me's cab, arriving with The Shadow.

Mboe woul d have found a way to cut off the thing's escape, for he could
handl e his hack like a stunt driver. But there were places where the cab
couldn't go, and one of them was through the ness of traffic that cluttered
t he
avenue fromcurb to curb. The sidewal ks, wi de enough for the midget auto, were
just too narrow for the cab

Still, crooks didn't seemto have a chance. Streets were bl ocked, and the
sirens of notorcycles told that a new class of vehicles were in the chase. The
trouble was that the cycle cops were vul nerable, which the nmen in the bantam
weren't. A gun was chattering fromthe top of the small car's w ndow when it
neared the subway ki osk where workmen had begun a paint job.

Wth arip like its departure fromthe crate, the tiny car carved through
the flimsy barrier and zoomed down the steps into the subway, using |engthw se
boards for a roadway, the very boards that the fake painters placed there
bef or ehand!

MOTORCYCLES rallied to the chase. From side streets where they had
dodged,

t hey converged upon the kiosk, racing to see who could reach it first.

The cop who won wasn't happy over it. His nmotorcycle took a jolt and he
di sappeared down the opening, while others pulled up their two-wheel ed steeds
and tunbled to the street, in preference to a |longer fall

The nmen in the mdget car had stopped at the bottom of the subway steps
just long enough to grab the | ower ends of the boards and haul themto the
bottom That done, they were on their way again, traveling underground.

O ficers and plain-clothes men were dashing for the various subway
entrances all around the square. They still thought they had a chance to trap
the midget car where it was. Sooner or later, they would hound it to a subway
platform Police were getting to those platfornms to make sure the crooks
didn't
hop fromthe car and run along the tracks or board a train.

Meanwhi | e, The Shadow s cab was gone.

To Moe's anmazenent, his bl ack-cl oaked chief ordered himto wheel fromthe
bel eaguered square and drive across to the other side of town. It wasn't unti
the trip was under way that Me realized what it m ght produce.

Never cal cul ating that the subway coul d have played the part it did, the
police had treated the situation as a | ocal one. They knew that two subways
crossed at the square and that both were express stops. That neant severa
platfornms on two | evels woul d have to be covered. But the police had just
about
forgotten that those subways linked to a concourse that |ed to anot her subway
on
t he opposite side of town!

Wen they remenbered, it would be too late. On foot, they couldn't hope
to
overtake the tiny autonobile. By the tine they haul ed notorcycl es down the
steps, a nechani zed pursuit would be useless. O all the trickery that the
Hydra's nen had shown, their final stroke was best - that of |eading the
police
underground, only to learn that they should have stayed on the street and sent
cars everywhere to cut off the crooks wherever they m ght reappear

That was exactly what The Shadow pl anned, and he wasn't trusting to nere



chance. The Hydra had gauged this thing so well that there was a chance it
coul d have been handled too well. On the barren cross street, The Shadow s cab
was meking as good time as the midget car in the underground concourse.
Therein

lay his hope that the Hydra had itself provided a clue.

The Shadow s hunch proved justified.

Reaching the far side of town, Mbe was up against a tough proposition
There were subway exits here in plenty, a dozen of them sonme several bl ocks
apart. Howto find the right one, was the question; but it answered itself,

t hanks to the Hydra.

As Moe cruised rapidly in and about this sector, still follow ng The
Shadow s order, a closed exit came in sight. The Hydra had overdone its trick
by providing the tiny getaway car with a quick way out when it finished its
underground trip. The painters had cone here after finishing their first job,
and in preparing the last lap for the getaway they had planted a marker for
The
Shadow

Fromw thin the cab, Me heard a whispered | augh. Needing no further
or der
from The Shadow, Mde plunged the brake pedal and brought the cab to the spot
where the crooks woul d soon emerge.

VWeels of crime were still in notion, rolling perpetrators to a new
nmeeting with The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI
WEALTH REGAI NED

LI GHTS out, Mbe's cab was a lurking thing in darkness, while his chief,
The Shadow, waited. The cab had come by a straight route, whereas its m dget
prey had veered considerably. This accounted for the difference, but during
t he
wait it was quite evident that the Hydra's strategy had conpletely baffled the
I aw.

Sounds of sirens were so distant as to be practically negligible. Only
The
Shadow had guessed where the trail would lead. This time, The Shadow was ahead
of cri me!

To Mbe, the gane seened as good as won, until he heard a singul ar whisper
cl ose behind him It was The Shadow s warning tone, ordering Me to keep | ow,
whi ch often meant that Mbe woul d have to claw the floor boards. Such a warni ng
prom sed shooting, which made Moe think that The Shadow s keen ear had heard
t he underground approach of the m dget getaway car

As Moe slid down into the seat, his last glance in the mirror showed him
anot her cab pulling up behind his owm. He realized then that The Shadow had
| ooked even farther ahead. The arriving cab belonged to the Hydra. It was here
for transfer purpose when the mdget car arrived.

Al most i naudi bl e was the soft thud of the rear door in Me's cab
Absol utely invisible was the cl oaked shape that slid to the darkened sidewal k
and glided under the shelter of one cab back to the other. Mbsters had
extingui shed their lights while coasting up to Moe's cab. Now nen were
creepi ng
out to slug the unfortunate hacki e who had accidentally - so they thought -
chosen their rendezvous as a parking spot.

Those Teeth of the Hydra never reached Me's cab

Bl ackness whirled literally anong them It was as if night itself had
solidified to strike like an invisible thunderbolt. The guns that slugged were
The Shadow s. They found targets with every stroke. Three thugs literally
nmelted with hardly an outcry. Not one even found a gun trigger, for they



hadn' t
i ntended to start shooting this soon

In the cab up front, Me heard The Shadow s | ow, triunphant |augh and
popped up behind the wheel. No need laying | ow any | onger, Me knew.

Anot her cabby heard that strange mrth fromthe darkness where figures
were nysteriously thudding the curb. He reached for a gun and thrust it
t hr ough
the window, this nman in the Hydra's cab. A Tooth like the rest, he was ready
to
do his bit for Head No. 10.

His bit was sinply proving that he couldn't take it. In fromthe opposite
wi ndow came a gl oved hand that pressed a cold gun rmuzzle against the driver's
neck. WIlting, the crook let his own gun clatter outside his cab. H s hands
were rising, when The Shadow ordered t hem down agai n.

Then, with harder pressure of his gun, The Shadow was ordering the fellow
to get going, which the cabby did. How his hands managed to grip the steering
wheel , was sonething quite remarkable; but the speed with which the cab shot
away was to be expected. The driver sinply let his foot jamto the floor and
stay there.

Back at his own cab, The Shadow found Moe clinbing anxiously out. Hearing
his chief's whisper, Me subsided, to | earn why The Shadow had sent the other
cab away. The Shadow sinply stated that since only one cab was supposed to be
waiting here, he'd sent the other away. Mde began to understand.

"And say, chief," declared Mwe, "can those Blue Spots travel! They're a
new j ob, those hacks. How they'll make dough, | don't know, with so many
conpani es already in the business. |I'll bet that guy you just chased stil
doesn't know how | ucky -"

Moe broke off at a whisper from The Shadow, who was now inside the cab
There was a nuffled roar bel ow ground, a hard rising spurt, the clatter of
boards that served as tracks. Then, like a jack-in-the-box, out popped the
m dget car that was bringing the crown gens!

SMASHI NG t hrough the thin boards of the subway exit, the mechanica
jackrabbit took a bounce across the sidewal k and stopped by the curb. Its
doors
popped open and out sprang its two-man crew, one carrying a large suitcase in
whi ch he had packed the royal jewels.

VWil e he was dashing to the cab with it, the other crook shoved the front
of the stalled bantam and sent the tiny car backward down the subway steps.

At that nonment, the cab door was opening. The crook who shoved the bag
inside let go of it and snatched for a gun. He didn't reach the weapon, nor
did
his lips finish the savage oath they started. An interruption cane in the
shape
of an automatic, |anding hard against the skull of the astonished jewel thief.

The ot her thug heard not hing because of the clatter that the bantam car
was meking as it zigzagged, unguided, down the subway steps. When the fell ow
turned, he saw the cab pulling away; at the sane tinme, the chug of a
not or cycl e
joined the wail of a patrol-car siren froma few bl ocks away.

This Hydra Tooth didn't realize that he was being given a chance for
short-lived flight on foot, with peaceable surrender to the aw. He thought he
was bei ng doubl e-crossed by pals, who preferred not to wait for him now that
the police were coming to this side of town. Angrily, the crook pulled a gun
and opened fire at the departing cab

An automatic answered with a single stab. The Tooth reel ed, wounded. The
Shadow s shot was necessary, for with a few bullets nore, his frantic foe
woul d
have found the wi ndow of the cab. Looking back, The Shadow saw his adversary



sag
besi de the huddl ed figures who had been |ying behind Me's cab. The other man
fromthe m dget car was caved in the gutter

Thi s concl udi ng epi sode had proven very rapid. The |ast shots canme anid
the echoes of the final crash fromthe nidget car when it reached the subway
platform The wail of the approaching siren had halted just before the

gunfire
hence the shots were heard.
As ill luck had it, a patrol car zoomed down the very street that Moe

intended to take. When the cab veered to take a new route, the nen in the
patrol car saw it and the chase was on. Dodgi ng one patrol car was a sinple
task for Moe, but by the tinme he did it, notorcycles were in the chase.

They were everywhere, those pests, passing word to each other that crooks
had transferred to a cab, which didn't make it pleasant for The Shadow,
considering that he didn't care to throw away a suitcase full of rare crown
jewels. So he kept them but with the know edge that he woul d take the blane
for the crinme if found with such baubles in his possession

Cal My, The Shadow gui ded Moe through devious routes that pronised
safety.

Strange, how this cloaked fugitive could tell the exact |ocations of the
pursui ng vehicles. Tine and again, Mde cut across a street thinking he was
going right into a snare, only to see a nmotorcycl e going the other way.

Usual |y, the cops spotted the cab, but they had to turn around to go

after
it, and by then, Me was el sewhere. Cops were constantly overhauling the wong
cabs and stopping them which hel ped a great deal; but there were still too

many in notorcycles.

In fact, Moe felt that, for once, the gane was through when The Shadow
ordered himto wheel through a side street near the Times Square area. Even
wor se, The Shadow called for a stop m dway through the bl ock.

As Mobe pressed down on the brake pedal, the cab sl ewed beside a |inousine
that was parked in front of a night club. Me didn't hear what happened, nor
did the drowsy chauffeur in the |inpusine. Qut one w ndow, in through another
went a heavy suitcase of untold value. Wth that transfer of the crown gens
fromcab to |Iinousine, The Shadow gave Moe the order for another spurt.

The notorcycle cops proved too pesky. Twenty bl ocks to the south, one of
t hem over haul ed the cab and inquired about its hurry. A second cop arrived and
each yanked open a door. Me gave an anxious | ook in back, then opened his
eyes
wi de when he saw that his passenger was no | onger The Shadow. Nor was there
any
sui t case

In Cranston's gui se, The Shadow was | eani ng back in the seat snoking a
thin cigar. His cloak and hat were tucked away in a special drawer beneath the
rear seat. He'd put his guns there, too, in case the cops decided to frisk
hi m
But they weren't in a frisky nood.

"Say!" exclainmed one. "Here's the pal who handed us those tickets to the
theater!"

"W want to thank you, mster,’
turned out to be!"

The Shadow was shaki ng hands with both the cops. Wen they got around to
the present question, he told themthat he hadn't seen any cab that appeared
to
have crooks in it; at least, no such cab in flight. He'd noted a parked cab
t hat
| ooked suspi cious, but the cops told himthe one they wanted woul dn't be
st oppi ng anywhere.

"When you see the police comm ssioner," renmarked The Shadow, "give himny
regards. We're old friends, you know. In fact, | think I'Il pick up ny car and

expressed the other. "What a party that



stop around to see himshortly. Maybe this very evening."
As the cab pulled away, the motorcycle cops went to a phone and call ed
headquarters. They were told to report to Inspector Cardona at the Cobalt
C ub,
where he had gone to see Comni ssioner Weston

MEANVHI LE, The Shadow was putting in a call around the corner. It was
anot her of those Cranston to Cranston conversations that brought pronpt
results. Called to a phone booth in a night club, the real Cranston caught the
drift of things. Margo Lane was finishing a dance with another partner when
Cranston joi ned her and suggested that they |eave.

In the linmousine, Margo al nost stunbled over a suitcase, which Cranston
promptly lifted to the seat beside him He was sniling somewhat cryptically
when Margo asked where they were going. She |earned the answer after a
northward trip, when the cab pulled up in front of the Cobalt C ub.

Sone motorcycle cops were com ng out, and others were arriving on the
street. They nodded to Cranston as he went by carrying the suitcase. Inside
t he
club, Cranston and Margo reached the grillroom which Wston had turned into
hi s
headquarters. Interrupting a report by Inspector Cardona, Cranston planked the
suitcase on the table and opened it.

Margo gasped at sight of the fabul ous crown jewels, but her surprise was
mld. Weston and Cardona were pawi ng through the gens, totally confounded,
whi | e notorcycl e cops cane flocking back at Weston's bell ow. Then Cranston was
expl ai ning how he'd found the suitcase in his linmousine, entirely by accident
a thing to which Margo could testify, and did.

There were two things that still puzzled Margo.

She coul dn't understand how Lanont had turned hinself into The Shadow,
recovered the jewels for which the whole police force were searching, and
still
stayed around the night club as much as he had. Margo was sure she hadn't been
absent from Lanmont for nore than a single dance. Whatever niracles he'd
performed as The Shadow, he rmust have managed themin sonething | ess than ten
mnutes at a stretch

VWi ch woul d have caused Margo to deci de that someone other than The
Shadow
had stifled crine tonight, except for the second fact that puzzled her

That was: when Cranston found the suitcase in the |inousine, he didn't
open it. So how could he have known the gens were in it unless he had
personal |y recl ai med them as The Shadow?

Again, Margo's case was nild

As she and Lanont left the Cobalt Club to the congratul ati ons of
Cranston's friends, the traffic cops, two new officers arrived on notorcycles
and alighted to |l earn the news. They happened to be the pair who had
over haul ed
The Shadow s cab twenty bl ocks the other side of the street where the night
cl ub

was.

They stared very hard at Lanont Cranston

"So the guy did have the jewel s!" exclainmed one. "And he brought them
here!"

"That's what he nmeant when he said he was going to see the conmi ssioner,"
put in the other. "It shows he was right all the tine."

"But how did he get here ahead of us?"

"Say... now you're asking sonething! Don't that beat all?"

The two cops stared at the departing |inousine as though they expected it
to sprout wings and take off over the Enpire State Building. The nore they



tried to explain the thing, the nore it bothered them considering that they'd
lost but little tine in comng to the Cobalt d ub

To those two cops, The Shadow s latest victory over the Hydra was
dr oppi ng
right out of mind. They knew that The Shadow coul d work wonders. But if they'd
been asked to nane the chanpion at such business, they'd have voiced their
candi date as Lanont Cranston

CHAPTER XVI |
CRI ME COVES C. O D.

THE blue light glimered in The Shadow s sanctum Long, deft fingers were
sorting through reports fromagents. Fromone of those fingers gleaned a rare
gem a fire opal that changed from hue to hue. This stone, known as a girasol
wasn't a souvenir fromthe crown jewels that The Shadow had recl ai nmed

Rat her, this girasol that The Shadow had worn for years was the nagnet
that had attracted the other gems into his hands. For never did The Shadow
fare
forth without this strange talisman, which had carried himthrough threats of
death that had seenmingly required nore than nortal effort to survive.

First of the reports were from Rutl edge Mann. They went back to the death
of Edmund d encoe, a Hydra case that still was unidentified as such by the
I aw.

Mann was seeki ng data that would prove nmurder and robbery in that instance.

The evi dence | ooked negative. The funds paid to G encoe's estate had been
used to purchase stocks in legitimte conpanies, as he provided. Al the
conpani es were doing well, their shares selling at a premium Bardell and
others were buying into them and Mann's advice, as a broker, was that either
The Shadow or Cranston should do the sane.

Passing fromthat routine report, The Shadow found one from Me. The cab
had been in an accident and would need a few weeks for repairs. Substitute
cabs
were hard to find, so Mbe was taking a job with a conmpany for a while. He'd
still be avail abl e when The Shadow needed him but fares would count when ran
up on the neter.

The Shadow s | ow | augh was whi nsi cal as he finished that brief report.

d i ppi ngs on The Shadow s table told of his victory over the Hydra, and
descri bed the wi despread hunt that the police were making for Lloyd Casler
The
Shadow had al ready read those, and they didn't nmatter rmuch. He preferred that
Casl er should be alive and at |arge, rather than have new Hydra Heads appear

Hunted by the law, with nbost of his crew eradicated, Head No. 10 was
Eyel ess and Toothl ess. At nost, he could still have only a few Ears left.

One nore report was needed, from dyde Burke. It hadn't arrived, so The
Shadow reached for the earphones. Before he grasped them a tiny light
bl i nked,
announci ng a call from Burbank

The contact man stated that Lanont Cranston was on the wire. The Shadow
said to put the call through

Phoning fromhis hone in New Jersey, Cranston begged to be excused that
evening. He felt his present popularity would handi cap The Shadow. Wth the
Hydra still a pressing nenace, every notorcycle cop in Manhattan felt it a
duty
to convoy Cranston's |inpusine each time it appeared in town.

"I"'mtoo much of a hero," conplained Cranston. "I hope you settle this
Hydra busi ness pronmptly, so I'Il be forgotten. Wiat's nore, | can't see Margo
because she asks too nmany questions, and if | don't see her, she'll cook up
nor e.



"I wish you d take over a while, old man. It would be to our nutua
interest. You can get around places in that cloak of yours w thout being
recogni zed as me. So you won't be bothered by the notorcycle squad, and when
you meet Margo you can give her a few answers which | can't."

Granting Cranston a deserved | eave of absence, The Shadow resuned his
chat
wi t h Burbank and inquired about Burke's report. He | earned that Cyde was
still
at the conmmissioner's office and woul d probably be heard fromshortly.

| NTERWOVEN t hrough all The Shadow s canpai gns were nany inportant tw sts.
Clyde Burke's visit to the conm ssioner was one of them

Clyde's effort to halt crine at its source during the jewel robbery had
not escaped Cardona's notice. In return for services rendered, the inspector
had prom sed dyde an inside track on future stories.

Cardona was naking good his prom se, by inviting Cyde to a conference
where he had a reasonable right to be, anyway, since he'd figured in one Hydra
case. At Weston's office, Clyde had net Dustin Bardell, who was still at |oss
regardi ng nenbers for his civic comittee

"It's inpossible to trust anyone!" Bardell was declaining, with one of
t hose hand t hwacks that struck the desk resoundingly. "Wen Lloyd Casler
turned
out to be a Hydra Head, my faith in friends was utterly destroyed!"

"Why not | ook el sewhere than anong your friends?" queried Weston. "Wat
about Hart Ri bol d?"

Bardel | 's eyes narrowed sharply. "Can you be serious, conm ssioner?"

"Certainly," returned Weston. "It was Casler who threw suspicion on
Ri bol d. That ought to prove Ribold' s integrity."

"It doesn't follow, comm ssioner," argued Bardell. "I still don't trust
Ri bol d. He m ght have nade away with that fund, if you hadn't appointed
trustworthy nen to keep it."

"I'f he had," declared Wston brusquely, "he'd have done crinme his own
way,
not the Hydra's. W are sure that Ribold isn't a Hydra Head. Mark that to his
credit.”

Bardell wrote Ri bold s name on a sheet of paper. Weston then told himto
begi n another list, headed by the names of Kerland, Luhrig and Al dan - judge,
| awyer, and banker who were hol ding the Wrld Wde Friendship Society fund.

"There are three good men," asserted Weston, "but we can keep them for
t he
future. This evening, | shall confer with themregarding the fund. After that,
they may be candidates for the civic commttee. And now -"

The conm ssioner paused in a manner so inpressive that C yde knew his
story was coning up. Taking sone report sheets that Cardona handed him Weston
gl anced from Bardell to Clyde and asked:

"Did either of you ever hear of Ira Ilchester?"

"Why, certainly," returned Bardell pronptly. "llchester is noted for his
phi | ant hr opi ¢ achi evenents. "

"His latest being the gift of his very valuable library," added C yde.
"He
turned it over to an upstate university. Before that -

Bardell broke in with a recitation of Ilchester's earlier endowrents,
since they had begun years ago, at a time that Bardell renenbered but Cyde
didn't. However, the reporter was able to correct Bardell as he went al ong.
Bardell had lost track of Ilchester's later philanthropies.

"That's all | need to bear," declared Weston. "It proves that Il chester

is
nore interested in humanity than in wealth. Therefore, we can accept whatever
he



says as valid."

Thi nking that he was going to obtain a conmittee nenber, Bardell started
to put Ilchester's name on paper, when Weston stopped him

"Il chester is no |longer active," stated Weston. "W can not ask himto
hel p us uncover Hydra Heads. W nust do that for him W nust find at | east
one
Head on his account. I|lchester has been threatened by The Hydra."

From Cardona's reports, Weston laid bare the Il chester situation. The
phi |l ant hr opi st had been hearing froma nysterious extortionist who liked to
deal in the nunmber twelve. Phone calls had cone at noon and m dni ght, al
bearing the same demand: that |lchester pay the sumof fifty thousand dollars,
or take unstated consequences.

True to the nunber twelve, the unknown persecutor had sent nessages in
packages delivered to Ilchester's home. Every dozen eggs included an extortion
note. Wen Il chester ordered new silverware, there had been a nessage with
each
twel ve-pi ece batch. An encycl opedi a whi ch happened to come in twel ve vol unes
contained a | oose threat note in each book

"What |l chester fears is abduction,"” stated Weston. "He's been living in
a
bonb shelter that was dug in his cellar sone nonths ago. He went so deep with
the shelter that he struck an old water main and had to have it cenented over.

"He decided that was deep enough for a bomb shelter.” Wth a slight
smil e,

Weston produced a picture of the cellar. "But it wouldn't do against this
terrorist whomllchester ternms 'No. 12.' That title that Ilchester chose at
random shoul d suggest sonething to you."

"Anot her Hydra Head!" exclaimed d yde.

"Head No. 12!" added Bardell. "The Heads have probably reached that
total,
since Casler's nunber was Ten!"

"That is nmy opinion," agreed Weston. "And Head Twel ve has i nforned

Il chester that the deadline will be twelve o' clock the night of the twelfth.
Whi ch neans"” - the conmm ssioner gestured to his calendar - "that Ilchester's
[imt will be mdnight this very evening!"

CLYDE coul dn't hold back his enthusiasmover such a story. Telling him
he'd have to hold it for tomorrow s newspaper, Wston assigned Clyde to a
meeting with Il chester this evening.

Clyde went out to call his newspaper, the Classic. In the neanti me Weston
phoned the club to see if Cranston happened to be there.

Cranston wasn't, but before Weston could put in a call to New Jersey, his
friend rang up. Needless to say, it was The Shadow, phoning after receiving a
rapid report from dyde. Repeating the details of the Ilchester case, Wston
asked Cranston to visit the threatened nan that evening.

The idea was this: Ilchester sinply would not trust the police inside the
house, fearing that No. 12 would notice their arrival and use extreme measures
inretaliation. Between them Weston and Cardona had wheedl ed himinto
inviting
ot her guests. Wth people present, Ilchester's abduction would prove
difficult.

Naturally, police would be on hand outdoors. Inspector Cardona was taking
t he assignment, with a few hand-picked nmen, the sort who could stay under
cover. As for the party, if Cranston coul d suggest suitable persons to attend
it, Weston would be grateful.

Stating first that he'd reach Ilchester's before m dnight, The Shadow
suggested that Harry Vincent be invited. Wston approved the choice, since
Harry rated well with C yde Burke, the two having teamed against crinme at the
jewel ry show.



Adding that if Vincent had a girlfriend for the evening, her presence
shoul d be suitable, too, The Shadow hung up. The conclusion of his call irked
Vst on i mmensel y.

"Cranston and that Lane girl again!" snapped Weston. "She's dated him
this
eveni ng, so he wants other guests to bring their girlfriends, or he won't show
up at Ilchester's."

"That Lane danme!" gruffed Cardona. "She's getting to be a mlestone
ar ound
Cranston's neck!"

"You nmean millstone," corrected Weston. "Still, it doesn't matter. Both
are heavy enough. Nevertheless" - an idea struck Wston - "sone feninine charm
woul d hel p the occasion. It would |look |like a genuine party to the Hydra's
spies, if ladies were present. Call up Vincent, inspector, and ask himto
bring
agirl along."

LEAVI NG t he sanctum The Shadow was enjoying a |laugh at Weston's parti al
expense. The Shadow s suggestion had solved a pressing problem He'd decided
how t o postpone Margo's questions, perhaps to sidetrack them permanently.

Thr ough Bur bank, The Shadow was instructing Harry to invite Margo to
Il chester's party.

Thus Margo woul dn't neet The Shadow until nearly m dnight, by which tine
the situation would be tense. If the Hydra should take over the party in the
shape of Head No. 12, enough things would happen to nake Margo forget the
previ ous epi sode invol ving Cranston.

Dar kness had already settled, hence The Shadow found his cl oaked garb to
his liking. Contacting Me, The Shadow found himdriving a Blue Spot cab. As
they cruised along, with the meter ticking very slowy, Me tal ked about the
taxi cab company that was enpl oyi ng him

"It's like you thought, chief," informed Moe. "There's a bunch of
deadpans
working for this outfit. A couple of dozen hacks on the street, with a zonbie
back of every wheel ."

"Do they know your |ingo?" queried The Shadow.

"How can | tell?" demanded Mbe. "They don't open their faces except to

eat. Take tonight, for instance. | never saw so many rush jobs. Wile we were
in the one-armlunch joint across fromthe garage, the checker pops in and
orders five guys onto the street all at once. | was the only Blue Spot driver

left in the hash house."

The Shadow was keeping a strict |ookout for other Blue Spot cabs. He
not ed
one parked in front of a pretentious apartnent house on the avenue that Me
was
following. Telling Mbe to pull up beside the conmpany cab, The Shadow added a
qguestion for his own driver to ask

Moe piped it from al ongsi de.

"Hey, Blue Boy! Seen any coolie cabs around?"

"How woul d | know?" retorted the deadpan in the other Blue Spot. "I ain't
been down to Chi natown!"

Weel i ng al ong, Me spoke eagerly to The Shadow.

"That did it, chief!" declained Me. "One crack at your suggestion and
found out what | couldn't get for three days! That guy isn't even imtation
McCoy! If he was -"

"He woul dn't have confused a coolie cab with Chinatown," put in The
Shadow. "He woul d have found out that the coolies are the drivers who are
stationed at the ferries, so called because they work long shifts."

Mboe nodded. He was particularly pleased when The Shadow told himto keep
cruising this area. Mbe sensed fromhis chief's tone that The Shadow s keen



brain was thinking in ternms of crine. Qddly, though, the evening was yet
young,
and this wasn't Ilchester's nei ghborhood.

Therefore, other crine nust be brew ng, though The Shadow had sound
reasons for linking it with the Hydra. Considering the uni que methods used by
Hydra Heads, as displayed by Mance, Medor and Casl er, The Shadow was again
expecting sonething startling or novel.

Nor woul d The Shadow he di sappointed on that score, should he manage to
wi t ness the schedul ed events of evil. Tonight, crinme was operating on a sound
nmer chandi si ng system It was coming C O D.

Cash on delivery to the Hydral

CHAPTER XVI | |
HEADS OFF AND ON

A CAB was rolling slowy along a side street, its driver acting as if
he' d
lost his way. An inpatient man in cape and high silk hat wagged a cane through
the window to the driver's seat and snapped testily:

"Come, ny man! Make up your mind, or I'll be late to the opera!"”

The cab stopped under a light, while the driver thunbed a street guide.
The bl ue spot on the door was quite conspicuous. At last the driver started
agai n, remarking to his passenger

"I'"'m headed the wong way. 1'Il cut through this alley to the next
street.

That will fix us."

It fixed them right enough. The alley w dened into a courtyard, where
lights were glowi ng. A man stepped up and opened the door, to press a gun
agai nst the passenger's chest. Coming out with raised hands, the man with the
hi gh hat gave a hopeful |ook back to the street fromwhich they had cone.

Therewith, the victinls hope becane despair. There wasn't any street,
nothing but a solid wall of brick! Then, still gasping with amazenent, the
silk-hatted man was piloted around the corner of the courtyard, to find other
rueful prisoners Iike hinself.

They were seated under a |low roof fitted with |arge panes of frosted
gl ass
that covered the entire courtyard. Al had conme in Blue Spot cabs, for others
of
t hese vehicles were parked across the court. The cab drivers, men with
har dened
faces, were keeping guard with guns.

Tabl es were spread for a buffet supper, with thuggi sh waiters presiding,
but none of the guests were inclined to eat. They knew one another, for they
were all menbers of the Wirld Wde Friendship Society. As for their host, he
was the fanciful Captain Ribold, wearing his honorary uniformwth its
customary di spl ay of nedals.

"Rel ax, everybody," suggested R bold, in his eager tone. "You are al
worth nore alive than dead. | amnot treating you |like goods delivered C O D.,
though in fact you are. | hired this forgotten dining garden for your benefit,
so you may as well enjoy it."

A buzzer sounded and Ri bold stepped to a deep wall to press a swtch.
Those near enough to the corner saw an anmazi ng happening in the alley. The
front wall rose inward on hinges to admt a Blue Spot cab. Once the vehicle
was
past, the baffler dropped again. Another piece of human baggage was delivered
when the cab stopped.

Anot her cab was approaching along the street out front. This one
cont ai ned



a very observant passenger in the person of Hubert Luhrig.

The | awyer was shrewd enough to suspect that sonething was wong. H s
driver had been acting queerly ever since |leaving Luhrig's apartment house for
the Cobalt C ub.

Temporarily ignoring the driver, Luhrig reached for a revolver that he
carried under special permt, and | ooked to see who m ght be lurking on the
street. Al appeared serene, particularly in front of a two-story brick house
t hat was wedged between two ot her buildings. The only peculiar thing about the
house was its lack of front steps. Its closed door was on the sidewal k | evel;

t he wi ndows above showed drawn shades.

Just when Luhrig was beginning to relax, he saw the house front rising
i nward. A dummy house front, its wall of canvas painted to resenble brick
with
door and wi ndows!

Bef ore Luhrig could shake off his surprise, the cab was wheeling into the
alley that the dumy front had hidden. By the time the | awer could haul his
gun from his pocket, he had no chance to use it.

Hi s cab was in a courtyard, where sonmeone opening the door was displaying
a gun of his own. Letting his revolver slide back in his pocket, Luhrig cane
out with hands raised. He was marched to the group over which R bold presided.

"The visitor we have awaited,"” announced Ribold with a smile. "If others
cone, they will be wel come, but we can now proceed with business. My ternms are
simple. | want a ransom for your persons, in the formof funds already paid.

refer to the subscriptions that you so obligingly raised at ny behest."

Ri bol d was speaking chiefly to Luhrig, who net himw th an angry gl are.
To
whi ch Ri bol d responded:

"I't may help matters if | introduce nyself as Hydra Head Twel ve. Qur
organi zati on owns the Blue Spot Cab Co., whose drivers were assigned to pick
you up and bring you here. My lookout is admtting only those cabs, so you
have
no chance of rescue.

"In fact, the police have no idea that this could even happen. | decoyed
themto the hone of a gentleman named Ira Ilchester. | threatened himwth
death at m dni ght unless he paid over a given sum Wether | choose to coll ect
fromllchester has nothing to do with yoursel ves."

STEPPING to a table, Ribold picked up a tel ephone and handed it to
Luhri g.

"Call Comm ssioner Weston," ordered Ribold, in a grating tone. "Tell him
that you want to talk with Judge Kerland and Janes Al dan, the banker. State
that you have checked ny | ast report concerning disbursement of the fund; that
you have contacted a majority of the society and that they agree | should
receive the fund tonight. Make it inpressive, Luhrig, for yours is only one of
the lives at stake, should you fail!"

Luhrig made the call, while nopping perspiration fromhis high forehead.
The | awer had a determi ned jaw and he kept thrusting it as he tal ked.

Fi ni shed, Luhrig sat down heavily, too weak to glare.

"I settled it," he declared. "Kerland and Al dan took nme at my word. The
conmi ssi oner woul d have been easy, too, if he hadn't kept talking to that foo
Bardel I, who shouldn't have been there anyway. Bardell kept telling himthat
he
shoul dn't accept one man's say-so, not even mne

The Teeth who served Hydra Head Twel ve were noving forward with their
guns. Ribold waved them back, then stepped to the wall to press the switch in
answer to another buzz fromthe | ookout. While a gun-Iladen Tooth was bringing
i n another prisoner, Ribold denanded:

"So how did you settle it, Luhrig?"

"The conmi ssioner asked if others would call him" replied Luhrig. "I



sai d
they woul d. That satisfied him or at least it will after he hears from enough
of them"

Prisoners were crowding forward frantically, each anxious to nake the
first call. Using a gun as a pointer, Ribold picked the ones he thought could
tell the nbst convincing tale. He gestured his first choice to the tel ephone,

t hen stepped back to press the wall switch, for the buzzer had given another
sunmons.

"When this red tape has been unwound," stated Ribold, "I shall |eave you
here while | collect the fund. How long you will all remain depends on
circunmstance. | amsure that Aldan will give ne cash for those certified

checks, so | can start for Lisbon at once. Perhaps by norning, you can be
rel eased. Possibly | may denmand a | onger wait -"

Ri bol d' s specul ati ons ceased. At that nmonent, the |ast cab had stopped.
Sonet hi ng was happening to the Tooth who opened the door

A chunk of bl ackness swooped like a living arm drove the fellow s gun
strai ght upward, and descended with a hard thud to his skull.

As the thug col |l apsed, blackness materialized into a cl oaked fighter who
sprang fromthe cab and whirled like a human gun turret, blasting the fake cab
drivers who served the Hydra. The Shadow was in action at his mghtiest,
| osi ng
no tine in withering that horde of foenen.

They were far too many for any single fighter to handl e, but The Shadow
had a capable ally. As a whole crew of gunners swept across the courtyard to
gain a sure angle of fire against The Shadow, Mdwe spurted his cab into their
m dst. Thugs went flying right and left, save for a hapless few who were
bashed
against the wall. Wth a spin of the wheel, Me was around again, |ooking for
nore human marks.

These Bl ue Spot taxis were good jobs, Me |earned. They could turn on a
di me, and people sinply couldn't dodge them Wth The Shadow knocki ng of f
Hydr a
followers like clay pigeons, Me was turning the remai nder into sheep
literally
herding themw th his cab into the hands of prisoners, who were now on the
| oose
and showi ng their nettle.

Ri bol d was wrenching hinmself fromhalf a dozen hands. The Shadow, so far
hadn't time to deal with him It was all the better, for The Shadow wanted to
keep Head Twel ve alive, rather than have the Hydra sprout two others like him

But Ribold was |oose, aining at his cl oaked foe. As the Head fired, The
Shadow faded, half faking a fall to nake Ribold forget other foemen in his
over zeal

Luhrig saw The Shadow s falter and ni sunderstood it. Whipping out the gun
that Ribold didn't know he had, Luhrig poured cl ose-range shots into the
mur der ous Head.

As Ribold struck the cement court, riddled with bullets, Luhrig gave a
grateful cry to see The Shadow rising. By then, battle was ended. Dead,
wounded, captured, the Hydra's men had nmet with conpl ete di saster

THE SHADOW gestured Luhrig to the phone. Pocketing his gun, the
grimjawed
man put in a pronpt call to the conm ssioner and told himthe truth about
Ri bol d, adding that Head Twel ve was dead.

By then, The Shadow was placing the Hydra's followers in batches and
pointing the nenbers of the Wrld Wde Friendship Society to their cabs.

Wth fornmer passengers as drivers, the Blue Spots wheeled out to the
street, The Shadow standing with one hand on the switch, the other keeping a
gun turned toward the line of huddled prisoners, whose own guns were heaped on



the other side of the court.

"The conmi ssioner is comng right over," announced Luhrig. "I told himhe
woul d find an open alley when he arrived. He is bringing nen to take away the
prisoners. Kerland and Aldan are conming with him™"

Wth a |l ow | augh of approval, The Shadow noved away, |eaving the swtch

to

Luhri g, whose eyes followed the nysterious cl oaked being with an expression of
full admration. The last of the cabs was gone, with the exception of Mbe's.
The Shadow s driver followed his chief along the row of prisoners, awaiting
new

orders fromhim

The tel ephone bell began to ring. Turning, The Shadow saw Luhrig | eave
t he
switch to answer it. Finishing his patrol, The Shadow returned to the near end
of the row. Luhrig was putting down the tel ephone as The Shadow gave the
pri soners anot her gl ance.

And then - close by The Shadow s ear cane a voice, a |low harsh tone that
carried strange foreboding. It said:

"You did me a good turn, Shadow. | appreciated it when it happened, but
matters are different now The Hydra is too big for you to ever squelch. W
both know its way: how its renmai ni ng Heads appoi nt new ones whenever such a
nmenber dies."”

A revol ver was pressing between The Shadow s shoul ders to enphasize the
words to cone.

"I have just heard fromthe Hydra," the harsh voice continued. "I have
been offered the post of Head Fourteen. Any man would be a fool to refuse such
a proposition, especially when he is in a position to i nmedi ately di spose of
the Hydra's only nenace. | amno fool, Shadow "

The speaker was Hubert Luhrig! Loyal through it all, Luhrig had accepted
the insidious offer of the Hydra to becone one of the replacenments for the
very
Head that he hinmself had killed, Hart Ribold!

Only the Hydra could have inspired such doubl e-dyed treachery in any
human. Ready to serve his manifold master, Luhrig neant his threat of death.

Hard upon his victory over Ribold, The Shadow was on the verge of defeat
and doom both to be delivered by Hubert Luhrig, Hydra Head Fourteen

CHAPTER XI X
CRIME TRIES TW CE

ONE question was poundi ng through The Shadow s brain: why didn't Luhrig
del i ver the death shot?

It was a question that nmust be answered instantly; yet, for once, The
Shadow groped. The Hydra nmenace had nultiplied to so incredible a degree that
answers sinply wouldn't seemto cone. Then, like a flash, The Shadow saw t he
answer .

It was pacing the courtyard in the person of Me.

Luhrig was hol di ng The Shadow s fate in abeyance until he'd be sure of
getting Shrevvy, too. As a Hydra Head, Luhrig wanted a profitable future, not
qui ck death as vengeance for The Shadow s. Mde's handling of the juggernaut
cab
had gi ven Luhrig respect for the cabby's ingenuity. He was waiting for Me to
pace to the proper angle and the right range, where a quick shot would get him
after The Shadow was fi ni shed

And Moe was on his way to the fatal spot, at this noment only a few paces
short of it!

I f The Shadow had whirled, he'd have done something Luhrig wanted.
Cleverly, the newWy appointed Head had | et his gun recede, so The Shadow



couldn't catch it with his shoul der blade while starting a spin.
There was only one ot her course. The Shadow took it on the instant,
t hough
it was sonmething that Luhrig preferred. Wth a long fling, The Shadow dived to
t he cenent courtyard ahead of Luhrig's gunshots.

Perfect for Luhrig. Wth three shots fromhis rel oaded gun, he'd surely
bag The Shadow and have a clear aimat Me. The courtyard was w de open. It
didn't have a single spot of shelter. At least, so Luhrig thought. In beconing
an i nhuman Hydra Head, he had forgotten the human el enent, if it could be
termed such.

As Luhrig's first shot whined above The Shadow s head, the bl ack-cl oaked
di ver veered into the ranks of the nearest prisoners, those fake cab drivers
who had served as Hydra Teeth. He was clutching two of themas Luhrig's next
bul Il et chipped the cenent, this shot grazing The Shadow s | eg.

Then the cl oaked fighter was up and around, two struggling nmen between
hi nsel f and Luhrig before the Head could fire the third and fatal shot!

The Shadow didn't keep these men as human shields. They were still too
active. Instead, he used them as m ssiles, heaving themhard at Luhrig. Then
The Shadow was wheel i ng away, bringing his own guns into action, while Luhrig,
hal f draggi ng the nen who had encountered him was naking for the pile of
di scarded guns.

Hal f a dozen hitherto hel pl ess Teeth were piling for The Shadow,
cl ut chi ng
himfrantically to destroy his aim As The Shadow flung them off, they dived
for
the gun heap to becone Teeth again. Servers of a nman they recognized as a new
Hydra Head, Hubert Luhri g!

It was battle all over again, this time with no aid for The Shadow.

Whi ppi ng | oose, the cloaked fighter thrust Mbe into the cab, but his aid was
hel pl ess, for the vehicle was pointed out into the alley. Me heard The
Shadow s qui ck command, "CGet started!" but he was |oath to obey.

Then The Shadow was doi ng the amazi ng. He was anmpbng the tables, jabbing
shots from behind them As Luhrig dodged behind a screen of followers, The
Shadow pl anked one table on another and sprang on both, carrying a chair to
top
the pyram d. He was short on bullets and nen were al nost at the tables,
poi nting
guns upward to clip their black-clad foe, when The Shadow delivered a single,
timely shot.

He ained it for one of the big glass roof panes. H's shot cracked the
square just above the heads of aimng foenen. Down cane the shattered nass of
heavy frosting, its chunks felling the men who didn't dive away. Even Luhrig
was forced to dodge fromthe spot that he had reached.

That was their |ast chance at The Shadow. A spring fromupper table to
chair; then, like a trick bal ancer, The Shadow was tunbling the pyramd
forward. Down canme the furniture at other ainmng nen, while The Shadow s
hands,
swoopi ng upward at a forward angle, caught the edge of the enpty frane from
whi ch he had shot the glass and took hinself up through, and out, with a
strong
[ift of his forearns!

A dozen feet to that roof, which seem ngly could give no exit. The Shadow
had cut three fourths of the distance with his inprovised pyram d, and chopped
an outlet which he first used as a missile. His final launch was sinplicity
itself. He was gone while enem es were still taking the brunt of the fina
mssiles, in the formof tables and chairs that he had toppled at then

And Moe was gone, too, spurting his car through the alley. There was a
note close to accusation in The Shadow s parting |augh, which Me took as a
personal rebuke for not obeying orders. Straight through the wall that | ooked
like brick but wasn't, Me hurled his car, to | earn why The Shadow had want ed



himto go.

Weston and the police cars had arrived. The barrier being shut, the fake
house front had fooled them They didn't know how to reach the source of
gunfire. Sight of Mde's cab ripping out through brick-painted canvas told the
police the proper place to go.

The patrols wheeled into the courtyard. There, frantic crooks were
bringi ng nore than panic on thensel ves. They were shooting at the glass roof,
hoping to clip The Shadow, but they were only bringing frosted gl ass down upon
one anot her.

They couldn't find The Shadow, because he was using the sinple system of
nmovi ng to the squares that were broken by gunfire. Trying new panes all the
whil e, crooks were forgetting the bl ackened bl ocks that were perfect bl ending
spots for The Shadow.

O those who wheeled to nmeet the arriving police, only one man was
dangerous. He was Luhrig, the new Hydra Head. Spotting Weston, Luhrig ained
poi nt - bl ank, but never fired. From an enpty space above, The Shadow staggered
Luhrig with the last shot fromhis otherwi se enpty guns. As Luhrig reeled,
policemen flattened hi manmong his sagging foll owers.

Better to have |l eft hi mwounded from The Shadow s bullet. Two new Hydra
Heads woul d crop up to replace dead No. 14!

DURI NG t he progress of this second garden party, the siege had lifted at
Il chester's. Cuests, anbng whom were O yde Burke, Harry Vincent and Margo
Lane,
had been hunmoring old Ira Ilchester and finding hima responsive but wheedly
old

gent | eman.

The party was being held in Ilchester's first-floor parlor when | nspector
Cardona shoul dered into the house. At first, Ilchester had shown panic, but
when he | earned that Hydra Head Twel ve was dead, he becane el at ed.

A keen old man with sharp face and bright, beady eyes, |l chester had

craned his neck forward, one hand to his ear, while Cardona related the facts
concerning Hart Ribold.

Knowi ng not hi ng about the pronpt way in which Hubert Luhrig had accepted
appoi nt nent as anot her Hydra Head, Cardona bluntly announced that the nmenace
was permanently ended. Wiich, in Ilchester's |anguage, called for a
cel ebration. He sent his butler down to the cellar for sone of his best w ne.

The wi ne had just arrived when Ilchester received a phone call. He
answered it and chortled happily. Laying the phone aside, he said he'd
received
new word from Conmi ssi oner Weston, corroborating Cardona's tidings. But
Il chester's gl ee soured when he saw the bottles that the butler had brought.

"Bah! These are not the best!" snapped Ilchester. "W can choose better
for ourselves. To the cellar, everyone, to take your choice of the best that
we
can find!"

VWen they reached the cellar, Ilchester smled. He pointed to a flight of
narrow steps and beckoned. They foll owed the sharp-faced man down into the
bonb
shelter that he had built. It was a square room supplied with all the
conforts

for a long stay. Gesturing his guests to chairs, Ilchester paced over to the
far wall.

Wth a smle at his own expense, |lchester faced a square of cenent which
| ooked quite new. It was where his diggers had struck the old water main, he
sai d. Though no longer in use, the pipe was still city property, hence it had
to be covered again.

"And to think," declared Ilchester, "that | intended to stay cooped up in

this horrible hole! Wiy, | even had these!" Froma rack on the wall, he



produced a pair of |ong-barreled revolvers. "I kept them here thinking | would
need them for ny self-defense.

"But that tine is over. Really over." Ilchester chortled as he cocked the
| oaded guns. "Because now | amthe hunter, not the hunted. More than that" -
the old man's eyes were narrow slits, his tone a ferocious gloat - "I have
al ready trapped nmy prey. Allow ne to introduce nyself. | am Hydra Head
Fifteen!"

LI STENERS didn't believe it until they made slight notions. Then
Il chester
became so threatening with the guns that they subsided.

Il chester laughed in gritty style as he | ooked over his human prizes.
There were four who counted: |nspector Cardona first; next Burke, the
troubl esone reporter; third, the chap Vincent, who had nmeddl ed with the

Hydra's
busi ness, too.

Finally, Ilchester's cunning eyes settled on Margo Lane. She was a cl ose
friend of Lanont Cranston, reputed millionaire. For Margo alone, Il chester

could demand a sizable ransom The | ook that he gave the others so belittled
themthat they felt thensel ves slated for death, rather than belonging in
Mar go' s cat egory.

Back and forth, with short paces, Ilchester's feet clicked on the cenent,
but always his thin hands were steady with their guns, while he declainmed nore
for his own anmusenent than the information of his prisoners:

"I was wealthy once. Very wealthy." Ilchester's features mngled smles
and frowns. "So wealthy that | becanme a philanthropist. A bad m stake, for it
made ne a forgotten man. | mght as well have been dead, with my nane engraved
on a tonbstone, as to have it placed on buildings which my noney had endowed.

"My fortune dwi ndl ed from nany causes. \Were, then, was ny share of
weal th? Gone into things for which I had no use. My | ast endownent, that
library of mne! Bah! | would have sold it, but the prices offered were
insults. | had no roomfor it, having been forced to sell ny country nansion
So | gave ny books away."

The guns were quivering in Ilchester's hands, but not because his grip
had
weakened. Weapons seened eager of their own accord, |ike deadly fangs of
snakes
about to strike.

Harry and O yde were exchangi ng | ooks with Cardona. They were ready to
rush those guns, though chances were that two men woul d be doomed. The third
m ght make it before Ilchester could again cock one of the ol d-fashioned
weapons.

"Then came the Hydra," spoke Ilchester, "as personified by Head No. 12.
The Hydra, hungrily demandi ng what noney | had left. | feared... and
admi r ed.

The Hydra was honest in its way. It didn't wheedle for funds and then forget
ne.
It asked for them outright.

"The Hydra nmust have known mny thoughts. Wen the twel fth Head was | opped
toni ght, the others got together. They needed new Heads and they consi dered
e,
because as a threatened man | was in the very position to turn the gane about.
I
could turn guests into prisoners and denand a ransom by merely cocking these
guns.

"That phone call | answered wasn't from Conmi ssioner Weston. It was from
the Hydra, offering nme the chance that | accepted. | shall have wealth equa
to
my former dreams! Crine - even nmurder - why should | forego it? | have



experi enced everything else. Wth the Hydra there can be no penalty. Because
by
now t he Hydra's only dangerous eneny is dead. | nean The Shadow "

That was enough for the trapped nmen. Their gl ances said one word:

"Now. " Leaving Margo by the steps, the three nen charged. Cyde and Harry
wer e ahead of Cardona, but not because Joe wanted it that way. They were
sinply
qui cker on the take-off, that was all

A take-off to doom

For with the noment of their lunge, Ilchester thrust his guns at Harry
and
Clyde respectively. Before they'd covered three paces, the new Hydra Head
fired
bot h weapons point-blank at his victins!

TREMENDOUS was the blast, far greater than a doubl e di scharge of
revol vers
could produce. Like the explosion at G encoe's, this one rocked the preni ses.
Only stone walls could have stood its force, which they did. But cenent gave,
the thin | ayer beneath Ilchester's feet. It sprouted upward |ike the rmushroom
puff of a fired oil well, and Ilchester went with it.

The man of intended nurder seenmed to fly apart. H s guns were scaling to
the ceiling as they flashed. Harry and Clyde were hurled to the wall, not by
the inpact of bullets but by the concussion fromthe floor. They found
t hensel ves on the floor beside Margo and Cardona, staring at the whitish snoke
that issued in grotesque shape fromthe great gap in the cenent.

The white cloud cleared. Blackness replaced it in the shape of a rising
form There stood The Shadow, up through the hole that he had blasted with a
wel | - pl aced charge of explosive. He'd cone to Ilchester's after his fray with
Luhrig, knowi ng quite well what he might find there.

Instead of wasting effort upon the cellar door that Il chester had barred
above the stairs, The Shadow had renmenbered the old water main. He'd craw ed
through it, and listened to Ilchester's threats and paces while setting the
charge that could alone effect the rescue of four hel pless prisoners.

The way above was open, for the upper door was bolted fromthis side. The
Shadow gestured his friends along that route, while he returned to the
under ground tunnel from which he had arrived. As the four ascended the steps
to
freedom they heard the strains of a hollow, deep-toned |augh.

Regretful mrth, The Shadow s. Not so much for Ira Ilchester, who had
voluntarily accepted his course of evil, as for Hydra Head Fifteen, which the
dead man represented. For Ilchester's death would bring another duo to the
many- br ai ned nonster of crine.

Tonight, in winning three triunphs over the Hydra, The Shadow had
actual ly
added four future tasks to the already fornidabl e canpaign that he had
undert aken.

Wthout a doubt, the greatest foe that The Shadow had ever net was that
one conposed of many: the Hydra.

CHAPTER XX

THE STROKE SUPREME

LAMONT CRANSTON was readi ng up on nythol ogy. He already knew that the
Hydra was a many- headed nonster, but he wanted to know what was done about it

in ancient tines. Cranston | earned that a gentl enman named Hercul es had
strangl ed the creature, nore or |ess.



So Cranston went to the tel ephone and call ed Burbank, who connected him
with The Shadow. In identical voices they discussed the Hydra, and Cranston
| earned a few things about the nodern nodel. He had a chat on the subject
later, with Richards, his valet.

"About the Hydra, Richards -"

"A horrible creature, M. Cranston,"” agreed Richards. "Such a plethora of
information that one hears on the radio. Yet no one seens to know what to do
about it."

"I do," asserted Cranston. "It nust be strangled."

"But how, sir, with so many Heads?"

"That's just it, Richards. Those Heads have been deprived of Eyes, Ears
and Teeth. Nowis the tine to defeat them"

"Very good, sir," Richards acknow edged. "I trust that you will voice
your
opinion to the civic comittee."

Sonet hing other than the civic coimmittee was at that nonent busy on the
Hydra situation. The Shadow was in his sanctum studying reports from agents.
To those from d yde and Harry, The Shadow added another, the rnutual report of
diff Marsland and his side-kick, Hawkeye, who covered the underworld.

VWhat The Shadow had told Cranston seened definitely true. Shorn of |esser
wor kers, the Hydra was dependent solely on its Heads. They woul d soon grow t he
needed nenbers with which they saw, heard, and bit their way to supercrine.
The
time to stop the Hydra was now.

Rut | edge Mann had submitted his usual report. Recommended investnents
wer e
doi ng better than before. New stocks were being issued in all the conpanies
t hat
d encoe liked. But The Shadow was interested in all reports only so far as
t hey
pertained directly to crine.

Leavi ng the sanctum The Shadow paid a Cranston visit to Weston's office.
Bardell was there with a list of nanes for his conmittee. He'd just about
gi ven
up after Luhrig and Ilchester had swng over to the Hydra. Then, on the basis
that no men were perfect, Bardell had forned his comittee anyway.

"Not hi ng can be lost," declared Bardell, "and much can be gai ned. CQur
only
danger is that the Hydra may threaten us. On that account, we have not yet
deci ded upon a neeting place."

The Shadow pondered over that one; then, in Cranston's casual style, he
stated that he could find one. Indeed, he could think of one already, the roof
garden of the old Hotel Marnora. It was being renodeled into a private dining
room and woul d probably be avail abl e whenever the committee required it.

VWhen Weston suggested tonorrow eveni ng, The Shadow cal |l ed the Marnora and
found that it could be arranged. The rest of that day he spent with his
agents.

There were four that he could use: Harry, Cyde, diff and Hawkeye.

Bur bank and Mbe being required for their present duties, The Shadow
want ed
anot her, because for his particul ar purpose he required five. So he sent for
Mles Crofton, an aviator who had served himon other inportant occasions.

That done, The Shadow made provision for a sixth nan, one whose speci al
abilities would prove very useful

LATE the next afternoon, The Shadow entered Mde's cab. Not the Blue Spot,
but the old reliable, again in service. A week had passed since the
Ri bol d-Luhrig fray, and out of that entire period Me had but one thing to
report to his cloaked chief. The incident had occurred today.



"CGot rid of the Blue Spot this afternoon,” said Mde. "Took it out for
anot her cruise and picked up a fare who steered me to a repair shop. They were
buyi ng cabs. Paid ne cash on the line, no questions asked."

Moe exhi bited the cash in question, a fistful of it. Quite interesting,
since Mbe hadn't owned the Blue Spot cab. The Shadow s | augh anti ci pated
further facts from Me. They cane.

"They had sone other hacks there," continued Mde. "A|l new paint jobs.
Looks like they' ve been calling in all that were left. They thought | was
anot her guy named Joe who didn't get around to that big braw where you staged
t he cl eanup.”

Modest of Mbe to overl ook the hel pful part that he had played in the
courtyard fight. But The Shadow was nore interested in what had happened
t oday.

Questioning Mbe, he |l earned that the repair shop where the Blue Spot cabs were
bei ng canoufl aged occupi ed a portion of a warehouse bel onging to the Di ana
Storage Co. Apparently the repair shop had served previously as a garage for
the trucks that served the storage conpany.

But there were no trucks there any longer. Nothing but the cabs that were
undergoi ng transformati on. Again The Shadow | aughed. He coul d deal in
canoufl age, too, as he intended to prove before this night was over.

Becom ng Cranston, The Shadow stopped at the Cobalt Cub, to find
Conmi ssi oner Weston all enthused about tonight's committee neeting. Wen The
Shadow casual ly stated that he wouldn't be there, Weston glared indignantly,

t hen changed hi s expression when he thought he understood.

"I know you're not on the committee, Cranston,"” declared the
conmi ssi oner.

"But you will have to help me explain matters to the menbers. Bardell has
chosen

a dozen men of repute, who have heard only vaguely of the Hydra nenace. Your
recovery of the crown gens is sonething they would Iike to hear about,
firsthand.

"Simlarly, I think Mss Lane's testinony would hel p, since she was the
target of crime in the Ilchester episode. And so" - Wston's eyes showed a
twinkle - "I would appreciate it if you would bring Mss Lane to the neeting.

It woul dn't chance that you have a date with her this eveni ng?"

It chanced that Cranston had. That was all arranged, with The Shadow
fishing for the very invitation that Weston extended. But it wasn't The Shadow
who woul d take Margo to the Hotel Marnora. The assignnent bel onged to the real
Lanmont Cranston.

The Shadow notified his double in a nbst unusual way.

VWen the phone rang at Cranston's, both Richards and his naster answered
it, one downstairs, the other on the second floor. Wen he heard Richards
speak, Cranston hung up, as he left nost of his calls to the valet.

Strolling to the top of the stairs, Cranston saw Richards com ng fromthe
t el ephone. Looking upstairs, the valet inquired:

"Were you jesting, sir?"

"About what, Richards?"

"That phone call," explained R chards. "There was no one on the wre.
Except you, sir, using the extension phone. | distinctly heard you say
"tall yho' before you hung up."

For a monent, Cranston's eyebrows raised. Then

"An odd habit of mine," he said. "Acquired frommy fox-hunting friends in
Engl and. Curious how it cropped up on ne. By the way, Richards, tell Stanley
to
bring the car. | amgoing into town at once."

Tal | yho!

The token that The Shadow had prom sed. The word that would bring
Cranston
to the kill of sone thing nore than a nere fox. In this case, it could apply
to



one creature only: the Hydra!

VWHEN t he conmissioner's official car arrived at the old Hotel Marnora, it
was acconpani ed by a flock of notorcycles, whose riders were agai n convoyi ng
their friend and hero, Lanont Cranston, along with the police comm ssioner
Margo Lane also alighted, and the trio entered the hotel

Agai n, Weston thanked Cranston for selecting this neeting place. By
stationing detectives in the | obby, Wston was protecting the upper floors,

i ncl udi ng the roof dining room

| nspect or Cardona joined the group and went up in the el evator, since he
was to testify before the civic commttee, too. At the top floor, the arrivals
were received by an African attendant in a resplendent uniform Hired
special ly
for this occasion, he bowed themto the renodel ed di ni ng room where Dustin
Bardell and the rest of the conmittee awaited.

Pl aced besi de Cranston, Margo gl anced about at the decorations of the new
dining room It bore no resenblance to an ol d-fashi oned roof garden, the sort
of place that would have full-length wi ndows openi ng outdoors. Instead, it was
i ke a nodern night club, sleek and streamnined.

An obl ong room w th snooth, unbroken walls done in tasteful style, a
conprom se between plain papering and nmural paintings. A plain pattern would
have nade the place boxlike, whereas nurals would be too garish. So the
decorator had chosen an ornanental wall paper bearing pictures of old-tine
shi ps
in New York harbor.

The sane notif was repeated all about the room there being just enough
variety in the design to make it interesting. Margo was counting the masts on
an old frigate, when Cranston quietly informed her that the neeting had been
called to order.

Am d the dozen conmittee nenmbers, one nan had risen: Dustin Bardell.
Bluntly, he was voicing the sentinments of his conpani ons, who |istened
approvingly, their faces firmwith dignity. \Wat Bardell had to say was very
poi nt ed.

"Crinme has gone beyond all bounds," declared Bardell. "W concur in the
opinion that the lawis unable to cope with the nonster known as the Hydra.
For

exanpl e" - he swung to Weston - "can you tell me, comni ssioner, how many Hydra
Heads are still active?"

West on shook his head.

"You are adnitting negligence," snapped Bardell. "I have been able to

conpute the nunber. My records show that Heads Two, Three, Five and Six are
nen
who have purposely di sappeared from sight. Heads Four, Seven, Ten, Twelve,
Fourteen and Fifteen have been elimnated, not by you, conm ssioner, but by
The
Shadow.

"Allowing for five Heads with numbers | ower than Fourteen, siXx new
appoi ntnents after Ribold' s death; elimnating two, nanmely Luhrig and
Il chester, the Hydra should by now have four nore. Five and four are nine in
all - do you foll ow nme, conm ssioner?"

Weston was using his fingers on which to count, and Joe Cardona was
trying
to help him which mxed them both. Bardell gave a pl eased chuckl e.

"I know nmore about the Hydra than you do, commi ssioner," declared
Bar del | .
"For instance, it has occurred to ne that Head No. 1, the original Hydra, is
still at large and active."

"I npossi bl e!" excl ai ned Weston. "Wy, then the Hydra woul d actually be
enbodied in a single man, the rest of the so-called Heads being his



lieutenants. | couldn't believe that, Bardell, not w thout proof!"

Hands in his pockets, Bardell bowed. As his face cane up, it displayed a
vicious glare, as fiendish a gloat as any that Weston and his conpani ons had
ever seen. Bardell's eyes glinted |ike steel, as did the object that his hand
whi pped from his pocket. For the object in question was steel. It was a
revol ver.

The gun's sparkle flashed a signal for others. The rest of the conmittee
men were on their feet, producing guns. Those prom nent persons chosen by
Bardell to aid in a canpai gn against crine were showi ng their preference for
evil.

Bardell was Head No. 1, the real Hydra! These others were the renaining
Heads that he had appointed to replace those | opped by The Shadow. An
organi zati on by one superbrain, the Hydra, with lieutenants to whom t hat
| eader
had granted title equal to his own.

Such was the Hydra, personified by Dustin Bardell & Co. Deprived of
| esser
wor kers, the Heads were taking over on their own. This was crine's stroke
supr ene!

CHAPTER XXI
TOO MANY SHADOWS

VWHI LE the many Hydra Heads held their prisoners hel pl ess, Dustin Bardel
expl ai ned the reason for his suprene stroke. He began with a few prelimnary
remarks, delivered in caustic style.

"New York needs a new police conm ssioner," decided Bardell. "You have
been very inefficient, Wston, as we, the Hydra, are qualified to judge. As
for
your ace inspector, we have found Cardona stupid but troublesone. So we shal
di spose of you both."

Loom ng gun nuzzles backed the Hydra's threat, but Bardell did not give
the order for slaughter. He preferred nore subtle nethods of delivering death
to hel pless victins. Besides, he had nore to say.

"However, conm ssioner," the chief Head gl oated, "you rmust not flatter
yourself with thoughts of inportance. We could put up with you and Cardona, if
we chose. W staged this stroke for the prine purpose of trapping our only
danger ous eneny, The Shadow "

Wth that, Bardell turned his eyes directly upon Lanmont Cranston!

The way Cranston took it was remarkabl e. d ancing toward her conpanion
Margo was anmazed at his cal mess. She'd always thought that in a pinch |ike
this, Cranston woul d gal vanize into The Shadow in a trice. |Instead, he was
bl andly returning Bardell's gaze.

"Cone, Cranston!" sneered Bardell. "You know that WI|ard Mance was Head
No. 4. We finally learned that he went to your home after he had nurdered
Edmund G encoe. Which proves that Mance had marked you as The Shadow "

"So that was it!" remarked Cranston. "l wondered why Mance tal ked about a
showdown over something that | coul dn't understand."

"Therefore, you killed Mance -"

"Because | had no other choice. The el ephant gun went off and that was
t he
end of him Wen | |earned he was already supposed to be dead, | hushed up the
matter."

Cranston's reference to an el ephant gun |l eft Bardell sonewhat puzzl ed.
Thinking in ternms of .45 automatics, Bardell was finding it hard to visualize
Cranston as The Shadow. Then

"You can't deny your identity," asserted Bardell. "Your recovery of those
j ewel s was anot her give-away."



"A nere accident," insisted Cranston. "You see -

"Your broker kept snooping into my investments," interrupted Bardell
"You
shoul d have | earned enough to know that | controlled the conpanies in which
A encoe had promised to buy stock. | was getting mne from d encoe whil e Mance

was getting his!"

Cranston sinply sat speechless. He hadn't an idea that any such thing was
goi ng on. The Shadow should have told him

"I covered ny trail well," continued Bardell, "until the night when
Ri bol d
di ed. Knowi ng that you were The Shadow, | tried to finish you, Cranston. | was
wi th the conmi ssioner when he heard of Ribold s death, and | stayed at the
cl ub

when he left.
"Fromthere | phoned Luhrig and Il chester, appointing them Hydra Heads.
One was to kill you, Cranston, the other to trap the Lane girl, in case the

first mssed out. You finished themboth, and fromthat time on, you should
have marked me as the Hydra. Furthernore, there are many ot her heads working
for me, that you do not know about!"

The fact was self-evident. Only Bardell could have signed up Luhrig and
Il chester so pronptly after Ribold s death. Wat amazed the |isteners,
Cranston
i ncl uded, was that The Shadow hadn't divined those facts hinmself. True, no one
el se had grasped them but anal yzing such matters was The Shadow s specialty.

Per haps The Shadow di d know

If so, he had been letting Bardell live on sufferance until the present.
Wrried by the thought, Bardell had staged his present trick of formng a
conmittee all of Hydra Heads. If only The Shadow coul d have foreseen that
prospect, too!

Apparently The Shadow hadn't. There was no place for himto be conceal ed
in this roomof barren walls, with its heavy, bolted door. Hence Bardell,
confident that The Shadow would not m ss this meeting, was nore than positive
that Cranston was The Shadow.

Venom flashing fromhis eyes, the Hydra could wait no | onger to dispose
of
his arch-foe. Wth a snarl that prom sed death, Bardell thrust his gun toward
Cranst on.

FI ERCE, challenging was the mghty laugh that interrupted, a mirth so
unm st akabl e that Bardell forgot his prey for the moment. A dozen Hydra Heads
were turning, all with guns, hoping to deal with a |lone foe. Bardell's theory
regardi ng Cranston was therewith rejected. The Shadow s | augh hadn't cone from
Cranston's |ips.

A laugh from nowher el

Such was the effect, until Bardell broke the spell by snarling across his
shoul der to Cranston

"Anot her trick of yours, Shadow You can't be nowhere any nore than you
can hope to be everywhere."

Bardell was wong. Amid the snarled statement, The Shadow arrived from
nowhere and appeared everywhere. The echoes of his [augh were drowned by
surroundi ng crashes as the side walls of the room broke open, delivering six
fighters cl oaked in black

Si x Shadows, three to a wall, each with a brace of automatics. Twelve
guns
inall, to match the weapons of the Hydra. Those guns tal ked ahead of their
rivals. Automatics were jabbing deadly tongues of flane, while revolvers were
nmerely glinting in the light, as their owners swung themto aim

This was The Shadow s way of strangling the Hydra. Bringing its Heads
toget her, he was snothering themen nasse with a bl anket of gunfire. If the



Hydra coul d have twel ve Heads, The Shadow coul d supply six Selves. It stood
proven.

Every revol ver had been beaten to the shot. Each of six Shadows had
pi cked
a pair of Hydra Heads. Only Bardell remrained unscathed, for he had dodged
instead of trying to shoot. Now, Bardell was springing to the door, unbolting
it under a shield of crippled lieutenants, those who had managed to detach
t hensel ves fromtheir nore seriously wounded conpani ons.

Weston and Cardona were after the remants of the villainous tribe.
Cranston rermained calmy at the table, restraining Margo. Quite foolish,
Cranston thought it, to block off six avenging Shadows fromtheir prey. Wston
and Cardona were too inpetuous.

Yanki ng the door wi de, Bardell dashed through. Six other Heads were
behi nd
him but their dash didn't |ast. They wagged guns back at Weston and Cardona,
who ducked for cover; but the delay suited the giant African who was standi ng
out si de the door.

H s name was Jericho and he worked for The Shadow. Pl ucking the crippled
Hydra Heads in pairs, Jericho clapped their skulls together and tossed them
asi de, using each pair as a shield, until he thrust his massive hands for the
next two coners.

The last pair offered trouble. They were aimng their guns when Jericho
reached them But by then, a flood of Shadows was upon themfromthe rear
snatching their weapons away fromthem while Jericho took the necks of his
foemen and showed what shoul d be done to Hydra Heads.

Only one Head had escaped, the one who was truly the Hydra, Dustin
Bardell. He was in an el evator, going down; but in a second car, The Shadow
foll owed. Five other Shadows were taking to a stairway, removing their cloaks
and hats. They weren't the one and only Shadow, he had taken the Hydra's
trail.

These were The Shadow s secret agents, the five that he had chosen to aid him
in
a nmultiple appearance.

Back in the dining room Lanont Cranston was pointing to the gaping

wal | s.

There, Margo Lane saw six deep, full-length wi ndows, a feature of the old

Mar nora roof garden in the days when a sixteen-story hotel offered a good view
of Manhatt an.

Those deep-set spaces had been papered over. Six Shadows had reached the
wi ndows al ong the narrow promenade outside the garden. Screened only by
wal | paper, they were ready to rip through fromthe noment the neeting began
They had waited only for Dustin Bardell to declare hinself the suprenme Hydra.

It happened that The Shadow, as Cranston, had suggested this neeting
pl ace, knowi ng how effective its arrangenents could be. Conversely Bardell
t he
Hydra, had totally overl ooked the purpose behind the suggestion

RACI NG fromthe Hotel Marnora, Bardell was on his way to the Di ana
St or age
Co. Gesturing his revolver, Bardell frightened away the cabby who had brought
hi m and dashed into the repair shop that had once been a garage.
In answer to Bardell's bellows, nmen hurried down from storage roons on
t he
fl oor above.
They were the Heads that Bardell had witten off. Forenost of these nen
who had di sappeared was Ll oyd Casler. Bardell had mentioned himalong wth
| opped Heads, purely because Casler had been trapped in crime by The Shadow.
Bardel | gestured his living associates to the repainted cabs. Wen they
hesitated, the chief Hydra roared:



"Forget G encoe's treasures stored upstairs! Let the police recover them
as they did the bank nmoney and the crown jewels. The Hydra still lives and it
yet possesses Heads! W are stronger now than when we first encountered The
Shadow! But time is short and we cannot afford to waste it!"

Time was too short. As taxicabs wheeled fromthe garage, the whines of
sirens cane fromall around. Scattering, the Heads drove their vehicles
savagely, but to no avail. Tuned to the shrieking sirens was the |augh of the
fighter who had purposely brought police cars along this trail.

Agai n The Shadow seenmed to be nowhere, yet everywhere. He was shifting
rapidly as he spurted his guns at the tires of the fugitive cabs. They weren't
arnored |ike the bantam car that had once served the Hydra. These cabs were
vul ner abl e.

So were their occupants. Some were clipped by The Shadow s gunfire.

O hers

wrecked their cabs when his bullets burst their tires. As they cl anbered out
wi th guns, the Heads were confronted by arriving police, who gave them short
shrift. The desperate crimnals wanted to fight to the finish.

So they did - to their own finish

One al one managed to offset the odds of many police guns. Qut of his
wrecked cab, Dustin Bardell flung hinmself across the hood to reach the
si dewal k
side. Turning spryly about, he jutted his gun across the hood, hoping to
riddle
three notorcycle cops who were already shooting after him

From behi nd Bardell came a sinister laugh, the final warning of The
Shadow. Swi ngi ng about, Bardell jabbed shots at bl ackness, probing for a
f oeman
that he couldn't find. Blackness was thick and plentiful, too great an expanse
for Bardell's frantic shots to cover. Besides, it was filled with shelters -
doorways, house steps, and other objects that he couldn't see.

One shot answered the Hydra's frenzied volley. dipped by The Shadow s
unerring aim Bardell jolted high, tw sting half across the hood of the cab
hi s gun hand goi ng ahead of him A hand with an enpty gun that it couldn't
aim
but that was something the notorcycle cops didn't know.

Three police guns spoke, conpleting The Shadow s work. Slunping to the
gutter, Dustin Bardell enmitted a rattling snarl, his last. That dying gasp had
a peculiar likeness to the gargle of a strangling creature.

It represented such. Wth the death of Dustin Bardell, the Hydra was gone
forever, strangled by that nodern Hercul es, The Shadow. |nstead of | opping off
Heads, The Shadow had choked them all at once, the final menber of that
cluster
bei ng the one Head that contained the real brain of the Hydra.

Strange was the laugh that faded into night, trailing into echoes that
still persisted in this battle area where crinme had been totally conquered.

The triunph | augh of The Shadow

ELSEWHERE, Margo Lane was frowning in perplexity as she stared at Lanont
Cranston, riding beside her in Wston's official car. Until tonight, Margo was
sure that Lanont nust be The Shadow.

And now -

Cranston couldn't be The Shadow, because he'd been hinsel f when the
cl oaked aval anche snot hered the Heads of the Hydra.

And yet -

There could only be one Shadow.

Wth six on the scene, five must have been nere nmasqueraders, enlisted to
confuse the Hydra Heads. If five were spurious, why not six?

In that case, Lanmont Cranston still could be The Shadow. Yes, it woul d be
his way to guise six nen in black and let themdeliver an attack from anmbush



under conditions where they couldn't |ose.

Still, the laugh that produced six Shadows coul dn't possibly have cone
fromCranston's immbile lips. O could it?

Strange, this riddle of The Shadow

THE END



