DEATH HAS GREY EYES
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazine," April 1945

There were strange, sinister plans for Dick Witlock's post-war future.
Coul d The Shadow sol ve the secret of the past and prevent the fulfillnent of a
fanati cal doctor's crazed ideas?

CHAPTER |

THE eyes were there again, cold grey eyes, as hard and nerciless as the
flack that had shredded the wings of the Flying Fortress "Sweetie Pie" before
Di ck Whitlock had bailed out over Germany.

And Dick was still in Germany.

The t hrumm of planes, the muffled burst of bombs with the odd, crackly
echoes they produced, told Dick he was somewhere in a target area that nust be
in Naziland, considering the pounding it was taking.

Bei ng on the receiving end was different from handling the bonb sights,
but Dick didn't mind taking it, considering that it would elimnate a covey of
undesi rabl e conpani ons, including the man with the grey eyes.

Di ck was hoping, though, that the girl had left; the girl with the dark
hair and the straight |ips that were as synpathetic as her eyes; those eyes
that were a deep brown in contrast to the grey orbs.

The man behind the grey eyes was crisp-faced, colored like |ong-faded
ashes. Hi s voice, instead of being sharp, was snpboth as a cat's contented
purr,
yet commanding in every word. It carried a nefarious encouragenent that was
sonehow irresistible.

"State your case again," it ordered. "Tell me: who are you?"

"I am Dick Wiitlock," was Dick's mechanical reply. "A prisoner of war -

wounded -"

He was pointing across to his right armwhen he found that he was raising
it. Some of the nunbness was still there, but the sling was absent. D ck
hadn' t

been wearing it for days, for weeks, perhaps for nonths.

How could he tell with those grey eyes keeping their fixed stare?

"Wyunded and hospitalized," picked up the purred voice. "Well-treated,
gi ven every consideration."

Di ck's response was a nmechani cal nod. The voice hadn't lied, in fact it
never did. Sonehow its words were friendly - always so - but too sure in their
persuasi on to be accepted. Behind their snmooth suggesti on was an ever-present
threat Dick had ever sensed but never tested.

"Turn to the mirror,"” toned the grey-eyed nan. "See for yourself that you
are well."

It was the same mirror, the broad one opposite the fireplace. D ck had
| ost count of how many tinmes he had studied his own reflection in that gl ass.
It was getting to be funny, even with the grey-eyed man around. Dick smled in
the mrror and heard a dry chuckle from his shoul der

"That is good." Despite the approval there was no smile on the crisp face
that Dick saw staring with him "Have a cigarette, ny friend."

Taki ng one fromthe proffered case, Dick placed it in his nmouth and
received a match. He snapped the head with his left thunb-nail, the trick that
he had practiced recently, and watched the result in the mrror. Then D ck was
lighting the cigarette and at the same tinme peering over the match flame to
wat ch the reaction of the man with the grey eyes.

Only the man was no | onger at Dick's shoul der

He was talking to one of the nen who wore a green cap with a feather, the



chap who | ooked as though he was al ways about to yodel

"We nust hurry, Herr Doktor," the arrival was saying. "It will not be
| ong
before the bonbers find the chalet. They have al ready bl ocked the road through
the Pass."

The square room qui vered fromthe force of a near-hit and the rustic
furniture joggled. A picture frame crashed fromthe wall and Hitler's face
| ooked wrinkled up through the shattered gl ass. The grey-eyed doctor gave a
depreciating shrug and for the first tine Dick rather liked him Then, on the
chance that his broad grin mght produce an argument, Dick turned toward the
mrror, letting the snmle |lessen gradually. The illusion was odd; his |ips
| ooked straight, alnmost horrified, while the snmile was still upon them Dick's
expression turned to a puzzled frown which the reflection, returned in that
same del ayed fashion

A hand tapped Di ck's shoul der

"Wait here."

In the mrror, Dick saw the doctor turn and go out through the door by
whi ch the green-garbed yodel er who didn't yodel had evidently preceded him

The whol e pl ace quivered hard fromthe cl ose bash of another bonb.

Di ck's knees gave, and he used his good left hand to brace against the
table. He expected the mrror to crack along with caving walls, but it stood
the gaff. The door flew open, but the bonmb wasn't responsible.

It was the girl.

"Hurry!" she exclainmed, and the quick dart of those dark eyes neant it.
"You haven't a noment to |ose!"

"But the doctor said -"

"You mean you woul d trust Doctor G eug?" Tense though it was, the girl's
face showed amazenent. "Wy, he's already deserted you! Cone!"

Dick winced as the girl clutched his sore right wist. Shifting her grip
to his left arm she hurried himfromthe square room and through a corridor
he' d never seen before. Opening a door to the left, she started down a
stai rway, beckoning for Dick to follow

Ri ght then, a bonb really scored. The way the surroundi ngs di ssol ved was
i ncredi ble. The walls should have splintered, but instead they wilted Iike
danp
cardboard. They were pouring down the stairway, carrying the tw sted door with
them and Dick was |ying slanted on what had previously been the hallway
cei ling.

The girl had vanished, to safety D ck was sure, since she had gained a
head-start. But how Di ck could ever extricate hinself fromthis debris was a
nmystery, or would have been, except for Doctor G eug.

Ti mbers yi el ded under hacki ng sounds and Di ck went sliding to the right
along with the caving floor, squarely into the arns of the crisp-faced doctor
and a pair of men in green. Geug's guttural exclamation carried a pleased
not e
and before Dick realized it, he was being carried along a stone-wall ed passage
of rock.

Hal f - dazed by the bonmb's concussion, Dick didn't hear the next blast that
must have obliterated the remai nder of the building they had left. Fromthen
on, the whole experience was a nightmare that outdid Dick's hazy recollections
of how he'd ever arrived in this vicinity.

Doctor Greug was clinmbing into a waiting autonobile that already
cont ai ned
some occupants whose faces Dick couldn't distinguish. The car gave what | ooked
like a take-off as it bounded down a steep gully. Fromthe wi ndow came G eug's
di smi ssing wave and the nmen in green started Dick along a nountain | edge that
overhung a vast ravine.

There were trees everywhere in the dusk except for jagged rocks and bare
sl ashes where the bonbs had literally tranpled down the forest. Then, reaching
a platformthat overhung a precarious crag, Dick found hinself being shoved



into a crazy, dangling contrivance that he nistook for one of the Ferris Wee
cars that he renenbered from Coney I sl and.

The nmen in green were with himand they were starting the thing across a
cable that faded into the bl ackness of a lower cliff on the other side of the
huge crevice. Hi gh above, the drone of bonbing planes was dwindling into the
di stance, but now Dick heard the jab of revolvers in his half-deafened
ear - dr ums.

As marksnen, Dick's conpani ons were good yodel ers, nothing nore. O maybe
they were shooting at an imaginary target. Certainly it was something stranger
t han any human.

Following the aerial tramin its trip across the mountain gorge was a
cl oaked figure, black against the grey cliff. Like a whirligig in a breeze it
was slithering down the slightly slanted cable, gripping it with upraised
hands!

In this haste for flight, Dick's conpanions were outdistancing this
i ntrepid pursuer and thereby naking their bad ai mworse. But there was a fresh
reason for their hurry. Toy-like bursts were punching the high rock that the
aerial tramhad left; not bonbs, but grenades, that sent sickening, singing
qgquavers al ong the cable. Men who fornmed tiny vengeful figures were throw ng
them in an effort to blast the cable fromits noorings!

The car stopped with a hard jolt that pitched Dick and his hounded
bodyguards to the safety of the far platform On his feet, D ck was being
rushed al ong another brink to a spot where the path turned between two
boul ders.

Wth a last | ook across his shoul der, D ck sought sight of the cloaked
figure on the cable but failed to see himin the gorge's gloom Friend or foe,
D ck hoped the amazing venturer had reached safety too. If he hadn't, he never
woul d, for a fierce whine fromthe darkness told that the cable had snapped
| oose. Fromfar away and bel ow, cane the tiny crash of the ill-fated aeri al
car
as it reached wooded dept hs.

Into Dick's pounding brain floated a strange new recol |l ection of a
haunting | augh, which could only be the creation of a fevered mnd. Yet that
weird, parting taunt persisted with the thrumm of the notor that sped the
aut omobi | e in which Dick now rode.

The nental echo clung to the slap of waves, as they swashed and punmel ed
a
jouncing boat which later carried D ck through absol ute darkness, along wth
new
conpani ons that he couldn't see or recognize. It all seemed the continuation
of
an inpossi ble dreamwhich held Dick's reeling senses in its whirling mdst.

Al'l this notion leveled off at last. Qut of an interminable lull, Dick
found hinmself lying on a padded shelf that was carrying himhead-on into the
ni ght. He never woul d have recognized it as the berth in a sleeping car, but
for the piping whistle that kept floating back fromup ahead, the shrill note
peculiar to a European | oconotive.

So Dick Wiitl ock was on a train, going somewhere, away from sonething he
didn't want to renmenber, those days and weeks, during which a grey-eyed nan
call ed Doctor Greug had hurried himw th probing questions that brought back
every trivial recollection fromDick's past life.

One newer nenory had sonehow wedged itself into Dick's tornented mnd. He
voiced it with nmechanical lips just as he was lapsing into sleep. It was a
nane, induced by another piping trill fromthe | oconotive whistle and Dick's
lips curled contenmptuously as they spoke it.

What Dick said was: "Friedrich."

CHAPTER |



THE Starvi ew Roof Garden had imitation stars in the formof electric
l'i ght
bul bs that flickered in various sizes and colors beneath its ample ceiling.

That was good enough for Dick, now that he was back in New York and anong
friends, though he doubted that he would call themfriends nmuch |l onger if they
persisted in asking himto relate adventures that he wouldn't want to talk
about even if he could renenber them

"So you found yourself in Switzerland -"

"That's right," acknow edged Dick, speaking to the group inpersonally.
"Riding in a railway train, though how | |anded there, even the conductor
didn't know. '

Men were |leaning on their el bows, interested in hearing nore, even though
it mght be delivered piece-nmeal, when Jerry Trinminterrupted.

"Let's have another round of drinks," suggested Jerry. "Maybe with a few
nore, you chaps will realize that Dick wants to forget whatever he still can't
remenber. "

Di ck gave Jerry a straight stare and a grateful nod. That woul d have
closed the subject if it hadn't been for Caire Austley. The bl onde gave Dick
a
bl ue-eyed stare that would have hurt, if Dick hadn't remenbered other eyes
t hat
could focus nuch nore effectively. Dick's lips tightened hard, then rel axed
into a sentinental smile.

His first thought had been of piercing eyes, cold and grey; then those
eyes of brown, warm nel ancholy, but understanding. Wiose they were, what they
signified, had becone a blank to Dick Wiitlock. It was as if the grey eyes had
so commanded when Dick received their last icy stare, but at intervals al ong
the Iine there had been rifts, pleasant interludes where brown eyes had broken
the stern rigor of a strange psychol ogi cal m sadventure.

Al that was fantasy and here was reality - or was it?

In com ng back to scenes and faces that he knew, Dick felt that he had
returned to another world other than his own. This was New York; but the
surroundi ngs were tinsel, the people putty. They'd thought they lived, but
t hey
hadn't; in fact they never would until they experienced that endless drift in
a
descendi ng parachute with the searchlights working |ike pointers to pick out
somet hing on a manmot h bl ackboard formed by the entire sky, something which
happened to be you

It nade you big and little, all at once, with the ack-acks whistling a
hail that sizzled upward through the chute. You lived everything all over at a
time like that, everything plus a ot you' d never |ived.

Maybe Claire took Dick's final smle for one of self-sufficiency; at any
rate, she didn't like it. Her gaze roved to Jerry, who made a qui ck warning
gesture with his cigarette. So Caire threw a vacuous smle around the table,
whi ch was her way of asking an invitation to dance. A sleek male nenber of the
party took the bait and Dick watched C aire and her party get swallowed by the
throng that nmilled the dance fl oor

Jerry said: "Let's get away for a few mnutes, Dick."

They went to the Moonbeam Bar, just off the Starview Roof. Jerry ordered
a
couple of drinks; then tilted his sharp face and stated in so many words:

"You' ve changed a lot, Dick."

Di ck gave a short, gruff laugh that befitted the tight set of his broad
jaw. Hs eyes, staring steadily from beneath his bl ocky brow, |ooked as bl ack
as their surrounding hollows. If Dick had any claimto being handsonme it was
in
a rugged way. Perhaps his toughening years of warfare had obliterated the
I ighter nbods and manners that he once possessed.

That coul d be what Jerry meant.



"Maybe ot her peopl e have changed," expressed Dick. "They certainly don't
| ook the sanme to ne."

"You nmean Claire for one?"

"Yes, Claire."”

"I haven't noticed it, Dick."

"You' ve changed too, Jerry."

That brought a mld snmile fromJerry. Toying with his drink, he showed a
sudden flash of firmmess that matched Dick's own.

"It sounds like the old gag, Dick," said Jerry. "Everybody being out of
step except one man."

"Why not?" returned Dick. "It can happen, you know. "

"Did it happen with you?"

The poi nted question brought a straight-lined furrowto Dick's forehead
much like a scow. But it was an expression of bafflenent, not of anger

"I lived a lifetime, Jerry," declared Dick, slowy, "a whole lifetine
follow ng that bail-out. Not just past, but future."

"You mean you don't renenber things between then and now?"

"I remenber things that were part of that experience because they

coul dn't

be anything else. My armfor instance." Dick thwacked his right forearmwth
hi s

left hand and winced. "That's why | went to a hospital. Only | didn't go to a
hospital . "

"No? Where, then?"

"I went to Rook's Retreat."

"You mean you thought you were at that |odge of yours up in the
Adi rondacks?" Jerry gave an indul gent | augh. "You rmust have been delirious,
Dick."

"Only it wasn't the |lodge," admitted Dick. "It was just sone place |like
it. | kept telling nyself that in the big mrror."

"There's no mrror at Rook's Retreat."

"I guess not." Dick forced a | augh. "You know the place better than | do,
Jerry."

"I tried to hold things together for you, D ck. Wat else do you
remenber ?"

"Coney Island, but what it was doing in the mountains, | don't know It
was a nightmare, Jerry, nost of it, with whispers in between."

"Peopl e conspiring agai nst you?"

"It seened that way." Dick rubbed his forehead. "I wi sh | knew what the
whistle had to do with it."

Dick's maudlin mood brought no alarmto Jerry. Instead, the sharp-faced
chap showed a flicker of satisfaction. Then, in casual nood:

"By the way, Dick, you like the apartnent, don't you?"

"It's all right, Jerry."

"I thought it would be tough, getting the one you wanted. You probably
didn't know about the shortage here in New York. Funny, though, the fell ow who
had it didn't mind nmoving out. OF course he's making a profit on the sublet -"

Jerry stopped short, because Dick wasn't |istening. Those deep-set eyes
were turned toward the mirror beyond the bar. Maybe Dick was thinking of
somet hing nore inportant. Jerry decided to pronpt him

"The new place will be better," promised Jerry. "The trouble was getting
wor kmen to install the furnishings you told me to buy."

D ck shook away his stare.

"What furnishings?"

"The auction stuff.’

Jerry paused, then added significantly. "Fromthe
boat .
D ck' s gaze narrowed.

"It was all in the letter,
nmont hs ago - fromParis."
"But | wasn't in Paris,’

rem nded Jerry. "The one that came a few

argued Dick, "not even before that |ast bonbing



m ssi on. "

"Maybe Eric Henwood mailed it for you."

Dick's eyes widened in real surprise.

"You know Eric?"

"Certainly," laughed Jerry. "He's right here in New York." Rising, Jerry
cl apped a hand on Dick's shoulder. "Come on, we'd better be getting back to
t he
table."”

"Eric." Dick muttered the nane as they wal ked along. "No, it couldn't be
Eric. It's another nane - if any."

Jerry was holding out a case of cigarettes. Dick started to take one with
his left hand, then shifted. He was getting out of that habit on trifling
things that didn't bother his right hand too nuch.

"Anot her nane -"

"It wasn't a girl's name, was it?" put in Jerry, casually. "Or was it?"

"There was a girl," said Dick, slowy, "but I don't know her name. |
never
heard it. A wonderful girl."

"l thought so."

Dick stared at Jerry bl ankly.

"\ 2"

"Because of the way you've forgotten Claire. You really have, you know. |
don't think she likes it."

Dick wasn't in a nood to care. They had reached their table and under the
flicker of the artificial starlight, Dick began to exercise his right hand
with
a pencil. His chat with Jerry had stirred one recollection, at least. On the
back of an announcenment card, Dick was drawing a picture frommenory, a
portrait upon which all his vague recollections seened to gather and focus.

Leaning on his el bows, Jerry was watching, nmuch intrigued. The mnusic
ended, but neither noticed it, until Caire's voice spoke from beside them
caustic in its light ripple.

"I didn't know you could draw, Dick."

"Learned how, years ago," said Dick, still working on the finishing
touches that were putting just the right expression into the portrait's eyes.
"Thought I'd forgotten how, but | hadn't. Funny, how nmany things came back to
ne."

"She's lovely," said Claire in a tone that nmeant the opposite. "Wwo is
she?"

"l don't know. "

"Maybe she'll come back to you. O isn't she one of the things that
you' ve
forgotten?"

VWhat Caire said didn't count. Holding the finished picture at armi s
l ength, Dick sat amazed at his own skill. H s right hand had certainly gai ned
something during its idleness, for the picture was a perfect replica of the
synmpat hetic face that had haunted Dick all during his delirium

Unl ess the face had been a sheer fabric of imagination. Unaware of a stir
at the opposite side of the table, Dick kept staring at the sketch unti
Jerry's hand started lifting at his el bow The nen were getting up to neet
someone who had just arrived. A bit annoyed, Dick conplied with the cerenony,
rai sing his head as he arose.

It was then that Dick Wiitlock really stared.

Strai ght across the card that he still held, he saw the original of the
pencil ed face, the girl with those deep brown eyes and russet hair, who
bel onged in the whirl of inpossible adventures that had never happened!

CHAPTER 1 |



A DAPPER assi stant nanager was introducing the dreamgirl to Dick's
conpani ons, who, as nenbers of the social set that regularly patronized the
Starvi ew Roof, were entitled to neet any celebrity.

In his confusion, Dick didn't catch the girl's name, but he had hopes, for
Claire, in a style subtly feline, invited the brunette to take a chair between
herself and Dick. By this process of self-eclipse, Claire actually won a
ringsi de seat from which she observed what foll owed.

"I"'msorry," began Dick, "but | mssed the introduction. My nane is Dick
Whitlock - and yours -"

The girl was smiling, alnmost to the point of |laughter, a contrast to the
subdued creature who had fl oated through the fog of Dick's nanel ess
recol | ections. She wasn't |ooking at Dick, but at the card he held, and now
she
plucked it lightly fromhis hand, to admire the sketch of herself.

"How nice," she said, in a warmalto tone. "You nust have sketched ne
while | was at the other table.”

"Why, no," began Dick. Then, noting Cdaire's quick-darted gl ance across
the brunette's shoulder: "I nean yes - of course.”

"And how appropriate,” the brunette added. "I really should have it
printed on all the announcenent cards."

She turned over the card which D ck had used by chance and on the other
side, Dick saw the printed announcenment for the first time. It read:

NEXT WEEK
THE STARVI EW ROOF
W LL | NTRODUCE

| RENE BRESLON
FAVED CHANTEUSE
PARI SI ENNE
D ck | ooked at the girl.
"You?"
"l suppose ny accent surprises you," acknow edged Irene, as she nodded.
"I"'mnot really French, you know. | just happened to be in Paris for a |ong
time. | was there when the war started, and | didn't get away."

Di ck gave a quick |ook toward Jerry, wondering if this would help explain
the Paris post-marked letter. Only Jerry wasn't interested; his eyes were on
Claire, as though seeking profit fromthe diversion caused by Irene.

And Claire, briefly forgetful of the scene between Dick and Irene, was
nmeeting Jerry's gaze with a | ook that was anythi ng but vacant.

Sonet hing seenmed to explode in Dick's brain with a little puff and the
mental jolt cleared his thoughts.

The peopl e around Dick | ooked different now, nore their own selves as he
had remenbered them All Dick had needed was the right perspective and now he
was getting it. Caire' s coy but pointed remarks; Jerry's blunter statenments,
all had a significance. Things had changed, but so had D ck, or he would have
noti ced the difference sooner

There was sonet hi ng between Jerry and daire, sonething they were hol di ng
back. They wanted to exclude Dick, but couldn't - not yet.

Dick's lips tightened grimy. He'd settle that question later with Jerry,
Claire, or both.

Ri ght now, the best plan was to overlook the natter and concentrate on
Irene, since Caire's jealousy - if any - would be feigned. So Dick blandly
offered Irene a cigarette, using his newy active right hand to supply the
light. Over the flame of the lighter, he watched the brown eyes raise to neet
his own. Then:

“I"'msure |'ve net you sonmewhere before, Mss Breslon."

"In Paris, perhaps? After the Nazis left?"

"I didn't go there." Dick shook his head. "But possibly you net sone
friends of mne. You were singing there, of course -"



"Not very long." Irene's interruption was hasty. "I was so worried about
some friends who had been stranded on the Riviera during those horrible years.
| went to see them"

"Per haps that was where we net."

"You nean you went to the Riviera?"

"I"'mnot quite sure.” Dick's smle was very serious. "You see, |'ma bit
hazy on just where | was, and all the things that nay have happened to ne."

Dick's voice was making a statenment, but his eyes were questi oning,
hopi ng
the girl would reveal sonme forgotten clue. Jerry and Claire, their nomentary
i ndi scretion ended, weren't missing a thing. To them Irene was obviously a
link in Dick's forgotten or well-guarded past and they were trying to learn
nor e.

So was Dick Whitlock

"Maybe we weren't neant to neet," Dick told Irene. "It could be part of a
pl an, you know, a great plan. After all, the past doesn't count, except as it
concerns the future."

Even Claire was a bit amazed at the way Dick was rushing things with this
girl. The blonde | eaned forward on the table, hoping to glinpse Irene's eyes
and observe their reaction. That in turn was just what D ck was seeking, as
Jerry could tell fromacross the table.

Only it wasn't the future that counted with Dick except as it concerned
the past. He'd put the statenent the other way about, confident that Irene
woul d understand. Apparently she did, for she nodded enphatically, though for
some reason she turned her eyes away.

Nobody thought to follow the direction of Irene's gaze. If they had,
they'd have noticed two nmen seated at a table near the broad entrance to the
Starvi ew Roof. Small men, both; one with a little nustache, the other wearing
| ong sideburns that came to the bottom of his ears.

They were foreign | ooking, and they | ooked unconfortable in their baggy
t uxedoes. Dawdl i ng over their wi ne glasses, they were watching Irene w thout
giving the fact away. Her nod was neant for them for they resuned a
gesticul ated conversation the nmoment they caught it, and in the course of
things they called the waiter and paid their check

Meanwhi | e, snapping from her soul ful nood, Irene was flashing the gaiety
that suited her Parisian background.

"Such flattery!" she was saying, not to Dick, but to Jerry and Caire.

"And he said he did not go to Paris. Ah, well, | believe him" she patted
Di ck's shoulder and tilted her head coyly. "About not being to Paris, | mean.
They say the Anerican soldiers everywhere all ask the same questions - |ike

'\Where have you been all my life?""

Irene was rising before Dick could reply; in fact, Irene was practically
delivering himback to Claire, though the blonde didn't appreciate it. Caire
turned to Dick with the acid coment:

"You'd better get a newline, soldier. That one is frayed."

Di ck shook his gaze fromlrene's departing shoul ders which were shruggi ng
very gracefully as the assistant manager suggested that he introduce her at
anot her table.

"Maybe Jerry has suggestions," Dick told Claire. "Or if you wouldn't
know,
don't tell ne.

"I'f you nean,"’
of ten

began Claire, hotly. "that |'ve been seeing Jerry too

"Only you haven't, Claire," put in Jerry. "After all, sonebody had to
| ook
out for you while Dick was away. Dick said so hinsel f. Remenber?"
Jerry was turning to Dick, but Claire was ahead of him sliding a di anond
ring so snmoothly fromher finger that it seenmed never to have bel onged there.
"And here's one thing you' ve forgotten, Dick," Claire added. "Tie it



around your own finger for a few years as a remi nder we were once engaged!"

Dick slidit in his vest pocket and waved away the apol ogi es that Jerry
was making for Claire. True to her old form Caire couldn't be hunored unti
the day after a spat, if Dick's recollections served himrightly. Before Dick
could wonder if his nenmory was good on that point, a waiter provided a tinely
i nterruption by handing hima tel ephone nessage.

"From Eri c Henwood," Dick told Jerry. "Says he'll be phoning ne at the
apartment later. Guess |I'd better be on nmy way. Look out for Claire and see
that she gets honme all right - as usual."

Dick rose and strolled nonchal antly away, conscious that C aire nust be
glaring after himand quite aware that Jerry was trying to soothe her. But
D ck
was nore interested in the other table that he passed, where he was | ucky
enough
to catch Irene's eyes and receive the same sniling nod that she had given him
bef ore.

The smallish men had left their table by the entrance. Even if he noticed
them Dick wouldn't have guessed that Irene's earlier smle had been a signa
for them

An artful smile and a nod, a conbination that spelled betrayal!

CHAPTER | V

CERTAI NLY no one going down in the el evator would have guessed that the
square-jawed young man with the wavy hair who | ooked so at home in his tuxedo,
was Di ck Whitlock, forner bonbardier

There was a tall, calmfaced man in the el evator whose i mmuacul ate eveni ng
attire was a far cry fromthe cl oaked garb worn by a dangling figure that had
navi gated a cable crossing a chasmon the Swiss border. D ck wouldn't have
believed that the two were the sane, even if he'd recalled the incident
itself.

Ri ght now, Dick was mixing all such stuff with chil dhood recollections of
Coney
I sl and.

As for the man in evening clothes, he didn't have to guess who D ck
Wi tl ock was; he knew

That was why this gentleman, who called hinmself Lamont Cranston, had done
an about face upon arrival at the Starview Roof. He'd come there to find Dick
Whi tl ock and neeting himgoing out, Cranston had foll owed al ong.

There was a side street exit on the ground floor and Dick used it, since
t he one-way thoroughfare pronised a cab going his direction. To get a cab at
this hour, you walked to a lighted spot, waved your arm and whistled at every
vehi cl e that cane al ong.

Only Dick didn't reach the Iighted portion of the curb.

Sli nki ng suddenly from a darkened doorway, two nen with upturned collars
fl anked Dick on either side and prodded his ribs with knife points. So sharp
were the points that a thrust could have proved fatal

For a few surprised nonments, Dick thought he was back in the outskirts of
a German village under the threat of Nazi bayonets; then, renenbering that
this
was New York, he gave a hard, short [|augh

These nust he some of the "nmuggers" he had heard about, human dregs who
cane into circul ati on when demands of war had si phoned off the best of
Manhattan's manpower. Dick thought the nugger question had been dealt with,
but
apparently there had been a carry-over. Sonething of a privilege, Dick
deci ded,
to do sonme settling of that question on his own.

Fists tightening, Dick didn't mind the twinge in his right armas the



ugly
pair veered himtoward their doorway. One knife was lifting, obviously for
Dick's throat. This was the tine to sw ng hard.

Hal f - poi sed, Dick saw t he nearest knife.

It wasn't a mere jack-knife, whetted to a needle point. The thing was a
regular dirk with a full-fledged blade. Its owner wasn't lifting the knife for
a stab, he was bringing it to position for a cross-slash. The face with it,
sal |l ow and nustached, had eyes with a snake's glitter that said w thout words,
that they intended rurder, not robbery.

A hal f-step backward and Dick was under the threat of a duplicate dirk
which cane up with scintillating speed. A pasty-face wth dark-streaked
cheeks,
showed the sanme venonous purpose that the other had di splayed. Two snarls
neant
nore than a demand for silence; they were nutual signals calling for a slash.
It was just a question which killer would beat the other to the stroke.

Ri ght then, the poised blades froze in md-air.

A cal mtone belonging to neither of the woul d-be nurderers, was telling
both to drop their knives. Between the shove and the vicious faces, Dick saw
t he cal mvi sage of Cranston, whose face he renmenbered fromthe el evator but
whose nane he didn't know. Cranston's hands, at shoul der |evel, were behind
t he
necks of Dick's persecutors and each fist was | oaded with an automati c.

This was a cool antidote to nmurder, before the deed could be
acconpl i shed,
but the savage pair did not long tolerate the threat. Like a well-drilled
t eam
t hey suddenly dodged fromthe gun nmuzzl es and spun about wi th doubl e purpose.

One intended to stab Cranston; the other to give Dick the slash. If
Cranston had fired his guns, he m ght have stopped those deeds, but not wth
certainty. Instead he whipped into a two-way nmaneuver of his own.

A ward with one gun nmet the stabbing knife with a clang that knocked it
fromthe attacker's hand. A swing of the other automatic forced the second man
to make an armfling which in turn shortened his knife slash, since his el bow
was driven against Dick's chest. Bowl ed back into the doorway, Dick |anded
hal f-spraw ed and the knife nmerely carved the air above his head.

It was then that the big guns talked.

Cranston didn't aimat the snarling pair, who seermed to nmelt down to the
si dewal k, then cone springing up again |ike human mushroons, the first
reclaimng his lost knife in a deft, rapid scoop. Downward shots m ght have
found Dick instead of the two attackers.

Neatly planted, Cranston's shots were just close enough to nake the two
men spread and Di ck thought surely they'd be taking to their heels. |nstead,
t hey dove into the scene again.

Cranston was their mutual target now and guns or no guns, D ck woul dn't
have given hima chance. He was practically flattening hinmself, evening
cl ot hes
and all, as though hoping he could drop right through the sidewal k. Now D ck
was
coming to his feet intending to charge into a fray that was over before he
coul d
start.

Swi nging arnms, driving feet came up fromthe sidewal k to neet those
flying
di ves. Instead of finding Cranston, the baggy assassins were bounci ng past
each
other like a pair of India-rubber nen. The amazing M. Cranston must have net
themw th sone tactics that carried these light-weights further on their way
and fromthe tunbles they took, D ck expected a couple of broken necks where
t hey properly bel onged.



I nstead, the nmen cane up again.

This time, Dick didn't et astonishnent hinder him One of the men was
rising out there by the lighted curb, intent upon regaining a knife that had
clattered into the gutter. Dick made a fast lunge of his own to intercept the
action, but he wasn't half across the sidewal k before Cranston's flinging foot
stopped himwith a well-paced trip.

It wasn't that Cranston woul dn't have wel coned Dick's intervention. He
was
only thinking of Dick's welfare.

Strai ght across the street was a darkened alley and Dick was coming into
dead-aimfromthat passage. Arifle spoke fromthe darkness with Dick as its
target, but it spoke too late. The sniper wasn't counting on the headl ong
pitch
that Dick took from Cranston's foot. Sizzling half a yard above Dick's
descendi ng head, the bullet flattened against the brick wall beside the
door way.

The whine of a passing bullet wasn't a novelty to Dick Witlock. Htting
the curb, he kept flat and rolled away fromthe lighted patch. Fromthe
si dewal k, Cranston punched shots at the alley opposite and forced the sniper
back for the next bark of the rifle was nuffled. Dick heard a bullet crackle

the sidewal k and ricochet against the wall; then, |ike echoes, cane the quick
scurry of feet.
Dick was still on the roll. Com ng against the bumper of a parked car, he

shifted past the fender and cane up by the running board. Looking for the
bounci ng men, he saw that they were gone. Mre amazing was the fact that
Cranston had vani shed too. In fact fromthe evidence at hand, Dick could have
classed it all as nore of his dreamlife, until he heard shouts and police
whi stl es as proof that things had really happened.

A car cane scudding up the street and Dick's natural inpulse was to get
back to the doorway, since everyone except the vani shed M. Cranston seened
| eagued agai nst him But now D ck had another ally, one who appeared as
suddenly as Cranston had nelted, a figure that in that nonent of stress
awakened a peephole in Dick's caval cade of blotted nenories.

Qut of bl ackness cane bl ackness, alive. A cloaked figure enbellished with
a slouch hat, took Dick with one sweeping arm flung himaround and across the
curb, as though intending to carry himover to that alley where death stil
lingered, for all that Dick knew. Punching the blackness and finding air
i nstead, Dick was relieved when his trip becane abbrevi ated. The scuddi ng car
stopped with a shriek of brakes and proved to be a taxicab with a door that
flew open as if a button had pressed it.

In a sense, the cab intercepted Dick, for his cloaked friend whirled him
right into it and closed the door with the sane notion. Then, nounting the
step, the being in black aimed an automatic as form dable as Cranston's
t hr ough
one open wi ndow and out the other, and barraged shots at the death alley as
t he
cab | urched past.

There was no response fromthe rifle. Evidently the sniper had fled
under
the probe of Cranston's shots and was therefore well away when the bl ack-cl ad
mar ksman t ook over. Fromthe wi ndow Di ck heard a | augh, then saw the bl ackness
clear like a dissenmnating mist. Passing street lights told himthat he was
al one, except for the cab driver, who was successfully |eaving the sound of
police whistles and patrol car sirens far in the background.

Sonmewhere in the course of things, Dick must have given his address for

he
arrived back at his own apartment. Shakily he stunbled to the hallway
t el ephone

when he heard it ringing, expecting that the call was from Eri c Henwood.
It turned out to be Jerry Trimm offering an apology in behalf of Claire



Austley. So Dick accepted it very nicely and laid the phone on its stand,
grateful for this trivial interlude that assured himof his sanity.

A noot point, that sanity.

In front of the tel ephone was a small round mirror that gave a reflection
of the di mess between two curtains |leading into the darkened |iving room

Looking into the mrror just to nake sure he was actually Dick Whitlock
the man who answered to that nane stared in amazenent.

Over his shoulder, Dick saw a face, a crisp-featured face of a color that
| ooked ashen conpared to the cold, brilliant glitter of steel-grey eyes that
crystallized all of Dick's forgotten nenories into one glow ng focal point.

A name sprang nechanically fromDick's |ips:

"Doctor G eug!"

Qdd that Dick Whitlock should speak that name, both strange and
forgotten.

As he voiced it, he found hinmself staring at a mirror that was vacant except
for

his own di sturbed countenance. \Weeling, Dick saw only darkness between the
wavering curtains. Flinging themapart he found the Iight switch.

On came the lights and Dick swept a | ook around his own living room only
to find hinself alone!

CHAPTER V

BEI NG very proud of the fanous sidewal ks of New York, Police Comm ssioner
Weston didn't |like to have them nicked by bullets, especially when a search of
t he area produced knives instead of guns. Such matters were the sort that
Weston liked to discuss privately with his friend Lanont Cranston, who
sometines cane up with val uabl e suggesti ons.

So two knives which had either been flung or lost in haste were lying on
a
table in the grill roomof the Cobalt O ub where Weston usually dined. They
wer e
getting attention from Cranston and a waiter, who supposed that they were
nerely
a subtle protest on Weston's part over the toughness of the steaks that the
chef
had been preparing lately.

After the waiter had left, Cranston defined the exhibits:

" Apache knives, conm ssioner."

"So |'ve been told," returned Weston, testily. "They're the kind commonly
used by the denizens of the underworld in Paris. So what are they doing in New
Yor k?"

"Souvenirs, probably," suggested Cranston. "The GI.'s send hone
everyt hing short of captured buzz-bonbs."

"As good an answer as any," admitted the conmm ssioner. "Cone to think
about it, we've had a lot of trouble fromodd contrivances getting into the
wrong hands. "

"You picked these up near the Starview Roof," rem nded Cranston. "That's
rat her appropriate, since they have a new singer there who is rather vague on
t he exact date when you ask her about the last tine she saw Paris."

Weston grunted at what he thought was sone of Cranston's triviality.

"In fact the Starview is going Parisian," continued Cranston. "I
understand t hey nay book sone Apache dancers."

"Dancers don't use knives," argued Weston, "but maybe you have sonet hi ng.
These cut throats may have some grudge agai nst those dancers you nention."

"@unning for them" nodded Cranston. "Wth knives."

"Have your joke," snapped Weston. "The last laugh will be nmine after our
i nvestigation discloses what |ast night's trouble was actually about."

Perhaps Cranston felt hinself better qualified than Weston to pursue such



an investigation, but if he happened to be dependi ng on Dick Witlock
Cranston

woul d be due for sone disappointnment. At present Dick was sitting in the
l'iving

room of his snug apartnment, personally wondering just what it was all about.

At | east Dick had company in the person of Jerry Trimm who wasn't
hel pi ng
nmuch.

"I"ve told you about the rmuggers," Dick was saying, "so let's forget
t hem
O her things worry ne nore."

"You nmean Claire?" queried Jerry. "Or lrene?"

"Reading fromleft to right," returned Dick, "we'll take Caire Austley
first. O suppose you take her."

"Now |isten, Dick -"

"You're gone on Claire, so why deny it? | don't blame you, Jerry. After
all why should Claire have waited for me to come back? For a while it nust
have
| ooked as though | wasn't com ng back

"Maybe Claire is very glad, Dick.

"She shoul d be, considering that ny nmoney has accunul ated instead of
| essening while |I've been gone. Don't argue the point, Jerry" - D ck waved an
interrupting hand - "because it never did elude ne."

Jerry's eyes went puzzl ed.

"You mean you thought Claire was after cash when you asked her to nmarry
you, Dick?"

"I wouldn't put it that bluntly," declared Dick. "Let's say that | knew
Claire would want a lot but that | considered her worth it."

"And now you' ve changed your m nd?"

"I'"ve changed ny sense of values. It didn't take me long after I was in
the arny to find out that loyalty and friendship aren't counted in ternms of
dollars. So | suppose the sanme applies to |love."

Jerry's gaze becane relieved.

"I guess you really nean it, Dick," he said. "Anyway, tossing the cash
around was your idea, not mne. | haven't anything to | ose."

Dick didn't notice the odd enphasis that Jerry put on the word "lose." He
simply queri ed:

"How have | tossed cash around?"

"By insisting on ny renting this apartnment for one thing," replied Jerry.

"Ri gging up the new place was even nore extravagant as you'll find out when
you
see it. | thought you'd really gone whacky when you insisted on my buying the

whol e Petite Salon fromthe Steanship Bretagne.™

This time the puzzled stare was Dick's.

"Did | tell you to do that?"

Jerry nodded and Di ck | aughed.

"It wasn't a bad idea at that," decided Dick. "I rode that scow once,
back
when she was regarded as deluxe. So | wote you to buy the Petite Salon -

"And | got it cheap,” put in Jerry. "At auction. It was a real bargain,
Dick. Do you know |I'd al nost settle for the difference."

"Settle what?"

"Qur little deal - or big deal, whichever it is. You didn't make that

part
quite clear."”
"Good old Jerry." Laughing, Dick clapped his friend on the back. "You'l

al ways believe that sonme of ny crack-pot notions will conme through. Well, |
have the capital to swing themand you're wel come to your share if they cone
t hr ough. "

"About this deal, D ck -"



Jerry spoke hesitatingly, then halted. Apparently he was hinting for D ck
to take up the details, but Dick didn't. Instead he went into one of his
nmusi ng
noods.

"That girl last night," said Dick. "I've seen her sonewhere, Jerry. |
didn't nention her when | wote you, did |?"

A head-shake from Jerry.

"Funny about |ast night, too,
wai ter brought ne?"

"From Eri ¢ Henwood, wasn't it?"

"Yes. Said he'd phone nme here, only he didn't. You say you've net FEric.
What do you nake of him Jerry?"

"I'"d say he was a nental case,"” replied Jerry, "if | didn't hope he
wasn't. He seens to have sone vague ideas that you were supposed to explain,
but haven't so far."

"I met himin the prison canp," recalled Dick, "before they shipped nme to
the hospital. He'd been there a long time and was bei ng exchanged because he
was di sabled. | wonder -"

D ck continued. "Renenber that nessage the

"About Eric?"
"About a lot of things, Jerry, but | can make it specific where Eric is
concerned. | wonder why | should remenber himwhen |'ve forgotten so nuch

el se.™

"Why don't you ask hi mwhen you see hin®"

"A good idea. He's com ng around here tonight. Wants to talk privately
about sonething."

Jerry took the hint and with relish. Sonmething was bothering himand D ck
hadn't explained it. The interview between Eric and Dick m ght be the very
thing that would jog Dick's nenory, if it needed jogging at all. There was
nmuch
of the sly in the smle that framed itself on Jerry's sharp face as he turned
out through the hallway.

"Claire is waiting over at the Celebrity Cub," spoke Jerry, al nost

indifferently, as he paused at the door. "It mght be tactful to stop over
later, Dick."
"l suppose so," nodded Dick, turning back to the living room "I'lIl be

there - unless | think of sonething nore inportant."”

Qut doors, a steady drizzle was taking on the proportions of a rainstorm
From his fourth-fl oor wi ndow, Dick Wiitlock could see the increasing storm
above the roof of a three-story house opposite. The city lights produced an
unearthly gl ow above those roof-tops.

Qdd, the fantasy that could be produced by the works of nature conbi ned
with those of man. Here was a man-rmade chasm between a nodern apartnent house
and an antiquated residence that m ght been a nountain gorge. Electric lights,
snot hered by cl ouds t hrough which sunlight could never have trickled, were
etching the scene as if in an aftergl ow

It was a twilight that D ck renenbered, though he thought that he was
simply picturing it. Looking down into the street, Dick wondered if it would
furnish the inpression of a bottom ess abyss, but it didn't. It was sinply a
rai n-swept street, where Jerry, who had been unwi se enough to go out w thout a
top-coat, was scooting into a cab that was stopping with the same sharp
tactics
exhibited by the cab that Dick had taken the night before.

Maybe all New York cabs acted like that, unless this happened to be the
same one. Watching it turn the corner, Dick's reflections were covering
anot her
factor in last night's adventure.

Well did Dick renenber a valiant friend in evening cl othes whose nanme he
hadn't | earned but whom he hoped to neet again. Nevertheless, it wasn't
Cranston on whom Di ck's thoughts were focused. There was someone el se, as yet
totally unidentified, a cloaked fighter who had relieved Cranston after the



first stages of the fray.

Looki ng across the street, Dick wouldn't have been surprised if such a
figure had conme scaling fromthe parapet of the old house opposite. Dick's
recol l ections of the Swiss nmountain gorge with the cl oaked adventurer crossing
it by cable, had been subsequently obliterated, nuch as the abyss itself had
swal | owed car, cable, and the traveler in black

Turning fromthe wi ndow, Dick settled into an easy chair, smling at his
own i magi nation. Dick preferred to believe that his mnd was cluttered, not
cl ouded to the point where he accepted the existence of singular creatures
t hat
could materialize thenmselves |ike a chunk of night turning solid.

If Dick had been staring fromthe w ndow of a place called the Cobalt
Cl ub, he m ght have changed that opinion. There, entering a waiting |inousine,
was the very figure that Dick regarded as a fignment of his own inmagination
Lamont Cranston, delayed by a dull conference with the police conm ssioner
was
becom ng his other self, The Shadow.

The whi spered | augh that The Shadow gave was neant specifically for Dick
Wi tl ock, the man who doubted his existence. But it wasn't the sinister mrth
that The Shadow uttered when he planned to cloud the minds of nen. Instead it
coul d have been defined as a | augh of pleasant anticipation.

Dick Wiitlock was a man whose m nd needed clearing and The Shadow was on
his way to supply that service

CHAPTER VI

A RAINY night could play hob with al nbost anybody's plans. In D ck
Whitlock's case, it nmeant he wasn't going out at all, regardless of how Claire
Austley mght feel if he didn't show up at the noisy night-spot known as the
Cel ebrity d ub.

Fromthe shallow closet in the corner of his living room Dick was taking
a garish dressing gown which Jerry Trinmm had provided along with the
apart ment.

A horrible conbination of blood-red crinmson and jaundi ced yell ow, the gown
rem nded Di ck of an ol d-fashi oned awni ng, nevertheless it was nore confortable
than coat and vest.

Thi nki ng of awni ngs rem nded Dick of the wi ndows, so he stood there as he
filled his pipe, staring across at the rain-flecked roof of the old house.
Sonet hi ng much |i ke a head and shoul ders poked itself above the parapet and
Dick's eyes narrowed at the sight; then he decided that the object was sinply
a
stubby chimey, half lost in the swirl of the rain.

Curiously though, it vani shed and reappeared |ike sone optical illusion
and Dick was so intrigued that he forgot how plainly he could be viewed from
the other side of the street. The living roomlights were bright, etching D ck
in the franework of the wi ndow so sharply that even the colors of his dressing
gown, the whitish curl of his pipe snoke were distinguishable.

But Dick wasn't caring about danger fromw thout. There was sonet hi ng
about the apartnent itself that gave himthe creeps. Any place where grey eyes
| ooked across your shoulder into a mrror, then vani shed before you could turn
around, was a spooky place indeed. That was the reason Dick preferred to keep
the living roombrightly Iighted.

If the casenent wi ndow hadn't been partly open, the room s reflected

lights woul d have prevented Dick from seeing that stubby chi mey opposite.
Ri ght now, the thing seened to steady in the half-mst that rose fromthe
pelting rain, but before Dick could study it further, a buzz fromthe door
interrupted. Dick went out through the hallway to answer it and found Eric
waiting there, his hat brimdripping water on his rain-soaked coat.

"You're as bad as Jerry," laughed Dick. "If you' d | ooked at the sky when



you started out, you'd have had sense enough to wear a raincoat. Cone in and
"Il give you sonme dry things."

They didn't go anywhere near the |living roomw ndow on their way to the
cl oset beside the door to the kitchenette. There Dick found a pair of slippers
for Eric and peeled off his dressing gown so his friend could wear it. Putting
on coat and vest instead, Dick gestured to a pipe that was on the nantel pi ece.

"That yours?"

"Wy, yes," laughed Eric. "I must have left it here. How do you like the
di ggi ngs, Di ck?"

"Al'l right, if they weren't haunted."

" Haunt ed?"

"By all sorts of funny sounds. Maybe they carry through the building, but
| don't see why they should. The walls are thick enough; this is a nodern
apartnment house."

"Noti ce anything el se?"

"I thought | saw a face, with odd grey eyes. It would have been a
first-class ghost face if | hadn't remenbered it from somewhere el se.™

"Whose was it?"

"I don't know. " Sitting down, Dick watched Eric fish in the pockets of
t he
dressing gown, then turn to fill his pipe fromDick's hum dor. "There are sone
things I want to ask you, Eric, but let nme take a good | ook at you first."

Eri c nodded as though he understood and nade all owances for the vague
nood
of Dick's mnd.

One thing was certain to Dick Witlock, the nore he studied Eric Henwood.
This man, with his thin, weather-beaten face, wasn't part of the dream fabric.
He bel onged to the part of Dick's later life, the period follow ng the
parachute descent. Though Dick had nmet Eric only at the prison canp, he hoped
the fell ow could hel p himpiece some subsequent experiences.

"Where did they send nme?" queried Dick. "After I was shipped fromthat
prison canp?"

Eric took the pipe fromhis mouth with his Ieft hand, blew a cloud of
snoke and | ooked through it, as he asked:

"Don't you know?"

"To a hospital, | suppose," stated Dick, "but | don't renmenber nmuch about
it."

"How nuch?"

"Only that | thought | was back in my old nountain | odge, but | couldn't
have been. | net a girl there. Her nane was lrene."

A chuckl e canme fromEric's thin |lips.

"That's renenbering sonething, Dick."

"Only | never heard her nane," argued Dick. "Not until | met her again
| ast night, at the Starview Roof."

"Come, cone," put in Eric, atrifle annoyed. "Don't tell me sone Nazi
nurse would be here in New York."

"She says she is French,"” returned Dick, "but, she talks like an
Aneri can.
Maybe she was a prisoner, too."

"Did she remenber you?"

"If she did, she didn't say so. | wish I could recall some nanes that I
did hear in that place. But |I spent nost of ny time looking into a mrror."

"At what ?"

"At nyself. That must have been how all my illusions began." Dick's hand

swept his forehead as though to brush away the straight lines that crossed it.
"I keep thinking of nyself in slow notion, Eric, as though | were sonmeone
el se. ™

"Perhaps you were sonething of a nmental case, Dick." Pipe in hand, Eric
was wat ching Dick closely. "I was on the verge myself, you know. "

"While you were a prisoner?"



Eri ¢ nodded.

"I was shot down early in the war, you know," he said. "Very silly of ne,
and | brooded about it. So | was sent to some hospital where they had a
psychoanal yst."

Di ck took his own pipe fromhis nouth.

"Quite a fanmous chap, | understand,"” continued Eric. "Muybe you' ve heard
of him- Doctor Kurtz G eug."

"That's the nane!" Dick's fingers cane up with a snap. "G eug! The man
with the grey eyes!"

Eric stared doubtfully.

"The eyes you saw here? In the hallway mirror, only |ast night?"

"I thought | saw them™

"I magi nation, probably, |ike those sounds you've been hearing. Renmenber
anyt hi ng el se?"

"Arailroad whistle -"

"Here?"

"No. Wedged in ny nmind |like a fish-bone in the throat. A whistle, piping
shrill, fromone of those European |oconotives. Shrieking a nane, it was."

"Not mne, | hope." Eric laughed indulgently. "I wouldn't want to believe

t he banshees were howling for ne.

"No, it wasn't Eric." Dick pondered, feeling the stir of recollections.
"Not Eric, but something like it - sonething nore -"

Eyes half-closed, Dick tried to close the link. It was the way he'd been
working with all his nenories, only to have gaps w den, the nmore he fought to
bridge them This time, however, sonething clicked.

"I have it!" Dick exclained. "Friedrich!"

Eric's teeth set hard upon his pipestem It was only the snoke that
trickled fromhis lips that prevented Dick fromnoting the man's savagery, in
a
sudden change of expression

"It's a nane they called nme," spoke Dick slowy. "I don't know when or
why, but | associate it with nyself. Perhaps if |I'd asked Doctor G eug, he
woul d have explained it."

Eric's tension rel axed.

"You nean Greug was symnpathetic?"

"In a way, yes," admitted Dick. "Only | never had a chance to question
him He put all the questions and | answered them All things about ny past
and
nmysel f."

Eri ¢ Henwood stepped out to the hallway tel ephone and whil e he dialed, he
drew out a letter that he had transferred fromthe pocket of his coat to the
borrowed dressi ng gown. The number that he called was Grand Central Station
and
Di ck heard himreserve a Pullman berth for a place called Rocky Point, using
Di ck' s nane.

VWhat Dick didn't see was the way Eric slipped the letter under the
tel ephone. As Eric turned, Dick asked:

"Where i s Rocky Point?"

"In the Berkshires," informed Eric. "You'll like it better than that
Adi rondack | odge of yours, only you'll go to the Adirondacks later."

Eri c handed Dick a folder that bore the nane of "Rocky Point Sanitariunt
and with it an application blank that bore the title "CGuest Menbership." Under
the picture of a grimstone building, Dick saw the | egend: "Mental
Ther apeutics
Qur Specialty."

"Better fill it out,"” suggested Eric. "You need a rest. It will do you
good. "

"And you need a drink," laughed Dick. "It will do you better."™ Turning
toward the kitchenette, Dick paused to add: "Wiich will it be - Scotch or
rye?"



"Neither." Crunpling the application blank with his right hand, Eric was
reaching to his left hip. As D ck swng about, Eric's |left hand appeared wth
a
glittering revolver. "Stand just where you are,"” Eric added. "A few feet to
t he
right would be better. That's it."

Though ready to take the thing as a joke, Dick was letting his hands rise
and it was well he did, for he saw pronptly that the glare in Eric's eyes
neant
busi ness. Then cane rasped words in a tone that denoted a different, vicious
Eric.

"What little you've renmenbered,” announced Eric, "is too rmuch. You'll be
guessi ng things next, about ne for exanple. | was in the RAF., yes, but I
deserted before they found nme out. | wasn't shot down over Germany, | |anded

there, with all the facts | could bring."

Eric's leer vouched fully for his tale of treachery, and that he intended
to add murder to his crimes was plainly evident. O ose by the doorway | eading
into the kitchenette, Dick found his el bow grazing the front of a dunb-waiter
that formed part of the short passage. He was wondering if he could wheel the
other direction and dive into the kitchenette, but Eric had al ready
anti ci pat ed
the nove and was shifting to prevent it.

Movi ng over to his right, Eric picked up the pipe he had di scarded,
hopi ng
hi s nonchal ance would lull Dick, which it did for the needed nonents. Pipe to
his lips, Eric was doing nore than get his left hand into full play; he was
sidling past a chair in order to have a straight path toward where Di ck stood.

Too late did the purpose strike honme to Dick

Anot her step and Eric would be able to advance, gun ahead of him keeping
Di ck under such conplete control that a dive for safety would be inpossible.
It
woul d then be a death march - Dick's death narch

Eric was right by the window now, vivid in the striped dressing gown that
Dick had Ient him his gun aimed inward, followi ng his evil gaze.

Ri ght then, death was a matter of nere nmonments. Its noment cane, and
i nstantly.

Tuned to a distant crackle a rifle bullet sizzled through the w ndow, met
Eric just behind the ribs, and the traitor fell forward into a sickly spraw!

CHAPTER VI |

THE SHADOW heard the rifle shot and located it on the instant. Just
arrived at the apartnent house, he was in the ground floor doorway, an
excel | ent observation spot, not for sighting the wi ndow of Dick's apartnent
but
the roof top opposite. Though he couldn't see the marksman, The Shadow knew
hi s
identity, for the shot had the same precision shown on the previous night.

This was the alley sniper who was | eagued with the two Apaches!

The hi dden man's shot had been a trifle late the night before. On the
chance that there had been another mniscue, The Shadow repeated his own
tactics.

Sweepi ng the dripping rain fromhis slouch hat brim he whipped an autonatic
upward and chi pped the stonework of the parapet with three well-placed shots.
Wheel i ng back into the doorway, The Shadow waited a response.

None cane

One rifle-shot had evidently performed its m ssion. Neverthel ess,
renenbering | ast night's methods, The Shadow cal cul ated on findi ng other
foenmen. Swinging into the apartment house he ignored the el evator and took the



stairs at a rapid |lope. Alnost at the top, he heard the scurry of feet and
stopped short as two nmen canme rushing fromthe direction of Dick's |ocked
door.

They were the Apaches of the night before, as quick-sighted as they were
witted. Spotting The Shadow agai nst the white wall that flanked the stairway,
they pirouetted in amazing style and darted for the el evator. Their ninble
f eet
carried themaround the corner and into the el evator before The Shadow could
overtake them All he saw were their glaring faces, and their hands
br andi shi ng
ugly knives; then the door sl anmed.

It was a long trip back to the stairs and to try to intercept the Apaches
by a nad race down woul d be taking on ridicul ous odds. On the chance that Dick
hadn't fared too badly, The Shadow hurried to the door of the apartnent and
began working on it with a set of conbination keys and picks that prom sed
rapid results. But other things were already happening in Dick's apartment.

Rooted in the exact center of the living room Dick had been watching the
way the red stripes of the dressing gown nmerged with the yellow It was Eric's
life blood that caused the queer illusion, but the fact had hardly dawned on
D ck, when he felt a hand tap his shoul der.

Then the voi ce spoke:

" Cone! "

Turning, Dick found hinself facing the grey eyes of Doctor G eug!

Col dl y commandi ng, those eyes, as they had been ever since Dick first saw
them but they were hypnotic, rather than evil. In fact, Dick could feel a
friendliness in the strange nman's stare.

Menories were coning back, those of Dick's last neeting with the man,
when
Greug had rescued himfromthe weckage of a bonbed chalet. It was G eug who
had
sent himon the road to safety and apparently the man neant to do the sane
agai n.

Wth his one-word command, G eug included Eric's body with a gesture and
a
few nonents later, Dick was helping Geug lift the burden, not toward the
door,
but in the direction of the kitchenette.

There, where his own el bow had been not |ong ago, Dick saw a gapi ng
cavity, the front of the dunmb-waiter.

I nside was a sizable elevator, |arge enough to hold a person, which it
promptly did, in the shape of Eric's body. Greug rapped a signal and the

el evator slithered down with such rapidity that Dick was still staring when it
popped up again, enpty.
"Get in."

heying Greug's order, Dick felt the lift drop like a plumet. The trip
ended with a nmodified jolt that rolled himout into the waiting hands of a
pate
of square-faced men who sat himin a chair beside Eric's body. Then the lift
was
speedi ng upward agai n.

This tinme it was Greug's turn.

Hs face a study in utter rigidity, Geug was standi ng between two open
doors, one the door of the living roomcloset, the other, the w ndowIlike
entrance to the dunb-waiter shaft. Over his left arm Geug was hol ding the
coat, vest and hat that belonged to Eric Henwood.

In his right hand, G eug gripped a Luger automatic, ained toward the
curtains leading to the hallway. He was prepared, though, to nake a sudden
shift, for he was sighting in that sane little mrror above the tel ephone
tabl e, where Dick had seen his face the night before.

Greug was listening for sounds fromthe outer door and if they brought



any
of the enenmies that he expected, this frozen-faced doctor would instantly go
into action. He was using the mirror to increase his angle of vision and if

t he

door should shove inward, it was obvious that Greug would accept it as the
gauge

of battle.

VWat relieved the tension was the sudden arrival of the dunmb-waiter, up
for its final passenger. Hearing the clatter of its arrival, Geug heel ed
about, entered the lift and slid the sash down. Muffled taps sounded from
within the shaft and the dunmb-waiter slithered downward.

Still seated in his chair, Dick was watching the square-faced nmen pl ace
Eric's body in a pine-wod box that had the general appearance of a coffin.
They rmust have found it somewhere in the cellar, Dick decided, and they were
putting it to good use. At |east Geug thought so, for he nodded his approval
as he stepped fromthe cellar.

Turning toward Dick, Geug tilted his head slightly and listened. The
slight change in the doctor's rigid |ips m ght have been terned a snmile; if
so,
it was a self-conplinment on his skill at |ong-distance hearing. daring
guttural
orders to his nmen, he waved them out through a doorway with their pine-wood
box,
whil e he gestured for Dick to acconpany hi m by another route.

They were actually in the rear street, before Dick heard the sounds that
had regi stered earlier on Geug, the whine of approaching sirens. Wndows were
clattering around the nei ghborhood indicating that the reports of earlier
gunfire must have spread.

Past the next corner, Dick saw a truck that |ooked |ike a hearse, as it
made a rapid departure, and guessed that it was carrying Eric's body in the
i mprovi sed coffin. Wat woul d happen when the truck encountered police cars
was
a puzzle, or would have been if Geug hadn't provided that it didn't.

Very methodically, Geug raised his Luger and fired three echoing shots
in
air. Then, with the same trip-hamrer precision, he drew Dick rapidly across
t he
street and into a passage where they noved unnol ested by the rain, thanks to
the high walls on either side. The police cars must have been attracted by the
bait of fresh shots, for Dick could hear the wailing sirens change direction
and converge to the spot behind the apartnment house.

Then, drawi ng Di ck across the next street, Greug gestured himinto a
bar-room and bluntly ordered two beers. They drank themin silence, Geug
pl unked t he change on the bar, and bowed Dick out through a rear door | eading
into another alley. Around a corner, they came to a subway entrance and the
nmet hodi cal G eug waved Di ck down the steps.

There was nore than nere coincidence in the fact that so many
siren-bearing cars had arrived outside Dick's apartment house. Before the
| ocal
patrol crew could | earn where the shooting had begun and what it was al
about ,

t hey found thensel ves under the command of Conm ssioner Weston, who was
alighting froman official car

Wth the conm ssioner was a very earnest young | ady, |lrene Breslon, who
was insistent on the point that Dick Whitlock coul d have been the object of
last night's attack outside the Starview Roof. Before the comm ssioner could
check on the nunber of Dick's apartnment, another patrol car wheel ed up, pacing
a cab which stopped to let out Jerry Trimmand C aire Austley.

"You see?" Claire was telling Jerry. "I said you shouldn't have left Dick
here al one. Somet hing may have happened to him al ready, or all these police



cars woul dn't be here. If sonething has -

Clipping it short as she saw Irene, O aire stopped accusing Jerry and
concentrated on the other girl

"I f something has happened,” Claire charged, "you' re responsible!"

"I wouldn't be here if |I was," returned Irene, coldly. "Suppose you tel
us where to find M. Wiitlock. | don't even know his apartnment number."”

Jerry supplied the information and they crowded into the el evator to go
upstairs. On the fourth floor, Wston |l ed the procession with drawm gun, and
when he found that Dick's door was unl ocked, he strode through like a hunter
intent upon a kill. Entering the curtained Iiving room the conm ssioner
stopped short, his revolver lowering itself of its own sheer weight.

Seated in a confortable chair, blandly confronting the conm ssi oner, was
Lanmont Cranston!

"Hel |l o, conmi ssioner," Cranston greeted. "I was expecting you, but not so
soon. | intended to call you after | talked to Witlock."

"You mean you knew that the attack was neant for himlast night?"

"The notion occurred to me," returned Cranston, indifferently, "but I
t hought | should inquire first."

"Have you?"

"Whitl ock wasn't here when | arrived. He nust have gone out sone tine
ago.

By the way, conmi ssioner, | heard some sounds |ike shooting in the
nei ghbor hood. "

"So did a ot of other people," snapped Weston, "but it couldn't have
happened in this apartment. Not unless you slept through it, Cranston, but |
credit you with nmore intelligence than that."

"Thank you, comm ssioner."

Claire and Irene weren't crediting anybody with anything, particularly
each other. They were | ooking around for traces of Dick, even to opening the
door of the living roomcloset. Wile Claire was letting her glance rove from
one piece of furniture to another, lIrene took a | ook at the tel ephone table in
t he hal I way, but found nothing there.

Weston could have interfered with that process but since Dick's rival
girl
friends were doing his work for him he let the matter pass. Meanwhile, Jerry
Trimmwas seated quietly in the corner, wearing a troubl ed expression that
only
Lanmont Cranston coul d under st and.

"I guess Dick left for the Adirondacks," said Jerry at |length. "He was
getting bored with town life. Felt rather cranped in this apartnent, so he
said. W'll hear fromhimafter he reaches the | odge."

Agreeing that he'd been brought on a fool's errand, Conm ssioner \Wston
decided to | eave and beckoned the others along. It was Cranston who proved
t hought ful enough to close the closet door. Since that nmade himthe last to
| eave, he had no difficulty removing a black cloak and hat that he had stowed
out of sight, behind sone of Dick's wardrobe.

"I left Dick before the rain started,” Jerry was telling the
conmi ssi oner,
as they went out through the hall. "He wasn't worried about anything then -

A low, whispered | augh was Cranston's summary of that departing
st at enment .

Taken on face value, it could explain an odd fact. Not the various papers,

including a letter addressed to Dick that Cranston had found on the tel ephone
table, all pertaining to a place called Rocky Point. They were evidence of a

future sort, whereas Cranston was thinking in terns of the recent past.

Lack of a dressing gown and slippers in Dick's closet mght be negative
evi dence, but they fitted with something very positive, showi ng on the floor
i nsi de the cl oset.

Dick Whitlock couldn't have come into his apartment wearing wet shoes if
he hadn't gone out before the rain started. Some visitor was connected with



recent events in this apartnent; how deeply it would be The Shadow s busi ness
to learn!

CHAPTER VI I |

DI CK WHI TLOCK was | earni ng the human side of Doctor Kurtz G eug, so far
as
the latter would - or could - reveal it.

They were in the hotel suite where Greug |lived and as usual the grey-eyed
man was putting questions, but he was running out of them hence D ck was
| ooking forward to a reversal of the process.

"So Henwood cane there to nurder you?" G eug gave a slight head-shake. "I
am not surprised. Wre you?"

"Frankly," replied Dick, "I was."

"But you managed to di spose of hinP" persisted G eug.

"No," returned Dick. "The shot cane through the wi ndow. "

"Do you know who fired it?"

"I haven't an idea."

"Did you ever hear of a man named Leo Dol bart ?"

Shaking his head at that one, Dick waited politely for another question;
then, finding G eug at a loss, started his own interrogation.

"If it's the sane to you, Doctor Geug," began Dick, "could you tell ne
just atrifle of what this is all about?"

G eug gave a faint snmile.

"You seemto have learned that for yourself,"” he rem nded. "The man who
called hinself Eric Henwood was both a spy and a traitor."

"But who is this Dol bart that you nention?"

"An equal | y obnoxi ous character, wanted by every legitimte governnent in
Europe as well as the Undergrounds."

"Then why did he kill Eric?"

"Because he thought that Henwood was you.'
smle. "Hadn't that dawned on you?"

Di ck nodded that it had; he merely wanted to corroborate the fact. Then:

"What does Dol bart | ook Iike?" Dick queried.

Greug kept his trace of a

"Very ugly," Greug defined. "He has a long scar here." Running his right
hand fromtenple down to chin, Geug nade the gesture all the nmore graphic by
giving it a zig-zag. "A scar froma knife" - those eyes of GGeug's were cold
in
their significance - "an Apache knife."

"That links himwith the pair last night," nodded Dick. "Or does it? If
Apaches are out to carve up Dol bart, they wouldn't be |eaguing with him- or
woul d t hey?"

"I'n the underworld of Paris," explained Geug, "it is a conmon practice
for bands to fight anobng thenselves with the sanme intensity that they exhibit
when conbating the authorities. Dol bart's scar was a trophy of years ago and
he
regarded it as distinction. He has found it a handicap since he ventured into
a
| arger world."

"That's why he can't show his face?"

"Exactly. Anong the scumwho are roving Europe, selling their services to
the highest - and therefore the nost hei nous bidders - Dol bart was perhaps the
worst. In a sense he became the nost dangerous when forced to rely on others
in
order not to reveal hinself. He is a lone hand turned brain."

It was interesting information, but it was |eading further fromthe main
fact that Dick wanted. Hoping to nake the npost of Geug's present talkative
nmood, Dick shot honme the question:

"What has Dol bart to do with Friedrich?"



Col d, unyielding was the fixed expression in Geug' s eyes, but they were
hel pful , not spiteful. They seemed, by their hypnotic stare, to be opening
Dick's field of forgotten nmenories. He renmenbered now, neeting that very stare
once before, when it's effect had been the opposite.

Then, as Dick's menory returned, he knew he had been listening to a
shrill, fierce voice delivering what seened to be an oration in a | anguage he
didn't understand. It had penetrated to the room where he had been, there in
the I onely nountain chalet, and Greug, arriving at the tine, had given Dick a
hypnoti c treatnent.

"Do you renenber Friedrich?"

Greug asked the question inpassively, but pride in his hypnotic prowess
was evidently at stake. Dick felt he shouldn't have renenbered.

"It was only because Eric rem nded ne," stated Dick. "Just before he drew
t he gun."

"A great fool, Eric," declared Geug, relaxing his gaze. "Did he nmention
the rest of Friedrich' s nanme?"

Di ck shook his head.

"It was Friedrich Von Reichfrid," spoke Greug, solemly. "It stood for
freedom of the state, the sort of freedomthat would nmean new sl avery.
Friedrich Von Reichfrid, the Future Fuehrer."

The grimsignificance of the statement was gripping D ck. Qohserving it,
G eug added:

"I'f you would like to see the perfect portrait of this man Friedrich

| ook
there!™”

Facing the frame toward which Geug gestured, Dick Witlock stopped short
i n unfeigned horror as he met his own reflection in a nirror

It couldn't be a joke, not coming from Geug, the man who didn't jest.
Moreover, Dick could see Geug's eyes, gazing across his own shoul der as they
had so often before, fixed in that same sol etTm manner

"Yes, you are Friedrich's double," spoke Greug. "There were anot her
hundred who m ght have done as well, but you were chosen for the distinction
if it could be called such.”

Shaking of f his own reflection rather than Greug's hypnotic stare, D ck
swung fromthe mrror.

"Who chose ne?" he demanded. "Eric Henwood?"

"He recommended you," replied Greug. "Eric was just one of nunerous
agents
deputed to find a double for Friedrich. The coming generation of Nazis do not
intend to nmake the mistake that their fathers did with Hitler."

"What has that to do with nme?"

"Very much. It was decided that the future Fuehrer should be allowed to
thrive on foreign soil and return as a conquering hero, well-acquainted with
the world, at the tinme his day arrives. To acconplish this, he would have to
live as someone el se."

"So | was to be the front and play the stooge for the next twenty years

"You overestimate your inportance," interposed Greug, his tone cold in
its
irony. "Your existence was to cease inmmediately. Friedrich Von Reichfrid was
to
become Richard Whitlock in fact, until the day when he could declare hinsel f."
It was clear now, except for Dick's abandonnent in the doonmed chal et, and
Doctor Greug was conmng to that matter.
"My task was nore distasteful than yours," stated Greug, in that dry way

of his. "I was requested to probe your past and it was one of those requests |
could not refuse. | was also to groom Friedrich for the part he was to play."

"I'f he was to be me," put in Dick, "why did | hear himsquealing like a
stuck pig?"

"He was | ooking to the future," replied Geug, "practicing sone of the



speeches he expects to nmake about the year nineteen sixty-five."

"Rat her a pretentious chap, this Friedrich."

"He was trying to imtate his idol, one Herr Hitler, but he realized that
t he exampl e nmight not exist |ong enough to be copied later."

Greug's smle of contenpt brought a flash-back to Dick's mnd. He was
renmenbering the crash of Hitler's picture when the bonbing knocked it fromthe
wal | and he recalled the disdain that Greug had regi stered then

Still smling, Greug was pouring two glasses of wine. He extended one to
Dick, raised the other to his |lips, and decl ared gravely:

"To the menory of the future Fuehrer.”

"You nean Friedrich -"

Greug's nod interrupted as he finished his sip.

"Yes, Friedrich is dead," conpleted the crisp-faced doctor. "It was your
life or his. | found ny opportunity to preserve the right one.™

"For which | amgrateful, Doctor Geug."

"You need not be." Greug's tone was crisply indifferent. "Lacking
synpat hy
with the schene, | took the one course which I knew would destroy it. The
Under ground had | earned that there was sonething inportant happening at the
obscure mountain chal et and through them bonmbers were sent there.

"I was prepared for the occurrence, thanks to my connections with the
Underground. | arranged for Friedrich to be in the chalet and | renoved you in
his stead. Since | was considered to be a loyal Nazi - a misconception which I
encouraged anong ny associates - ny ruse was not suspected."

At least Dick could offer Greug a hand-shake, which he did, and found it
warmy received. Then:

"That makes twice you've saved ny life," Dick affirmed, "but if Eric was
working on Friedrich's side, why did he try to kill me tonight?"

"Because Eric suspected the truth. He was the one nan that | feared m ght
recogni ze who you really were."

"That's right." Dick rubbed his chin as he gave a reflective nod. "Eric
saw nme at the prison canp. | suppose | didn't change enough - or Friedrich
couldn't have becone quite enough like ne - to fool Eric."

Greug' s bow acknow edged the accuracy of Dick's analysis. The doctor was

pouring a refill fromthe wine bottle when D ck put another question
"What could Eric hope to gain by nurdering ne?"
"Much. Very nuch," specified Geug. "It would have been quite easy to

prove your true identity after death. Your arny finger-prints, for instance,
are records which so far have not been reached. The Nazis woul d have rewarded
Eric highly, once they | earned that he was right."

"And t hey'd have hounded you the rest of your life."

"Whi ch m ght not have been very long," declared Geug, as though that was
some slight solace. "Hence it was quite on nmy own account that | preferred to
have you live."

"Then the sharpshooter across the way was yours?"

"Unfortunately not." Geug's tone was a trifle sad. "I should have
arranged that little plan nyself, all for Eric's benefit. Instead, others
arranged it for you."

"They m stook Eric for ne?"

"OfF course. Because of the dressing gowmn. Only they have al ready m staken
you for Friedrich, just as | understand they did when you were crossing the
mountain gorge into Switzerland."

No wonder that gap across the street had seened familiar. Dick realized
now t hat the shape on the parapet hadn't been a chimey, but an assassin |like
those who had tried to blast the cable Iine. Linking this fact with Geug's
earlier statenents, Dick put the question

"You're tal king about this Dol bart and his crew?"

Greug responded with a nod.

"And they're trying to kill Friedrich?"

"To reinstate thenmsel ves with the Underground, yes," replied G eug. "But



they woul d probably kill you instead, if they were offered the right price.
The

di fference between Dol bart and Henwood is that Dol bart requires paynment in
advance. "

Wth that, Doctor Kurtz G eug delivered a convincing snile, an expression
that he had reserved until he was sure Dick Witlock would not need it and
therefore woul d appraise it at face val ue.

Di ck Whitlock was al ready convinced that in Doctor G eug he had a
power f ul
friend, though not the only one who could help himthrough his present
conpl i cati ons.

There was one other: The Shadow

CHAPTER | X

WHATEVER Di ck' s opi nions on the subject m ght be, Comm ssioner Weston was
quite convinced that Irene Breslon had Dick's welfare much at heart.

Wth his usual one-cell |ogic, Weston argued nmentally that the girl
woul dn't have insisted on a rush trip to the apartment unless she really
feared
t hat somet hi ng serious had happened there.

It didn't occur to the comm ssioner that Irene could have hoped the thing
had happened; that by playing the opposite gane, she would not only be giving
herself an alibi but would have a chance to do some cover-up work for her
friends.

Those were the sort of details that would occur to Lanmont Cranston, so
| ately The Shadow.

Qovi ously a death-thrust had been well-timed. The knife men had gone to
Dick's apartment while their sniper friend was stationed at a key-spot
opposite. His work was to get in a |long-di stance jab should close tactics
fail;
al so to cover any flight of the knife nen.

Seei ng sonme opportunity, the sniper had played the first hand and his
rifle shot, to say nothing of The Shadow s answers, had served as a signal for
t he ot her Apaches to be on their way. They'd known, unquestionably, that Irene
was al ready coning here, under auspices that would keep her own escut cheon
unbl em shed while she was viewing the results of the Apache attack

Even Claire Austley was fooled by Irene's solicitude for Dick, but Jerry
Tri mm was anot her story.

There was a twitch to Jerry's sharp face which told he was puzzl ed over
somet hing, and badly. He wasn't just annoyed with Claire, who for once was
actual ly apol ogetic. He had somet hing deeper on his mnd and at nmonents | ooked
ready to express it, only to stop short.

Al this took place in the | obby of the apartnment building, where Weston
finally left the decision to Irene.

"I'f you think Whitlock is in danger," declared Wston, "we'll send out a
flier for him It would help if you had a description of those men |ast night,
so we could round themup. |If you know anything -"

"Not hi ng, nothing at all," interposed Irene, quite hastily. "It was only
that it happened - well, so soon after M. Whitlock left us."

Irene turned appealingly to Jerry and Claire, who couldn't very well deny
that she'd been with themjust before Dick left the Starview Roof. Jerry gave
a
qui ck nod, because it helped his own dilemm; while Caire, feeling she'd been
very stupid, decided it was policy to follow Irene's |ead.

"Dick's taken a trip," assured Jerry, as soon as Claire had murnured a
few
words in Irene's behal f. "Like he said he was going to, that's all. Quess we'd
better be getting back to the party, Caire, if it's all right with the



conmi ssi oner . "
It was all right with the comm ssioner, so they left in their cab, while
I rene, abashed at having caused all this trouble, insisted on taking the

subway
rather than returning in Weston's official car. Cranston in turn decided to
st ay
around in case Dick did return, which was agreeable with Wston
That was why Cranston soon was on lrene's trail. She didn't go by subway;

he didn't stay at the apartment house. Only Irene didn't know she was being
foll owed, for Cranston had again resunmed his guise of The Shadow.

The rain had |l essened to a misty drizzle, the best of elenents for
envel opi ng the bl ackness of The Shadow s cloak. He was a living blot in
dar kness of which he seemed an actual part, as he stalked the dinmy |ighted
street only a few paces behind the click of Irene's high heels.

At alittle drug store, the girl turned to nake sure that no one had
followed her. Thinking in ternms of police, she soon decided that she was quite
clear. It didn't occur to her that the bl ackness formng the frame of the
store's show wi ndow was actually alive. Its conplete rigidity deceived her

Through that same wi ndow, the keen eyes of The Shadow wat ched Irene di al
a
nunber and read the notions of her |ips as she talked to sonmeone she call ed
Leo.

When the girl came fromthe booth, her face was quite as perplexed as Jerry's
had been; perhaps nore.

Irene had insisted that there hadn't been a body on the floor of Dick's
apartment; Leo's retort was that there nust be. How anyone so | ackadai sical as
Cranston could have had a hand in changing things, Irene didn't know. At |east
Leo said he was where he could find out sonmething and had left it for Irene to
do whatever el se she coul d.

At present Irene was in a quandary; hence it was better that The Shadow
shoul d be checking on Leo, which was exactly the m ssion he had undertaken
Gone from his post outside the wi ndow, The Shadow was speeding to Leo's
vicinity, using the nunber dialed by Irene as a clue.

In the heavily subscribed tel ephone exchanges of Manhattan, certain
nunbers were traceable within range of a few bl ocks. If The Shadow didn't find
Leo Dol bart where he expected, he could check it closer by a call to Burbank
his contact man, who kept a special phone book with reversed |istings, giving
nunbers in order, and the names and addresses that bel onged with them

Per haps Doctor Greug had sonme inkling as to Leo's present |ocation, for
he
was showi ng new tactics in his hotel suite, much to the interest of Dick
Wi t | ock.

Turning out the lights in one room G eug beckoned Dick into the darkness
and lifted a wi ndowshade at a slight angle so he could peer through the side.

"They're around, " assured Greug, grimy. "Trust Leo Dol bart to guess that
| mght have brought you here."

"I'f he knows this place," returned Dick, "how does it come you're safe
her e?"

"Leo woul d never nurder ne,
lead to Friedrich. But afterward -

Pausi ng, Greug turned fromthe wi ndow with a shrug.

"Remenber, please." G eug spoke the words |ike an order. "This man
Dol bart
has no status. He is wanted as a crimnal, everywhere; that is why he curried
the favor of the Nazis when they came to Paris. They woul d have none of him"

"So he switched to the Underground?”

"He pretended to, yes," replied Geug, "but the Maquis did not want him
In Germany, where he went as a worker, he managed to contact the Underground
because it was feeble and poorly informed. As a Frenchman, Dol bart was
accepted; his game was to betray the German Underground to the Nazis, for a

stated Greug, "not while he thinks I ama



price and the favor previously denied."

"A nice sort, this Dol bart."

"Fortunately his schenmes were too slow. The turn in the tide of war made
hi m change his mnd. Hearing the rumor regarding Friedrich, he saw his chance
to return to Paris as a hero. How poorly inforned he was, can be proved by the
fact he did not know the part | really played. So he contacted the girl
instead. "

"You nmean |rene?"

Greug nodded. Then, bluntly he asked

"Did you know how she happens to be in Anerica?"

Di ck shook his head.

"She is to marry the future Fuehrer," chuckled G eug. "As an Anmerican, of
Eur opean parentage, she was an excellent choice. It was a great honor for her
to becone Friedrich's spouse.

"OfF course that was to happen after Friedrich becane you and was |iving
on
your fortune."

"No wonder lrene lined up with Dol bart -

Di ck caught hinself before saying nore. After all, as the double of
Friedrich he wasn't flattering hinmself by excusing Irene for wanting to murder
anybody who had a face like his. Geug nust have caught the hunor of the
t hi ng,
for he | aughed indul gently; then becane serious.

"Irene really tried to rescue you," Geug told Dick. "If she had
succeeded, it would have hel ped matters. But she woul d never believe that |
performed the task in which she failed."

"Maybe she woul d," suggested Dick, "if I told her."

"She woul d believe you even less,” said Geug, with a shake of his head.
"She, for one, is convinced that you are Friedrich. You must avoid her unti
all this can be straightened. | have saved your life twice; | can hardly
guarantee to do nore."

D ck nudged toward the drawn wi ndow shade.

"Can you get ne out past Dol bart?"

"I think so," nodded G eug. "Yes, there is a way, which ny nmen have
apparently avoi ded, rather than have Dol bart notice them It |eads through to
the annex of this hotel, as | shall show you. But you nust |eave New York."

"You're telling me," returned Dick. "Nothing could gl adden nme nore."

"Good. You have a lodge in the Adirondacks. Did you nention it to Irene?"

"Never that | can renenber."

"Go there, then. At once. Say nothing to anyone until | contact you
there."”

VWhen Di ck Whitlock reached Grand Central after successfully slipping past
the notorious Dol bart faction, he had gai ned another notion. Dick had reasoned
out one thing which he hadn't discussed with Geug, a thing that concerned the
traitor-spy, Eric Henwood

If Eric had managed to nmurder Dick, he would have been smart enough to
build a false trail. That, to Dick's mnd, explained the chatter about Rocky
Point with all the sanitarium propaganda. By leaving literature around the
apartment, Eric could have sent the police to a place that didn't count.

Just as a neat blind, Eric had ordered a Pullman berth to Rocky Point in
Dick's name. It neant nothing now, since Eric's body had di sappeared al ong
with
Dick's departure. The fact that it neant nothing, made it valuable. To be
smart
in his own right, Dick could do nothing better than go to the Adirondacks by
t he roundabout way of Rocky Point.

So Dick stopped at a ticket window, called for the Pullnman reservation
that was waiting in his name, and received it. He jostled a nan who was
standing next in line; made a passing apology and hurried in the direction of
the train gate, since he had only a few mnutes to nmake it.



The man that Dick jostled was bul ky, enough to well conceal the sl ender
person who was waiting just beyond him In his hurry, Dick didn't even glinpse
the girl who turned away, though she would have found it quite unnecessary.

That girl was |Irene Breslon

As soon as she heard the cry of "All Aboard," the brunette hurried to a
phone booth and nade anot her phone call.

The only person that Irene Breslon would | ogically be phoning was Leo
Dol bart, the arch-assassin whose squad of notorious Apaches were only too
anxious to make up for past failures where Richard Witlock - known to them as
Friedrich Von Reichfrid - was concerned

CHAPTER X

DULL, grey dawn greeted Dick Wiitlock when he alighted at Rocky Point. It
was msty, here beside the river, with the fog hanging | ow over the hills.

It had been an all night trip, because the sleeper had made a lay-over in
order to be picked up by a ranbling mail train that served this local line.
The
slow train had stopped everywhere; Rocky Point was proof enough of that,
because
otherwi se Dick couldn't see any reason why this station was a stop at all

The station had a forlorn waiting room wth its ticket wi ndow tightly
shut. No agent on duty, no tel ephone in the place; only a potbellied stove
t hat
wasn't needed at this season. A mail sack was |lying out on the platform
dunped
there fromthe train, and Dick could only wait until sonebody cane along to
pick it up.

Probably the sanitariumhad a station wagon that met trains when
cust oners
were expected; in that case, Dick should have sent word ahead. Still, he had
no
interest in the sanitariumfor he was convinced that Eric Henwood never had
stayed there. As a proper blind, Erie would naturally have picked a place
wher e
he wasn't known; naming a sanitariumwas equally smart, because it had fitted
with Eric's story.

VWhat Dick now regretted was that he hadn't driven here instead of coning
by train. He could have nade it in less tine, even with night driving, and he
woul dn't have to wait until afternoon for another train to come al ong and take
himaway front this forgotten region

The railroad was on the east side of the river and beside the station ran
a rutted road that showed sone gravel patches as it clinbed into the fog bank
representing the hills on the right. A short stretch of road | ed down to the
river and there Dick saw a ranshackl e excuse for a pier with a cable running
out over the river, into even thicker fog.

Probably an ol d-fashioned ferry for taking cars across to a good road on
the other side. To anyone but Dick Whitlock, that cable would have | ooked
anyt hi ng but omi nous, but Dick was allergic to cables and all that they
represent ed.

A frank gentl eman named Doctor Greug had refreshed Dick's mnd on a cable
adventure across an Al pine gorge, and Dick couldn't help but be wary, even of
this innocuous river cable. Mreover, last night's whistling death, caused by
an arriving bullet, was a further rem niscence of the sort that Dick didn't
l'ike.

Paci ng inside the station, Dick kept staring through the griny w ndow,
with the rather sickening hunch that should sone nenace conme out of the fog,
it
woul d be fromthe river, at the exact spot of the cable crossing.



Maybe the cable was to blane for what happened. At least it kept Dick's
m nd away from ot her sources of danger. The wheeze of an arriving car, on the
road beside the railway track, was sonething that Dick attributed to the | oca
mai |l -man, only to find hinmself wong.

Too many foot-steps on the platform the peculiar creaks that acconpani ed
them were the elements that warned Dick too late to avoid the consequences.

The door suddenly clattered inward and with it cane two nmen, who seened
to
be shaking off the fog. Both carried knives, as was to be expected, for they
were the sane pair of Apaches who had so persistently crossed Dick's path.

This tine they weren't al one.

Shoul deri ng through the doorway behind themwas a nan with a
ni cel y-polished rifle whose ugly face answered the exact description furnished

by Doctor G eug. Here was Leo Dol bart, scar and all, leering in such distorted
fashion that it was difficult to tell where his mouth ended and the scar
began.

Behi nd Leo, Dick saw the person who was the arch-traitor of this
occasi on:

I rene Breslon.

This wasn't a time to be thinking of beauty; neverthel ess, Irene was
something to delight the eye, as she stood there in the doorway, her brown
hai r
catching the struggling sunlight with a radiance all its own.

Per haps she wanted to give Dick an idea of what the angels were going to
| ook like, but at |east she wasn't singing, which was a hel p. Seeing |Irene was
bad enough. He knew now that Greug was right; no explanations would suffice
where this girl and her vindictive associ ates were concer ned.

Through Dick's hal f-frenzied brain was running the thought that he
couldn't blanme themfor the deed they intended; at the sanme time, he was
| ooking for a way to prevent it. H's only shield was the pot-bellied stove
and
Dick sidled in back of it, only to hear a sharp command from Dol bart.

Li ke creatures froma nightmare, the two Apaches stepped quickly to the
corner of the room ready to flank Dick should he attenpt an escape. Working
around the stove, Dick saw them poise their knives and change positions
rapidly, always with that same |light step that forned a terpsichore nmacabre.

A harsh order from Dol bart stopped them Turning, Dick saw hinsel f
squarely in front of the rifle muzzle. The terrible Leo was ready to kil
personally. Only he preferred for the monent to hold Dick spell bound with the
gun nuzzle, while his confreres closed in silently.

Irene had noved in fromthe doorway. Her eyes were flashing hate, mld
conpared to the expressions of the Apaches, particularly Leo. At |east Irene
was better to look at, so Dick faced her, as he let his arnms spread, in
invitation for the Apaches to make their attack and finish with their fun

Dick's armstruck something that clanged to the floor. It was an old
poker
whi ch bel onged with the stove and was | eaning beside it. Dick's eyes foll owed
the clattering object, cane up again, and net Irene's stare.

Wth that, Dick's gaze went black

He wasn't going out without a fight, not Dick Witlock. Diving for the
poker, he snatched it up, transferred it to his strong |left hand, and nade a
wi de, terrific swing through the air that sent the knife-bearing Apaches
dodgi ng. Then, com ng about, Dick raised the poker as a bludgeon and drove
straight at Dol bart, intending to down the fellow with one clout.

Rushing Leo's rifle-nmuzzle wasn't sense, not the way that man coul d
shoot ,
but amazingly, it worked. For sone reason, Dick's drive had an effect upon
I rene.

Wth a sudden, frantic shriek, the girl threw herself against Leo's gun
turned its nmuzzle upward, and nmade a mad westle to prevent himfromfiring.



She was exclaimng sonething half in French, half in English, that was
pr obabl y

as incoherent to Leo as it was to Dick, for the scarred man was savagely
trying

to beat Irene away and bring the rifle into action

Dick whirled with the poker, ready to slug the Apaches away. He didn't
realize that he should have been a dead duck, despite Irene's interference
with
Leo. Dick had given the ninbl e-footed Apaches a w de-open chance to stab him
in
t he back, but they weren't doing it.

Thi ngs had gone bl ack before Dick's eyes.

Literally, blackness had swarned in fromthe open doorway, in the shape
of
a cl oaked attacker who was hurling aside the two Apaches. It was The Shadow
again, in action at dawn instead of twilight, and his opponents respected him

They were di ving behind the protection of the fat stove, hoping to be
t here before The Shadow s guns began to rip. Rather than waste tine with his
aut omati cs, The Shadow delivered a defiant |augh, swooped upon D ck as he had
done that other time, and gathered himin a whirl that carried them both out
t hrough the station door.

Next, they were around the corner, with Leo's savage snarls far behind
them They went down the ruts to the river bank and onto a flat boat that was
pl anted there. Then, they were out on the river itself, using the cable
crossi ng. The Shadow was back to his Al pine feat.

So was Leo Dol bart.

A wi ndow srmashed in the station; fromit cane the sharp crackl es of
rifle,
and Irene's excited cries. She was still trying to stop Leo from shooting, and
per haps she did her part in making his fire wide. Then the fog conpletely
swal | owed the anci ent one-car ferry.

Along with the lap of water, Dick Witlock heard The Shadow s trailing
l augh, flinging back a departing taunt to the men who had | ost all sight of
hi m
and the victimhe had rescued.

A creature fromthe depths of the river fog, The Shadow was returning to
that el enment, triunphant!

CHAPTER Xl

LAMONT CRANSTON t ook the steep, sharp turn leading up to the bridge
acr oss
Leyden Kill and sped his trimcar onto the ol d wooden bridge. There was a
sharper turn on the other side, but Cranston made it in the same easy style,
wi t hout the help of any comment from Dick Witl ock

Then they were twisting for the clinb beside the old flume, toward the
pl ace where the road ran around the cliff edge, the nost dangerous stretch of
all, but still Dick didn't tal k. When Cranston drove, you sat back, held your
breath, and knew you'd come through anyt hing.

Di ck Whitlock had been finding that out all day. They were far fromthe
Ber kshires, where this trip had begun and were now deep in the loftier
Adi rondacks, on the final lap to Lake Sheen, which nestled in a high holl ow,
close to Dick's | odge, Rook's Retreat.

Briefly, Dick's thoughts drifted back to the start of this ride, where
Cranston had taken over in place of The Shadow. So far, Dick hadn't even begun
to define The Shadow and Cranston as one.

Nor was it logical that he should.

Dar kness had covered the switch of identities the first time; today, the
fog formed the bl anket. Safely across the river at Rocky Point, Dick had found



hinself in a car where Cranston joined him

Qovi ously, The Shadow had gone back to settle matters with Leo Dol bart
and
his Apache crew. It was the only way The Shadow coul d have rescued Irene
Bresl on, who deserved consideration for giving Dick |ast nminute aid.

O did she deserve that consideration?

H s thoughts troubled, Dick put the question to Cranston, while the car
was covering the last stretch of the journey.

"About Irene," said Dick. "What nade her risk her owmn life for mne?"

"That question was answered beforehand," replied Cranston. "At |east so
you said."

"Answer ed by whon®?"

"By your good friend Doctor Geug, if the report you gave ne was
accurate. "

Havi ng told Cranston about G eug's rescue and the subsequent interview,
Dick felt the subject had been fully covered. Cranston's cal m statenent was
therefore sufficiently cryptic to puzzle D ck. Wile pondering, he waved to
some | oggi ng men who were working at the side of the road; then, as the car
sped on, Dick rejoined:

"But Greug said that Irene was working with Dol bart."

"That wasn't all," rem nded Cranston. "He said that Irene was to marry
Friedrich."

"She only pretended that she did."

"Have you asked her?"

"Well, no." Dick gave a short laugh with the adm ssion. "I didn't even
know that Friedrich existed until Geug told ne last night. But now, Friedrich
is dead."”

"Does Irene know it?"

"Of course not. I'mthe one she thinks is dead -

Cutting hinmself short, Dick flashed Cranston a | ook that conbi ned anger
with amazenent.

"Say!" Dick's voice came sharply. "You don't nean that dame coul d have
suddenly fallen for Crown Prince Kraut!"

"Such things have happened," observed Cranston, veering the car to avoid
some hunters who were plodding along the road. "After all, with Friedrich's
future, your noney - and your mutual |ooks -"

Di ck had swng to wave a greeting to the hunters; now he was wat chi ng
Cranston again, to see if he were smling, but Cranston's expression was
i mobi | e.

"You mean Friedrich would be a good bet," growl ed Dick. "That is,
Friedrich as ne. Yes, | have noney, but not a tenth of what he'd need; maybe
not a hundredth.”

"You have enough for a front,"'
weal t hy
people to hide their spendings than their earnings.”

"So that's why | was hand- pi cked!" expressed Dick. "Friedrich was goi ng

remarked Cranston. "lIt's easier for

to
live as ne, tapping barrel-loads of dough, and dodgi ng i ncome taxes by only
declaring mne. | like that!"

"It gives us sonething to investigate," stated Cranston, "now that you're
in circulation instead of Friedrich. Maybe we can | earn how the die-hard Nazis
intended to finance their Cub Fuehrer."

Dick drove his right fist into his left palm winced a trifle at the
twinge his right wist gave. Cranston noted it fromthe corner of his eye.

"Starboard flipper still weak?"

"And plenty," acknow edged Dick. "I used the old left mtt when | handl ed
that poker. And did | swing it! Say, maybe Irene thought | was a nodern
Siegfried, out to slay a parcel of dragons. That could have changed her
opi ni on
of Friedrich, alias nme."



"I's Friedrich |eft-handed?"

"How do | know? | never saw the bl oke."

"But he must have seen you."

"That's right," nodded Dick. "lIt's the only way he coul d have copied ny
style. | should have asked Greug about that. He'd know "

"Woul dn't Irene?"

"Yes, she'd know too, because she was around a |lot. Things have cl eared
in
my mind" - Dick was giving his forehead a habitual sweep - "but | still can't
fit Friedrich into it. Seenms that nmost of nmy time was spent in self-admration
in front of a big mrror. But getting back to Irene; she's fallen for
Friedrich, has she?"

"I't would appear so." Cranston swung the car between the gates that bore
the nane of Rook's Retreat. "Only things are not always as they appear, even
in
mrrors."

"She certainly picked a bad tinme to stage the rescue act,"” continued

D ck,
reverting to Irene. "l guess that finishes her with Dolbart's cutthroats. O
to
be precise, they've finished her - unless a friend of ours went back in tine
to
hel p her."

Di ck was practically asking Cranston to give an opinion on The Shadow,
but
Cranston was busy sw nging the car where the narrow road bent anong the trees.
So Dick took the hint and stared ahead, too, changing his gaze only to wave to
a stolid man who was coni ng down the pathway fromthe | odge, and who didn't
bot her to wave back.

"Funny about that woodsnan," renmarked Dick. "The same with the hunters

and
the I oggers - even those fire rangers we passed earlier. None of them seened
friendly."

"Do they usually?" queried Cranston

"Around this region?" returned Dick. "I'll say. They always used to give
the high-ball. Maybe the section is getting too populated, but that's odd too,
consi dering the man power shortage. I'll have to ask Foxcroft about it."

"Who is Foxcroft?"
"The ol d caretaker. Here he is now, coming fromthe |odge."
Cranston halted the car in front of an attractive |odge built of

hal f-1ogs and from Dick's pl eased expression it was plain that the place
hadn' t
changed. The sane however did not apply to Foxcroft, a gaunt man in rough
cl ot hes, who was hurrying out to meet the car. One | ook at Dick brought a | ow
but hoarse-toned excl amati on from Foxcroft.

"M. Dick - don't tell ne it's you -"

"Now go on, Foxy old fox," interrupted Dick. "OfF course |I'mnyself and
this gentleman is -"

"Don't tell ne his name," broke in the caretaker. "I just want to say
two strangers canme by, but didn't stop. If you're going to Bald Knob, sirs"
Foxcroft raised his voice to a high pitch - "you'll have to go down the hil

again, over the bridge by the flume, and around to your right. Up past the old
dam you'll find -"

Foxcroft was nmaking an odd series of gesticulations which Dick promptly
interrupted by clinbing out of the car. He did sonme gesturing of his own to
Cranst on.

"Swing up in back of the water tank," directed Dick, "and you'll find a
shed that will do for a garage. |I'll have a drink when you come down to the
| odge, if Foxcroft hasn't used up all my Scotch, though it sounds like it from
this double-talk he's handed ne."



"But | haven't seen you, M. Dick," insisted Foxcroft. "Leastwise |I'm
not
going to say so. You and your friend are just tw strangers, if you'll only
bel i eve nme!"

"Which | won't." Dick was already striding toward the | odge, with
Foxcroft following in hel pless fashion. Calling back, Dick added: "I'll be
seeing you later, M. Cranston.”

Pondering a few nonents at the wheel, Cranston deci ded his best course
was
to take the car to the shed garage. He found it readily am d the gathering
dusk
and stepped to the path fromwhich he could see the | edge bel ow. As he paused
to study the nountain | andscape, Cranston heard a rustle in the brush behind
hi m

No snake coul d have been nore furtive, but the sound was too anple to be
of reptilian origin, unless this Adirondack regi on happened to be infested
with
tropi cal boa constrictors. Another crackle answered fromthe other side of the
path; this tine it was nore |like a Cooper Indian stepping on a favorite broken
twi g.

Snakes or humans, it was good policy to stand one's ground, so Cranston
did, drinking in the gorgeous view as though it alone intrigued him It was
i ndeed a rare sight, this nountain setting, the sunset throwi ng a singular
area
of light upon the broad clearing that fronted Rook's Retreat, while darkness
| oomed hi gh above, where a towering summit cut off the glow fromthe rest of
t he nount ai nsi de.

Across a | ower range, thunder clouds were gathering, grunbling, their
om nous approach with reflected lightning flashes, but the muffled roar wasn't
sufficient to drown the other sound that Cranston heard, the thrumm of an
airplane, its sound difficult to trace.

Then Cranston spotted it, above the near side of the | owering peak. On
t he
heel s of the thunder's munble, brush crackl ed nearby and voices, too guttura
to
be whi spered, reached Cranston's ears fromdirectly behind him

Those |lurkers fromthe brush thought that Cranston could neither hear
t hem
nor understand their |anguage if he did, but he was doing both. From what he
caught, he was naki ng cal cul ations while he watched the hovering plane. Then
fromthe clinbing ship cane a puff that |ooked Iike grey snmoke agai nst the
darkening sky. It billowed outward; filled itself into the shape of a
par achut e
and fl oated downward toward the |ighted patch of slope |and that forned a
perfect target.

Lanont Cranston didn't watch it long. Two heavy-set nmen sprang suddenly
upon him showi ng surprising speed in their attack, thanks to the steepness of
the path on which Cranston stood. Weeling too late to even reach for a gun
Cranston was sprawl ed by the overwhel mi ng drive

A few nonents later, the two attackers were lifting a figure that |ay
silent and inert. If Dick Witlock still depended upon Lanont Cranston as a
friend in need, his hopes had faded faster than the dying sunlight!

CHAPTER Xl

THE ol d | odge | ooked the sanme and the approach of a heavy thunderstorm
wasn't unusual in these parts. To Dick Witlock, the only thing that |ooked
different was Foxcroft, and he still couldn't understand it.

In fact, to prove his sobriety, Foxcroft hurried into D ck's own room



just off the center hall, and cane out with an untouched bottle. Wth a snile,
Dick laid the bottle aside and questi oned:

"What's cone over you, Foxcroft? It can't be the storm You've weat hered
dozens of them™

"I"ve just been worried, M. Dick," explained Foxcroft. "So many things
to
be managed, so few people to help."

"I've seen nore people around than ever before -

"I know," put in Foxcroft hastily, "but they're all busy. Wen the old
dam
needed repair" - Foxcroft pointed fromthe wi ndow to the blue bow of Lake
Sheen

"I was afraid it would burst before |I could get helpers. At that, it was
only
a patchwork job at best.”

A heavy pound of thunder interrupted Dick's reply. The lightning was
flashing now, in vivid conpetition with that |ast strong show of sunlight. To
Di ck, the glowi ng patch that fronted the | odge was something |like a bonbing
target, and as he snmiled at the whinsical conparison, he heard an odd echo of
the thunder's runble, frombeneath the floor of the main hall

"What's that, Foxcroft?"

"I don't know, sir." Foxcroft's eyes shifted. "Maybe sone boxes that the
thunder jarred | oose fromthe pile."

"You're talking in terms of earthquakes," retorted Dick. "Now if thunder
knocked sonething | oose fromthe sky -"

Dick didn't go a word further. Through the wi ndow he saw t he very
phenonenon he mentioned. Wth the pound of |ouder thunder, the target of
sunlight took a missive squarely in the bull's-eye, not in the shape of a
bonb,
but a parachute with a man attached.

Rol i ng down the slope, the arrival cleared his chute, canme around
rapidly
to gather it in before the arriving wind could bustle it. By then, Dick was
over
his surprise

"What goes on here?" Dick demanded. "Wo would be flying over this
country, let alone bailing out? Cone on, Foxcroft; If you know, spill!"

Di ck's hands were clutching the stamrering caretaker but before Foxcroft
could really get a word out, another voice took over, and crisply:

"I can explain, M. Whitlock."

Turning, Dick |ooked into the nuzzle of Greug's Luger, with the dry-faced
doctor right behind it.

"You heard half the story last night," declared G eug. "Certain facts
el uded you, and fortunately. It was odd that you didn't put one and one
toget her to nake two: Eric Henwood and his coffin.”

Qdd in itself that Greug should nmention that conbination. In telling
Cranston how Greug and his two huski es had packed Eric's body in a handy
si x-foot box, Dick had noticed a curious interest on the |listener's part, but
hadn' t under st ood why.

"I'f you had been a trifle I ess naive," continued Geug, fitting his words
bet ween t hunder peals, "you mght have realized that the coffin was neant for
you. Unfortunately, we couldn't have bodies found around the place. Having
Eric's was our problem so we gave it precedence.”

Gesturing at the word "we" Greug indicated two nen who had stepped froma
doorway | eading down into the |lodge's slanted, hill-bank cellar. Eric
recogni zed the pair of the night before and they took over |[ong enough to tel
Greug sonmething in their customary Deutsch.

"Your friend is nicely roped down in the cellar,"” said Geug, turning to
Dick. "My orders are to keep strangers alive until we have questioned t hem
Don't worry" - Greug's gesture referred to Cranston - "because he isn't hurt.



Not yet. If he talks, he won't be."

Getting Cranston to talk might be a problem but it was Geug's, not
Dick's. Right now, Dick sensed that his own plight was probably worse than
t hat
of his new friend. As lightning ripped, making the oil |anps of the | odge seem
dull, Dick shot a question

"You nean you sent Eric to kill ne?"

Thunder bashed while Greug waited patiently. Then, as the fierce pelt of
rain began, the doctor answered:

"Certainly. He was our nman all along. He was to call me so that he and
could remove your body as we actually renoved his. W couldn't afford to have
you found dead, the way Dol bart and his Maqui s woul d have |iked, because -"

Foot st eps were poundi ng the broad porch of the |odge, |ike sonething |eft
over fromthe thunder clap. Wth a pause, Geug gestured to the door and it
opened at that nonent, revealing the man who had parachuted fromthe passing
pl ane. As lightning flashed again, Dick saw his own face etched in every
detail, as though a mirror had supplied it in the flesh. Dick gasped the nane:

"Friedrich!"

Geug's two followers clicked their heels and delivered a Nazi salute to
the newconer. His gun trained on D ck, Geug couldn't copy the nove, but
bowed,;
then, at the finish of another powerful runmble, G eug announced:

"Friedrich Von Reichfrid, cone to take his tenporary heritage, to which
he
shal |l add certain resources our agents have supplied for him Friedrich |eft
t he
border chal et before you did, Witlock. He was waiting for ne in the car that
took the gully road."

Quite puzzled, Dick kept staring at Friedrich, who obligingly explained
further.

"Qur good friend Greug is clever,’
perf ect
English. "He decided not to let you die so soon as we originally intended."

"To say 'as soon as' would be better," corrected Geug. "It is the phrase
that Whitlock woul d use.”

"As soon as we originally intended," spoke Friedrich in a tone which Dick
realized was a replica of his own voice. "You were good bait for the Maquis,
Whi tl ock, and besides, it was better that you should return to America as
yoursel f."

"To avoid conplications,” put in Geug, "and for a final check-up, or
adjustrent - if necessary."

Sonething in Greug's tone caught Friedrich's attention

"You nmean it wasn't necessary, Herr Doktor?"

"Not at all. Witlock behaved quite according to expectations.
Unfortunately Eric failed us. The Maquis killed him™

A spasm cane over Friedrich. Hi s expression became a crazed distortion
that Dick could never have duplicated. Breaking into German, Friedrich
delivered it in the piping shriek that the Swiss |oconptive had so aptly
imtated. Then, calnmed by Geug's cold gaze, Friedrich subsided.

"W were able to dispose of Eric's body," stated Greug. "To have it found
in Witlock's apartnment would have left you the heritage of beconming a
suspected murderer, nein junger Fuehrer. Unfortunately the Maquis stayed too
close for me to liquidate Witlock, so | told himto cone here."

Vi cious, triunphant was the leer that a sweep of lightning livened on
Greug's face. In opposite was the norose gaze that Foxcroft gave to Dick, who
realized now how hel pl ess the ol d caretaker nmust have been

"Don't be downhearted, Foxcroft," adnoni shed Greug. "W shall allow you

decl ared the com ng Fuehrer, in

to
col | aborate, as you have to date."
Foxcroft turned a pleading | ook toward Di ck, who nodded his approval of



the caretaker's action in accepting the only ternms by which he could have
ai ded

Dick. In the whine of wind, the fierce batter of the rain, D ck could sense
hi s

own death as sonething imminent, judging by the tightening of the pistol in
Greug' s hand.

Then Friedrich interrupted.

"What of Irene?"

"I amnot sure," returned Greug. "W nust learn later, for a certainty.
At
| east she believes that Witlock is you, Friedrich, for she is sure she saw
hi m
die, the night when | arranged his escape. W shall discuss the question of
Irene in the presence of one less listener -"

Li ght ni ng bl azed and thunder crashed, all in one nonentous instant,
during
which Dick Wiitlock knew that this was it. He was going out on his feet, but
not
wi t hout another fight. Madly, Dick rushed Greug's gun, know ng he coul d never
beat the cold, merciless finger that was on the ready trigger

Di ck al nost made his |unge suicidal

The gun jolted upward as Dick charged, and if he'd gone a trifle faster
he'd have beaten the lift of the nmuzzle. As it was, the gun hoi sted ahead, and
the nine millineter shell breezed the fringe of Dick's runpled hair.

Greug was sprawl i ng backward, struggling to strike out with his gun, but
he couldn't get at the attacker whose firm forearm was hooked around his neck
As for the two square-faced men who formed Greug's very special nurder squad
they were staring nore amazed than Dick at the face they saw beyond Geug's
snarling, choking visage.

It was the face of their recent prisoner, Lanont Cranston

CHAPTER XI I |

THE fray in the hunting | odge became so kal ei doscopic that it seened out
of this world and into unreality.

As a man back fromthe dead so often that it had beconme a chronic habit,
Dick Whitlock could count this episode as the naddest dream of all.

Cranston was flinging Greug against the doctor's stupefied pair of
st ooges
and in the same sweep, he was upsetting a table that held a burning | anp.
Foxcroft, starting to Dick's aid, was saved by Cranston, putting himfrom
harm s path and flattening the second table.

The crashing lanps spilled their kerosene and the flames gobbled it with
ravenous licks; but with the ending of those flares, there were only the
lightning flashes, and the scene seemed dreanli ke.

Sprawl ed in the corner where he had | anded, Foxcroft began to see why he
wasn't needed.

The real dream stuff was the struggle in the center of the room where a
frenzied fighter seenmed to be grappling with hinmself. Actually there were two
partici pants, but they were too nuch alike to be distinguished.

Friedrich had foolishly [unged for Dick who had accepted the gag w t hout
realizing how smart the procedure was. For as it stood, there was no telling
Dick fromFriedrich, which left Geug and his gunners at a total disadvantage.

O course there was a target that all three wanted, as a tenporary
substitute for Dick; nanmely, Cranston. But he knew it and was keepi ng behi nd
the grapplers who held the main attention. Neither G eug nor his square-nmugs
could get around to flank Cranston, the way Dick and Friedrich reel ed.

Qut of the two-nman tangle cane the piping, hysterical orders that Dick
could neither duplicate in tone nor |anguage, but the flicker of the departing



lightning wasn't enough to fully identify the future Fuehrer. So the whirl
continued until Cranston put a sudden stop to it.

Wth thunder runbling dully in the distance, the terrific sweep of the
torrential rain was the main sound now in progress, but it didn't drown the
hamrer of new footsteps fromthe porch. Cranston knew what they signified, as
did Foxcroft. Reserves were arriving to aid Friedrich's cause. Al those phony
rangers, loggers, hunters and woodsnen, who didn't know how to wave a greeting
wi thout going into a Nazi salute, were conming here to rally around the future
mast er they had seen descending fromthe sky.

Havi ng drawn themin by prolonging the battle, Cranston now saw
opportunity for escape. |If alone, he mght not have chosen that course, but it
was the heal thiest prospect for Dick as well as Foxcroft.

A gesture to Foxcroft brought the caretaker over to Cranston's vantage
spot beside the cellar door. As the grapplers reeled past, Cranston flung into
their fray and broke them apart, grabbing the one he thought nost likely to be
Dick. Getting no opposition, Cranston knew that he was right, and spun D ck
into Foxcroft's grasp.

Bef ore Cranston could turn to deal with Friedrich, Geug and his two
huski es were on the surge, augmented by others who were charging in through
t he
door fromthe porch. Finishing his whirl, Cranston whipped wi de the cellar
door,
flung hinmsel f bodily upon Dick and Foxcroft. Wth a conmbi ned sprawl the three
went hurtling down the cellar stairs, Cranston's flying foot hooking the door
into a closing slam behind them

It was Dick who took the hard brunt of their |anding, but Cranston and
Foxcroft brought himto his feet. Wth their groggy burden between them they
shoved out through a door beneath the porch, sidestepping sone scattered ropes
that Greug's hel pers had used for binding Cranston.

Amid the wailing | ash of the rain, Foxcroft thought he heard a singul ar
[ augh, but his overw ought nerves never connected it with Cranston, the nman
who
had used his own capture as a route to rescue, w thout adopting his customary
character of The Shadow. Up on the slope, Cranston had translated the
statements he had overheard and | earned that his captors-to-be intended to
bi nd
and gag himin the cellar of the | odge.

So Cranston had sinply played the cone-on and let themuse their clunsy
ropi ng nmet hods, which he knew he could shake off in mere m nutes.

But it was no come-on now.

The race up the steep path, with Dick mushing in the mud, was a | onger
task than Cranston had antici pated. He knew that pursuers woul dn't overtake
them but bullets were another problem particularly as the business of
maneuvering Dick put Cranston and Foxcroft on the flanks of a target that was
three nen wi de.

Two el ements hel ped: the |ightning, because it |essened; the rain,
because
it increased.

There weren't enough chances for Geug's sharp-shooters to spot their
broad target; when they did, the visibility was ruined by the downpour. Under
t he shed, Cranston had Foxcroft help himdunp Dick's groggy figure into the
roadster; then Cranston was shoving Foxcroft down into the runble seat,
telling
himto keep | ow

Sweepi ng gestures in the darkness put Cranston into the guise he now
needed: The Shadow s.

Qut fromthe shed roared the roadster, looking like a self-driven vehicle
in the occasional flicker of the dimmng |ightning. The Shadow was practically
invisible; Dick was slunped in the bottomof the car, while Foxcroft was deep
in the runble.



Al that really bothered The Shadow was the surprising shortage of
opposi tion.

By rights, the roadster should have run the gamut of Lugers and shot guns,
but only a few weapons barked. Foxcroft, too, must have recogni zed the
di screpancy, for he kept poking his head up fromthe runble seat as The Shadow
whi zzed the car down the zigzag turns that he'd commtted practically to
nenory.

Foxcroft didn't see The Shadow at all; but then, the old caretaker wasn't
| ooking toward the front seat. Foxcroft was thinking of the | ower end of Lake
Sheen and a chance lightning glare gave the view that horrified him A few
monents | ater, Foxcroft was shrieking above the storm

"They've pulled the old dam The water will reach the bridge before we
get
there! It will take the bridge out sure!™

That Foxcroft was right was proved by the mighty roar hitting the straight
route down the gorge, while the speeding car was making its roundabout turns.
But to stop would nmean that Greug and his whole tribe of nmassacre artists
woul d
overtake the car before The Shadow could get Dick and Foxcroft to any sort of
shel ter.

Swi ngi ng above the gorge, The Shadow saw a white wave sweeping al nost to
its brink. Foxcroft spied it too and turned his face away. Catastrophe was
certain, as Foxcroft realized when he | ooked to the other side. They had
reached the last turn, the spot where the log flume slanted away fromthe bend
of the gorge

The flume, a great triangular trough on struts, was the |andmark j ust
before the bridge. Head rai sed, Foxcroft listened for the thing he didn't want
to hear, and heard it. A mighty crackle past the bend, and as they reached
t hat
turn, Foxcroft saw the flay of flying tinbers that were proof too graphic that
t he bridge had gone.

It was too |ate now, even to stop the car. The mad driver had tried to
beat the flood and had failed. Foxcroft closed his eyes and waited for the
end.

The effect was a terrific, wavering slide, in which the doomed car seened
literally to be swept along on the water's surface. To be skating the brink of
a mghty flood was just too nuch for the inmagination, so Foxcroft opened his
eyes.

The car hadn't even reached the gorge.

At the bend, The Shadow had taken to the flunme. A crazy track, but a
strai ght one, the sides of the big wooden V were holding the wheels within its
angl ed confines. The result was a continuous skid, at so terrific a speed that
every nmoment threatened outright disaster, but the climax never cane.

The very insecurity of this slinmy, slanted trough was the feature that
rendered it secure. Each tinme the wheels tried to clinb one bank, the reliable
old |l aw of gravitation functioned in greater proportion and haul ed those
wheel s
down where they bel onged.

Up the other side, down again; the car rollicked happily, but wth
di m ni shing returns, until the ride leveled into a smoothly perfect slither
to
aroad a full mle away fromthe gorge. There, The Shadow jounced the car from
its track by bearing all his weight upon the wheel until the roadster went
br oadsi de.

As an inprovised highway, the problenms of a flume were getting out of it,
not into it.

Cl oak dropped from his shoul ders, slouch hat |aid beside him The Shadow
had agai n become the calm M. Cranston, telling Foxcroft that Dick was
reviving
fromthe effects of the swift fresh air. Then, driving leisurely along this



road, Cranston reached the | ower stretch of the gorge and paused that his
conpani ons might view the result of the vest-pocket flood.

Along with fragments of the splintered bridge were great boul ders, huge
masses of turf and mud, along with the debris of uprooted trees. The gorge was
strewn with such trophies, which m ght have conpletely buried or obliterated
an
unfortunate car, if carried with the flood.

Cranston's whi spered | augh - The Shadow s - was drowned in the raging
tumult, but it stood as a marker to the road of future victory.

To all intents, three nen - Cranston, Dick and Foxcroft - had been washed
out permanently. Their enenies would count them dead and forgotten. No
situation, even of his own design, could have better suited The Shadow

CHAPTER XI V

| RENE BRESLON | ooked up from her dressing table and felt her eyes freeze
fromthe icy grey that gripped them

Here, behind scenes at the Starview Roof Garden, she was neeting a nan
she
had hoped never to see again: Doctor Kurtz G eug.

The synpat hy between Irene Breslon and Dick Witlock could be attributed
if for no other reason - to the fact that they had both undergone a sinmlar
psychol ogi cal experience; that of com ng under the dom nating sway of the
mast er hypnoti st, Doctor G eug.

Irene couldn't even shudder, but she did steel herself for the ordeal.
Fortunately she'd been preparing for it and unless G eug probed too deeply,
her
replies to his com ng questions nmight prove superficial.

Irene turned in her chair, her face as white as the soft shoul ders
beneat h
t he dressing gown which the girl had carel essly donned before preparing her
make-up. Greug's crisp grey visage was visible only to his chin. He had fol ded
a cape around his body with one arm Faustus style.

Like a living head, floating in midair, such was the illusion of Doctor
Greug; in the manner of sone Teutonic nyth, he had becone inquisitor as well
as
oracl e.

As the close-up effect of Greug increased, Irene felt nore conscious of
her own entirety, but with it she seened to have calcified into a statue of
solid marble, proclainming itself by its own chill. Only Irene's eyes renai ned
warm the lone fact which told her she might still fight off Geug s spell.

The living oracle spoke.

"You have joined with Dol bart and his friends. Why?"

"Only to save his life." Irene's lips noved as though mechani zed. "They
would kill him- if they could.”

VWich Irene meant by "him - Dick or Friedrich - she did not specify. To
Greug, it could only nmean Friedrich, since Greug was reasonably sure that
I rene
t hought she had seen Dick die, back in that chalet on the Swiss border. Still,
Greug' s eyes probed steadily.

Per haps Greug recogni zed the synpathy which the warnth of Irene's eyes
di splayed and it certainly wasn't synpathy for G eug hinself. Know ng nothing
of the episode at Rocky Point, G eug was unaware that |Irene had al ready
di spl ayed her feelings toward a certain man by risking her owmn life in a
t urnabout agai nst the vengeful Mquis.

It was better perhaps that G eug was unacquainted with that incident
i nvol ving the real Dick Whitlock!

Col dly, G eug decl ared:



"You care for him"

"I do." Irene's words were truthful. "I might even Iove him"

"Love does not matter," Geug's lips relaxed into a sneer, "except as it
i nfl uences your loyalty to our right cause. Friedrich was honored when he was
naned to be our future Fuehrer. You are nerely privileged to be chosen as his
consort. Quard that privilege, for you are replaceable; Friedrich is not."

A sudden chill was Irene's only reaction to this declaration of her
chattel status. Greug nmust have sensed it for he gave one of his heartless
snmles. Eyes coldly appraising of the girl's notionless form G eug added:

"Friedrich is displeased, but | shall talk to him Since it is better
t hat
all should proceed as planned, there is a way in which you can prove your
worth."

I rene heard hersel f say:

" How?"

"By making what the friends of Dick Wiitlock would terma "play" for him
It would sinplify matters between Friedrich and the girl."

"But | thought Claire was through with Dick - | mean with Friedrich -

"Wth Dick!" interrupted Greug, his eyes glaring like livid orbs. "Use
t hat name only! You understand?"

"l understand."”

"The other girl wants Dick back," explained Geug. "Your task is to end
all thought of such folly and at the sane tine convince Friedrich that you are
wort hy. "

Greug's tightening smle specified the rest and with it, the strange
doct or wheel ed, strode fromthe dressing roomand swung the door shut behind
him The sl am brought Irene to her feet; springing to the door, she planted
her
hand on the key.

Then, with mad afterthought, the girl caught up her dressing gown from

t he
chair, bundled it tightly about herself with one hand, while she used the
ot her
to scoop a small automatic fromthe dressing table drawer. A nonment |ater
Irene was out in the corridor, ready to deal with Geug if she found him

The man of Faustus bearing had di sappeared. Not realizing the nonments she
had wasted, Irene was anmazed at what seenmed an absol ute vanish. Al that was
needed to nake it perfect was for the devil to pop up in Geug' s place.

And the devil did pop up

He appeared suddenly in flamng red, with costumed tail and a boot
resenmbling a cloven hoof. H's features, streaked with the col or of brinstone
were truly denoniac beneath the horns that jutted fromhis forehead. At sight
of the glaring inmage, Irene choked a grateful sob and sank into the arms of
hi s
Sat ani ¢ Maj esty.

The devil took off his mask to prove how handsonme it was in contrast to
his own face. The man who was wearing the Mephi stophel ean outfit was Leo
Dol bart, the scar-faced | eader of the Maquis.

"I've seen him" gasped Irene. "Here!"

"Why not?" Despite its ugliness, Leo's snmle was kindly. "It is tine that
he cane to thank you."

"I don't mean Dick. | mean Greug! And he tal ked about Friedrich, as
t hough

Friedrich were here too!"

Leo | ooked sharply about; then tapped lightly at the door of a dressing
room In a |lowtone, he said: "Pequin!" then stepping to another door, he
rapped and spoke the nane: "Franchot!"

The two Apaches pronptly appeared, wearing fancy pantal oons and tunics of
gaudy- hued velvet, with berets tipped over their eyes. Nobody woul d have
recogni zed Pequi n and Franchot, dancers newy added to the bill at the



St arvi ew
Roof, as the lurking assassins who had previously stal ked D ck Witlock

In French, Leo ordered themto search the dressing roons on the chance
that Geug mght still be around. Leo personally went to a |l arge wi ndow at the
end of the corridor and stared al ong a narrow | edge, but saw only bl ackness in
t he ni ght.

Joi ning the man who could facially give the devil nore than his due,
I rene
sai d sol emly:

"It seened like Geug; but |I've seen his face so often, floating into
t hose hi deous dreans of mine!"

Leo nodded, his sharp eyes still studying the blackness of the |edge.
"Sonmetines | think his influence carries,” continued Irene. "It may be
that his thoughts can reach ne - |ike spoken conmands."

Satisfied that the | edge was vacant, Leo turned and demanded:

"What was G eug's command?"

"That | throw nyself at Friedrich, to convince himthat | belong to the
Future Order!"

"I thought we were dealing with the man you call Dick. W believed you
when you said he used his left hand as he always did before the mrror
somet hing Friedrich did not."

"But can't you understand? Friedrich nay be here too!"

"How can you tell?" Leo gave a hopel ess shrug. "It is only when excited
that Dick will use his left hand, now that his right is well again."

Pondering as they wal ked to the final dressing roomwhere Pequin and
Franchot were concluding a fruitless search for Greug, Irene decided in a
| owvoi ced tone:

"I must do as Greug wishes - or as | think he wishes. Should it be Dick I
reach instead of Friedrich, there will be a way to nmake hi m understand."

The | ast dressing roomwas enpty. It belonged to Karnak, the Egyptian
Fakir, the main attraction at the Starview Roof. But neither Karnak nor his
assistant, Abu, had arrived to prepare for their show Al that the room
contai ned was an enpty oval basket, a large coil of rope, sonme incense burners
and a conpressed steamtank

In the corridor, blackness was moving inward fromthe wi ndow that led to
the I edge. It was cl oaked bl ackness, the living shape of The Shadow. C ose
enough to hear Leo Dol bart speak to his men and tell themto end the foolish
search, The Shadow suddenly reversed his course and nerged with the wi ndow s
bl ackness.

A soft |augh whispered fromthe figure that noved al ong the outside
| edge,

a shape which Leo had only noticed while it was notionless and had therefore
given it no further thought.

Though too late to |l earn whether Geug's visit had been real or a product
of lIrene's inmagination, The Shadow had forned his own concl usion

CHAPTER XV

UNDER the twinkling lights of the Starview Roof, Jerry Trimmand Claire
Austl ey were watching the Montmarte Trio finish their Danse du Diable. Claire
sat back and reigned a polite yawn as Irene Breslon took the floor

The ot her menbers of the party weren't bored. They regarded Irene as the
nost captivating singer of recent nonths. In fact it was runored that severa
i mportant producers were present nightly, largely on Irene's account, but that
so far, she hadn't signed with any mnusical show.

At |least Dick Wiitlock wasn't present, though Caire wasn't too sol aced
by
the fact. Dick had been keeping close to his new and | avish apartnent, the one
that Jerry had decorated with the unusual interiors including the Petite Sal on



fromthe steanshi p Bretagne.

Di ck's excuse was that he had caught a cold during a hunting trip at
Rook's Retreat, but when Claire talked to himon the phone she hadn't noticed
any thickness to his voice. Maybe Dick was avoi ding her, but he seenmed to be
avoi ding Irene, too, which squared matters tenporarily.

A camera man was taking flash shots of Irene as she sang, and Jerry
turned
to Claire to say:

"They're rating Irene as the nost photographed star in New York. Wth all
t he magazine publicity she'll be getting, Dick will be running into
conpetition
fromthe wol f-pack."

"I can't see that Dick cares,” returned Claire. "At |east he isn't
interested in protecting his priority."

VWet her Caire neant Irene or herself, Jerry wasn't sure, but his
expression showed sone sort of determ nation. Evidently Jerry wasn't setting
too fast a pace in his own wooing of Claire and he seermed to know why.

VWen Irene's song ended, the orchestra left its platformand a huge drum
was pushed away fromthe side where it protruded. C aire saw ot her
phot ogr aphers gat her and was pl eased that Irene had a rival until the person
turned out to be a brown-faced nystic wearing Egyptian robe, head-pi ece and
ot her regali a.

This was Karnak, the celebrated Fakir, starting his routine with the
basket trick wherein he intended to vanish his tawny assistant Abu and make
hi m
reappear. Magic bored Caire because it nade her think, so she was quite
pl eased
when Irene suddenly joined the group at the table.

"Ch, hello," said Claire, sweetly. "I've heard you've been taking the
photogenic laurels lately, Irene."

"Mostly for publicity," returned Irene, nodestly. "Of course there have
been a few requests from show nanagers."

"To be really popular," suggested Claire, "you should turn yourself into

a
human pi n-cushion |ike that Abu chap. He's probably hiding in the basket where
Karnak is punching all those swords. O is he?"

"I really wouldn't know, " said Irene. "Only the photographers aren't here
to shoot the basket trick. What bothers themis the famous rope trick
Kar nak' s
feature nunber."

"You mean the thing fromlIndia where the boy actually clinbs a rope and
di sappear s?"

"Exactly. Karnak clains he brought it here by way of Egypt. Anyway,

Kar nak

does it, and nobody has caught on. |I'm surprised Dick hasn't been around to
see

it."

That was the opening for which Claire had parried and she made t he nost
of
it.

"Di ckie-bird is moping, poor dear," informed Claire. "After all, |I'm
hardly to blane. | wasn't adanmant, you know, when | gave hi mback his ring.
Jerry says he sits staring at it all day, wthout a thought for any other
girl.”

Irene flashed a ook at Jerry to learn if Claire's statement might be in
any sense reliable.

"Perhaps Dick is just waiting to be invited here," suggested Jerry. "He
woul dn't |ike to unbal ance the party, you know. "

Irene | ooked calmMy at Claire and asked:

"Should | invite hinP"



"Why not?" Claire tossed her pretty shoulders. "After all, | hold no
claim
on Dick - not now"

That decl aration pleased Jerry, who shifted his chair closer to aire's.
Seeing how matters stood, Irene gave a slight nod, with just a trifle of a
smile that bothered Caire.

"Di ck m ght not renenber me very well," decided Irene. "1'd better |et
Jerry take along sone of ny latest canera studies. Dick mght appreciate
them™

"Why not?" smiled Claire. "I know he'd just |ove those gowns of yours,
what there are of them"

"These are outdoor pictures,” explained Irene. "He'd |ike them better
bei ng the nore rugged type." She turned and gestured toward the floor. "Here
cones the rope trick, so we'd better watch it. Don't ask me how it's done
Nobody knows except Karnak - and probably Abu."

As the others faced the floor, Irene glanced about to see who el se was
there. She didn't expect to see Dick Witlock, but she was wondering about a
certain friend of his, Lanmont Cranston, who had sonething of a yen for things
nmyst eri ous.

Cranston wasn't present, but there were other men whom Irene noticed;
stolid, set-faced individuals, whose expressions were the sort of blank she
didn't like. They had been here regularly and their repeated attendance was a
slight mystery in itself, though Irene was afraid she could explain it.

One nman that Irene scarcely noticed was a doddering old chap who was
turned in his chair and | eaning on a cane. He cane here often, too, and lrene
didn't care to notice himfor fear she'd encourage him H s name was | saac
Twanbl ey and he was worth a | ot of noney, so Irene had heard, and could
bel i eve.

VWhat she coul dn't have believed was that the senile M. Twanbl ey was none
other than Lamont Cranston in disguise. Considering it an absolute certainty
that Kurtz Geug or his representatives would be around the Starview Roof, The
Shadow hadn't considered it good policy to appear there in his character of
Cranston and thereby raise questions as to another dead man, Dick Whitlock

And then - the rope trick

A rope was actually rising in air above the front of the orchestra
platform at the magic command of Karnak who despite his pose, |ooked a | ot
like a canmel driver. Then Abu, wearing a loin cloth, went clinbing the
suspended rope and clung to it, a dozen feet above the fl oor

Karnak's nore inposing self came to the fore. Wth only the tw nkle of

t he

ceiling's fake stars as illumnation, it mght be easy to deceive people with
t he business of the rising rope; but to vanish Abu fromthe top was somnething
el se agai n.

Yet when Karnak spread his broad hands, all w tnesses were hushed; the
phot ographers tense, hoping they wouldn't nuff their flashes if all this
happened to be hypnotism of the mass variety.

"All ah Akbar!"

A half-circle of incense burners disgorged a mghty curtain of steamfrom
the pipes that connected with the conpression tank. Abu's clinging formwas
bathed in solid cloud that dispelled itself a few seconds |ater, under the
blinking of the artificial stars. Down fell the rope, coiling as it canme, but
t he audi ence was still staring upward aghast and agape.

The bronzed figure of Abu had evaporated into the thin air!

Even Claire was too inpressed to think it could be done with mrrors, so
she said "Hypnotisn as though she knew what such a force could really be
l'ike.

Studyi ng the bl ank-faced men, lIrene saw that their faces, too, had actually
regi stered amazenent. O course old Twanbl ey was utterly bew | dered, but that
was to be expected.

Then cane Claire's pussy-cat purr:



"Dick certainly wouldn't mss that wonderful rope-trick. I'msure he'l
accept your invitation, lrene. Don't forget to give Jerry your camera studies,
but include a picture of the rope-trick, if you can get one!"

"I probably can," returned Irene. "I know several of the photographers
who
took them ['Il have one for Jerry when be stops by."

Back behind the scenes, Irene stopped the red devil who figured in the
Mont martre dance. Nobody el se was cl ose, except Karnak, the silent Egyptian
who
never spoke anything except his native tongue. Ignoring the bl anketed fakir,
Irene confided to the attentive denon:

"I'"ve arranged the invitation. He'll be around if he's the man we think
he
is."

"Tres bon!" assured Leo, through the devil's nmask. "W shall use the
routi ne, our Danse de |la Mirte, especially for him- like this!"

Fromthe way Leo Dol bart sliced his hand across the throat of his devil's
mask, Friedrich Von Reichfrid was to be a strictly one-time custoner at the
St arvi ew Roof !

CHAPTER XVI

Playing the part of a dead man was beginning to prove a bore to Dick
Whi tl ock, even though he had another alleged corpse for conpany in the person
of Foxcroft. Though Cranston had installed themin a confortable hotel suite,
Dick was getting tired of the place. Particularly he couldn't understand why
Cranston felt it safe to roamat |arge, though D ck and Foxcroft couldn't.

At |ast, however, the |lid was off. They were riding in a cab with
Cranston, whose only adnonition was not to face the w ndows, since dusk had
hardly settled. Arriving at an old house, Cranston took a quick | ook up and
down the street; then ushered themthrough a door, up a flight of steps and
i nto what Di ck thought was the closet of a deserted hallway.

There, the nost singular of scenes revealed itself. They were upon what
seened to be a narrow bal cony, walled with velvet, except for one side, which
constituted a great sheet of clear glass. Through that pane, D ck saw a
lighted
room whi ch he recogni zed, by its furnishings, as the exact replica of the
Petite
Sal on of the steanship Bretagne!

A man was in the room his back half-turned. He was shaking a drawer that
he had renoved froma |large cabinet; angrily, he threwit on a cushioned
| ounge. As the man turned toward the great glass pane, Dick drew back
instinctively. The man's face was his own; the room s occupant was Friedrich
Von Rei chfrid!

"Don't be disturbed,” remarked Cranston, calmy. "Friedrich can neither
see nor hear you. The sheet of glass is an Argus mirror."

"An Argus nmirror?"

"Yes. A one-way affair, except when lights are turned on fromthis side,
whi ch they won't be."

"I get it now" exclaimed Dick. "Friedrich was behind a job like this, in
that nmountain chalet! He was copying everything | did, so that he could |l earn
to act just like me!"

"Even nore than that,
swi t ched,

Friedrich replaced your image, so Doctor G eug could see how well he played
your
part."

The [ ast vestiges of the dreamwere clearing fromDi ck's mnd. He

realized

said Cranston. "When the rear lights were



now why sone of his notions had seened slow or delayed. Friedrich hadn't quite
been up to snuff on certain imtations.

And Dick was | earning sonething el se.

Friedrich was drawi ng a pack of cigarettes fromhis pocket and for the
fun
of it, Dick started to copy the move. Only it didn't fit, because they were
bot h
wor ki ng right handed.

"Nice picking on Eric's part," |aughed Dick. "He found Friedrich the
perfect double, a chap who was only |eft-handed through necessity, so the
reflections woul d match.

"Say" - he turned to Cranston - "you suspected it all along, didn't you?"

Cranst on nodded.

"That's why | |ooked for this Argus mrror," he explained. "Fromwhat you
told me about G eug' s nethodical bent, | surnised he'd have one installed here
too, in case he felt that you and Friedrich required further adjustment."

"What if Friedrich should cone back here?"

"He won't. Since you're supposed to be dead, the mirror is just an
ornanent. Stay here a while and report whatever you | earn, after you cone back
to the hotel. It's dark now, so you won't be running any risk."

VWhat ever Cranston's ot her business, Dick didn't inquire. It prom sed good
entertai nnment, staying here and watching Friedrich act Dick's part, with
Foxcroft as an added witness. Soon after Cranston's departure, a thing
happened
that increased Dick's glee. Sonebody knocked on the door and the sound carried
plainly to the vel vet-padded bal cony. The hi dden wat ch-post was wired to carry
sound fromthe salon that Friedrich occupied as D ck

The man who knocked was Jerry Trinm Laying aside a |arge square package,
he began to talk earnestly to Friedrich and two hidden listeners heard al
t hat

was said.

"I"ve waited | ong enough, Dick," began Jerry. "I must have sone of the
nmoney you prom sed ne."

"Be patient,"” returned Friedrich. "You will be paid in due tinme. Cone,

hel p ne straighten this room"

"But at |east you can tell me when -

"When you will have the nmoney?" Friedrich's teeth gritted in a fashion
that wasn't quite Dick's. "I should be able to say right now. "

"Then why not?" Jerry's face went anxious. "Didn't that deal go through?
The one you wote me was sure, though you didn't say what it was?"

"Yes, it went through."

"But | still don't understand!"

"Look, you fool!" Friedrich gestured to the disarray around the room
"Can't yon guess?"

Jerry stood nonentarily perplexed. Then

"Wy, you're |ooking for sonething!"

"Something | haven't found," inpressed Friedrich. "Sonething that should
be here. Wiy el se do you suppose | woul d have asked you to buy these fixtures?
Bah! These French furnishings, so delicate, so effete, are distasteful to ne.
This bar!" Friedrich stepped to the corner and pounded a small bar until its
wi ne glasses rattled. "It could never stand the pound of heavy beer steins!”

"Only you don't drink beer," rem nded Jerry. "Anyway, Dick, this rig was
built for chanpagne parties."

Friedrich gave a shrug; then eyes narrowing in a fashion that Dick used
often, he denanded

" Chanpagne parties? What do you nean?"

"Why, there were cases of the stuff,”

expl ai ned Jerry, "ear-marked for
t he

Petite Salon and reserved for the return voyage that the Bretagne never made
because she was interned."



"The chanpagne was auctioned too?"

"OfF course. It was bought by a famous French restaurant, the Cafe
Bour bon,
right here in New York. They needed it to replenish their wine-cellars."

Friedrich was gripping Jerry's lapel with an eager right hand. He rel axed
now, nuch as Dick m ght have. Gving a well-practiced |augh, Friedrich picked
up the tel ephone; as he dial ed, he said:

"Qur troubles are ended, Jerry ny boy."

"You nmean 1'll get the cash?" Jerry was eager. "All fifty thousand?"

Di ck raised his own eyebrows. That sumjust about constituted his own
fortune. Friedrich however didn't bat an eyel ash. He just nodded.

"Good." Jerry sank to a chair. "That clinches Claire. | can tell her that
nmy imaginary uncle died at |last and that I'mas rich as you are, Dick. It
isn't
that Claire just wants nmoney" - Jerry was insistent on the point - "she just
doesn't want regrets. Having been engaged to you once, Dick, she's sort of
pl anned her budget -"

Friedrich wasn't listening. He was tal king on the tel ephone and gesturing
for Jerry not to interrupt.

"Yes," Friedrich was saying. "Four will be enough... W'Il bring it al
here and wait for you... After the | ast show, of course. W couldn't expect
you
sooner... The invitation? No. Jerry didn't get around to it yet... Ch, |
see. ..

Yes. I'lIl tell himlI'll be there a little later... O course. That changes
everything."

As Friedrich hung up the tel ephone, Jerry asked quickly:

"Was that Irene Breslon?"

Friedrich hesitated only nmonentarily; then nodded. Hi s back was toward
t he

Argus mirror, hence Dick couldn't see the smle on his double lips. It was one
of Dick's best, the kind he gave peopl e when they were very dunb, but he
didn't

want themto know it.

"Claire will be here any moment," said Jerry. "Can | tell her -

"Tell her nothing," came the interruption. "G ve that uncle of yours tine
to die properly.”

"Al'l right, Dick. Only I hate to have Caire acting jeal ous about Irene."

Friedrich gave a careless nod. Hi s eyes were on the package, though Jerry
hadn't yet nmentioned it. Apologetically, Jerry said:

"I guess Irene nentioned that | brought al ong these camera studies.
Caire
wants to see themtoo." Jerry turned as a knock sounded at the door. "There's
Claire now Help ne along, won't you, Dick? After all, |I didn't exactly stea
your girl, now that you've found another."

Di ck could have crashed right through the Argus mirror when he saw Claire
enter. To think of that blonde snip playing Jerry for a dope so that Dick
woul d
get the run-around until their respective cash questions were settled, was
enough to nake any man boi l

Any man except Friedrich, of course. In Dick's estimate, Friedrich wasn't
human any nore than Claire. What a pair they' d nmake, except that Friedrich was
to be counted out conpletely. It was better that Jerry and Caire should be
teamed, for the pair of double-crossers that they were.

VWi ch brought Dick's thoughts right back to hinself and his own rivalry
with Friedrich, the real question being Irene. If Friedrich thought he was
going to win Dick's dreamgirl under false colors, he was w ong

Except for that tel ephone call!

It bothered Dick badly to think that Friedrich had actually talked to
Irene and made arrangenents to nmeet her later, probably at the Starview Roof,



t hough he had said sonet hi ng about comi ng back here. Those points were to be
factors in Dick's future actions.

Though he didn't recognize it, Dick Witlock was planning a play right
into the enemny's hands!

CHAPTER XVI |

FRI EDRI CH was stiffly courteous when he bowed to Claire, but he had sense
enough to refrain fromclicking his heels. Apparently Caire expected such a
reception for she gave himone of her vacuous smiles which she m stakenly
t hought was vivaci ous.

Then the bl onde's inquiring eyes turned upon Jerry, asking if he had
delivered Irene's invitation for Dick to visit the Starview Roof. Already
unwr appi ng the package, Jerry cane pronptly to the case.

"You renenber |Irene Breslon, of course," Jerry said to Friedrich. "She
wonders why you haven't been around to hear her sing."

"And admire her costunes,” put in Claire. "She changes gowns every show.
In fact, she sinply insisted that Jerry bring al ong these photographs.”

The pictures were bound in a |large-sized al bum which Friedrich had begun
to open. The book was fairly thick, and with each succeeding page, Caire's
amazenment held her silent.

The scenes were laid in a gorgeous outdoor garden, with Irene form ng the
loveliest flower in all the natural resplendence. \Watever |rene happened to
be
wearing wasn't visible amd the brilliant foliage that intercepted her from
t he
canera, so to all appearances the bl ossons thensel ves formed the varied gowns
that O aire expected.

Friedrich evidently had an eye for col or photography, as did Jerry, for
they continued right through the book, passing over a few bl ack-and-white
i nserts which showed the different stages of the Indian Rope Trick as
present ed
by the fanmous Fakir of Karnak.

One study presented Irene twi ned i n honeysuckl e, pressing vines aside to
the right and downward to the left. Another showed her on tip-toe amd an
interlace of nagnolia branches, her left hand tilted lightly against a bow,
while her right stretched its finger-tips to a blossomthat was tantalizingly
out of reach above her head.

Hal f -1 ost among the sunflowers, Irene was reachi ng downward to the right
to pluck one flower that coyly bent its head; again, she was pressing
cautiously through a bower of rambler roses that encroached downward fromthe
right and inward fromthe left.

O her phot ographs showed Irene decked with lilies; they included her
anong
t he hol |l yhocks and chrysanthermuns, all in their pristine beauty. Caire
observed

that several of the pictures were duplicates, but neither Friedrich nor Jerry
seened to notice it, their appreciation of flowers causing themto overl ook
t he
repetition.

VWhen Friedrich closed the album his eyes narrowed to a distant stare as
t hough he were visualizing the garden as part of his future domain.

Scow i ng back through the Argus mrror, Dick grow ed to Foxcroft:

"Come along! |I'mgoing over to the Starview Roof and talk to Irene. |
want
to know who she had in mnd: Friedrich or nyself."

Foxcroft threw a restraining clanp on Dick's arm |ong enough for Dick to
pause and watch Friedrich consult a watch that had been a Whitlock famly
hei rl oom



"Tell lrene that | shall see her later,” Friedrich said to Jerry in
Dick's
nost bl ase tone. "Meanwhile thank her for letting ne judge these excell ent
phot ographs. Here" - he planted the albumin Jerry's arms - "you may return

them for ne.

Claire was a bit piqued by Friedrich's hauteur, which was a consi derabl e
departure from Di ck' s manner. Know ng not hing about Friedrich's sudden desire
to stock his new prenises with champagne, Caire decided that Irene's bid for
interest had failed, so she gave a smling farewell to the man she nistook for
Di ck.

Meanwhi l e, the real Dick was hurrying out through the door of the other
house, dragging the protesting Foxcroft along. The caretaker's pleas for D ck
to be less fool hardy found a slight response, for Dick did restrain hinself
| ong enough to let Jerry and O aire pass the corner

Then, with Foxcroft still in tow, Dick overtook his forner fiancee and
her
present boy-friend; wthout ado, he snatched the al bumfromJerry and pl unked
it
in Foxcroft's possession

"Maybe |' m supposed to keep that souvenir," asserted D ck. "Anyway, [|'l

leave it with Foxcroft until | learn if Irene wants it back. Since you're
goi ng
over to the Starview Roof, |I'Il cone along and ask |Irene what rnusical show

intends to star her as a shrinking violet."

As a keeper of a hunting | odge, Foxcroft had consi derabl e experience with
wild life, but not of the Manhattan variety. Standing on the sidewalk,
wat chi ng
a taxicab depart with his three conpanions, the old caretaker found hinsel f
quite bew | dered.

However, he'd seen Dick hail the cab and say "Starview Roof" as he got
into it, so Foxcroft felt he'd grasped the formula. Cutching the picture book
under one armand frantically waving the other, Foxcroft stopped another cab
gave the nanme of his hotel as soon as he could remenber it, and sighed
gratefully at being on his way before Friedrich could come fromthe apart ment
and di scover him

Reaching the hotel suite, Foxcroft placed the unwi eldy al bumon a table
and paced back and forth, clucking to hinmself over the inpetuousness that had
caused Dick to cast off Cranston's explicit instructions. There was some way
of
reachi ng Cranston, but Dick - not Foxcroft - knew the tel ephone nunmber, a fact
that increased the old caretaker's quandary.

Then, sooner than Foxcroft had hoped, a rap sounded at the door
Recogni zi ng Cranston's knock, Foxcroft admitted this much-needed friend and
began to pour the story of Dick's disobedience.

Cal My, Cranston opened the al bum and steadily turned its pages, pausing
only on the pictures of the famous rope trick, which evidently fired with sone
theory of his, for his slight nod increased. Then, running rapidly through the
garden scenes, Cranston turned to Foxcroft, who was staring over his shoul der
and queri ed:

"Did Dick study these photographs carefully?"

"Why no, sir," replied Foxcroft. "He only saw them t hrough the Argus
mrror, at a considerable distance, and a nost disadvantageous angle."

"The latter was decidedly so," agreed Cranston. "He could hardly have
recogni zed that several were duplicated."

"I didn't notice it nyself," expressed Foxcroft. "At |east not until just
now, M. Cranston."”

"As an arny man, Dick would be familiar with the semaphore code," said
Cranston, "Are you, Foxcroft?"

"Decidedly so, sir. M. Dick insisted that | learn it, |ong before he
entered the service. | used it to send hi m nessages when he was at a di stance



fromthe | odge."

"Then read these arm positions."

Turni ng the pages one by one, Cranston heard the amazed Foxcroft call the
letters "S-T-A-Y." Then cane a picture of Karnak beginning the rope trick
mar ki ng t he space between two words.

The next four pages, which included two duplicates of Irene plucking a
sunflower, as letters one and three, with a replica of the rambler roses for
the fourth letter, spelled the word "A-WA-Y." Again, a picture of the rope
trick in progress spaced a word; then canme nore of Irene's poses spelling
"F-RROM" next "T-HE' and finally "RROOF."

Foxcroft spoke the whol e sentence sl owy:

"Stay away fromthe roof."

"The Starview Roof," specified Cranston, tersely, "which is where you
sai d
he went."

"Precisely, sir."

"Call this nunber." Cranston dashed it on a slip of paper. "A man naned
Burbank will answer. Tell himto tip off the police to a crime that will be
occurring on the Starview Roof by the time they get there.”

Wth that, Cranston was gone. Five mnutes later, Shrevvy's cab was
nearing the Starview Roof with a different passenger than the one with which
it
had started. Dick Wiitlock mght consider it safe to play the part of a dead
man
cone to life, perhaps on the chance that with his double in circulation, he'd
be
nm st aken for anot her person. But that wasn't Cranston's technique.

VWhen Lanont Cranston played dead, he went around as soneone el se
entirely.

During this cab trip, he had again obliterated his original personality.

The man who clucked a crackly |laugh as he saw the lights fromthe cab
wi ndow was that nost ancient and honorabl e of current playboys, old |Isaac
Twanbl ey.

CHAPTER XVI | |

Too late to catch the first turn of the Montmartre Trio, Dick Wiitlock
was
at least intime to hear the silvery voice of Irene Breslon. Dick was nore
fortunate than he realized in mssing the dance of the nen in velvet and their
devi | - masked conpani on; but he acted as though he'd rather have seen themthan
listen to Irene.

Both Jerry and Claire noticed Irene's glances toward their table, but she
didn't indicate that she intended to join themlater. It wasn't necessary that
she should, for as soon as Irene's turn was finished, D ck started back stage.

Karnak the Fakir was on the floor, starting the basket stunt with Abu,
when Dick arrived at Irene's door and knocked so hard that the latch jounced
| oose and sent the door inward. At the dressing table, where she was starting
to change gowns, Irene turned with a little cry.

It was bad judgnment on Dick's part again, using his right hand to pound
the door. As usual, he hurt it and gripped his sore pawwith his left hand so
instinctively that even Friedrich couldn't have duplicated the trick. In a
flash, Irene's face underwent a conpl ete change, beginning with al arm and
ending with alarm but of a different sort.

Running to Dick, the girl demanded excitedly:

"Why did you cone here?"

Di ck scarcely noted the glance that Irene flashed across her shoul der
toward the door, but it was lucky that she gave it. Two velvet-clad nen with
drawn knives drew back to join a masked red devil, as they saw Irene's quick



head shake.

"Why shouldn't | have come here?" parried Dick. "O did you expect
Friedrich?"

"I hoped Friedrich would come,"” replied Irene earnestly, "but | was sure
you wouldn't." Then, realizing that she was botching matters entirely, lrene
added:

"Didn't you understand the nessage?"

"What nessage?"

"This." lrene stepped back and stretched her arns. Her w g-wagged
gestures
were rem nders of honeysuckl e, magnolias, sunflowers, ranbler roses and nore.
"l
was telling you to -

"Stay away fromthe roof!" interrupted Dick. Then grimy: "If 1'd only

had

the right angle when | saw that al bum But why coul dn't you have gone heavi er
on

clothes and lighter on flowers?"

"Because of Friedrich, stupid! Suppose he'd received the book instead of
you? If I'd been wearing yachting costumes and riding habits, wouldn't he have
wondered why ny arnms were sticking out |ike clothes-trees?"

"l suppose he woul d have," decided Dick. "He probably knows semaphore,
too. Only | don't think he got it, the nore credit to you."

Irene's eyes went w de.

"You nmean Friedrich saw t he phot ographs too?"

Di ck nodded; then briefly expl ained the business of the Argus nirror
Brief though the tine required, Irene's eyes had gone troubl ed before Dick
fini shed.

"But Friedrich should have cone here!" Irene exclainmed. "W expected him
anyway. Maybe he did understand -"

Qut on the floor, Karnak had finished the basket trick and Abu had bowed
off. As an interlude before the celebrated rope miracle, the fancy-robed fakir
was performng a | esser wonder with colored sands reputedly fromthe Sahara.
Everyone was wat chi ng Karnak, except old Isaac Twanbl ey, who had just arrived
at the table he always kept reserved.

A d Twanbl ey, |ooking up fromthe head of his heavy cane, was studying
t he
flickery artificial stars that formed the night club's ceiling.

Signal systems were in vogue tonight.

Clever indeed for a girl to pose semaphore codes in the setting of a
nodern Eden; but flashing Morse nessages with stars that were already
delivering irregular blinks was even nore ingenious.

It couldn't be Irene's idea. She could personally contact Leo Dol bart and
hi s Apaches. This smacked of the master nind that belonged to a certain Doctor
G eug.

"He is here - he is here -

The fake stars were repeating it as though no nore were needed. Ad
Twanbl ey coul d understand why, considering that the audi ence was honeyconbed
with flat-faced gentry who | ooked very like the hunters, |oggers and what-al
that Cranston had nmet in the Adirondacks.

Getting up fromhis table, old Twanbl ey used his cane to steady his
tottering walk in the direction of back stage, hoping that he'd find the
swi tchboard and the man with it.

Twanbl ey found bot h.

The man was Abu, Karnak's tabbed hel per. Wbrking the switch deftly, Abu
stopped as he heard a sharp hiss behind him turning and seeing Twanbl ey, the
fellow snarled and clutched for the old nman's throat.

VWhat Abu took was a triple somersault that carried himout into the
corridor to the door of Irene's dressing room Follow ng rapidly, Twanbley
pinned himw th the cane, but it wasn't necessary. Abu was out cold.



Attracted by the sprawly clatter, Dick arrived with Irene. New amazenent
gri pped D ck when he heard Cranston's voice conming from Twanbl ey's 1ips.

"Cet himinto Karnak's dressing room" was the order. "Switch to that
one- pi ece costune of his. You' re working in the rope trick."

"But anybody can tell 1'mnot Abu!"

"Not after you use the liquid dye," canme Cranston's tone. "It's
qui ck-drying stuff."

D ck was staring at Abu.

"But this fellowis really brown-skinned," began Di ck. "He doesn't need
any dye."

"Greug does,"” was Cranston's retort. "He couldn't be passing as Karnak
without it."

Furt her explanation was superfluous. Dragging Abu into the dressing

room
D ck slamred the door. It was Irene who gripped The Shadow s arm and stared
wi de-eyed into the face of Twanbl ey.

"Then Greug was really here - that night -

"Of course," cane the cal macknow edgnent, still the tone of Cranston.

"He
coiled inside the basket, the way Abu di sappears there."

"And |l ast night," nused Irene, "G eug nmust have overheard -

"COver heard what ?"

"The plans | made with Leo. About trapping Friedrich here. That's why
Friedrich didn't cone! Karnak received a phone call just before the show It
nmust have been from Friedrich, checking on a warning G eug had al ready given
him"

"Tell Leo," was Cranston's next order. "Have himbe ready. He and his nen
will be needed."
As Irene left, The Shadow tilted his head and |istened for sounds from
t he
floor. They were comi ng, the facel ess nen who had wat ched the star signals and
had noti ced where Di ck had gone. The Shadow rapped the door and Di ck cane out,
wearing the loin cloth and finishing the rub-in with the dye.
"Cet to the floor," ordered The Shadow, in Cranston's tone. "Keep |ooking
down after you have clinbed the rope. You will see -"
Gesturing Dick ahead, The Shadow had brought himto the short passage
| eading directly to the night-club floor. The nmen who had read the flashes
gi ven by Abu were com ng around the other way. Al Dick had to do was get out
there and bl uff Doctor G eug, the man who was bluffing on his own.
Only the chance for bluff was over. Right in the mddle of the passage,
Di ck stopped short. Recognition passed between the faces of the fal se Abu and
the faking fakir who had come to sumon his tardy assistant.
Doctor Kurtz Greug, alias the Fakir of Karnak, had suspected the very
thi ng that had happened and was here to close the trap on the dooned man whose
life was to be lived by Friedrich Von Reichfrid!

CHAPTER XI X

GREUG S triunphant glare included not only Dick Witlock, but |saac
Twanbl ey, the doddering old fool who had sonmehow bl undered his way back stage
Not for a nmoment did Greug connect Twanbley with Lanont Cranston - at | east
not
during these particul ar nonents.

Hi s eyes fixed in their powerful stare, his hands noving ahead of him
Greug was showing full force of his hypnotic conmrand, aided by the booster
t hat
his present guise supplied. As Karnak; Geug | ooked the part of the
super-nesneri st and was meking the nost of it.

A strange force, the power of suggestion. Already in a nood to follow



what ever was told him Dick succunbed in a totally inept fashion. Backing away
fromthose eyes of Geug's, he woul d have found hinmself in the nmidst of the
Nazi s who were hounding him if Twanbl ey hadn't bl ocked him Seeing Twanbl ey's
scared face just past Dick's, Geug thrust the false Abu aside, to give the
old

man a real hypnotic jolt.

Cold as steel were those eyes of Greug's. Equally so was the object that
confronted him as he brushed Dick fromhis path. Looking straight at G eug
was
the muzzle of a .45 automatic which the surprising M. Twanbl ey had drawn
under
cover of Dick's backing form

And now, from Twanbl ey's di sqguised |ips, cane the whispered | augh that
told all that Geug didn't want to know.

Looking fromthe nmuzzle to the eyes behind it, Geug knew too well that
this man was The Shadow, a bei ng whose own use of hypnotic influences rival ed
Greug's own. The question of superiority didn't matter; there was anot her
di fference that counted.

That difference was the gun.

One bl ast of the .45 and there would be one | ess master hypnotist, and he
woul dn't be The Shadow.

"Proceed with your performance." The Shadow s sinister tone brooked
neit her argument nor delay. "Your assistant is here; the rope is ready."

Greug's hand went to his throat as though thinking in terns of a
di fferent
sort of rope. H s dyed face knotted into a scow, Geug turned and stepped out
to the floor, followed by D ck, who cane back to his senses when The Shadow
delivered a sharp finger-snap, close to his ear.

From the dressing roomcorridor, prowing men saw Karnak and Abu starting
the rope trick. They knew that Karnak was Geug and they |earned that Di ck was
pl aying the part of Abu. But they totally ignored old Twanbl ey, who was
| eani ng
on his cane, in the gloony passage. They took him for what he | ooked to be, a
privileged old nmeddler who Iiked to watch an act from back stage.

VWhat Greug was up to, his followers weren't sure, but they buzzed a bit
anong t hensel ves. Then, going around the |ong way, they paused while one of
their number worked the switch. New flashes cane fromthe stars and Twanbl ey
noti ced them They were saying:

"Watch Greug - Watch Greug - Look at Abu - Look at Abu - Watch G eug -
Wwatch Greug -"

The flashes resumed their normal tw nkles as the investigating crew stole
back to their tables. They had given the word to the rest of their tribe, who
wer e begi nning to understand. They knew G eug to be Karnak; now they were sure
that Abu nmust be Di ck Whitl ock.

VWhat they didn't know was the secret of the Indian Rope Trick as
per f or ned
by the Fakir of Karnak.

For Greug to go through with it would be ridicul ous. Doubtless he woul d
fail for once in his anmazing experinent. There would be a bow off, w th Karnak
drawi ng Abu along. If this fake Abu tried to make a break, ready Nazis would
overwhel m himand spirit himaway, letting the real Abu replace him

Nobody gave a thought to old Twanbl ey; nobody except Kurtz G eug.

The dye was begi nning to run down G eug's face, actuated by the
perspiration fromhis usually sweatl ess forehead. G eug al one knew t hat the
huddly man back there in the darkened passage was keeping himcovered with a
deadly gun, hidden by the forward stoop of |ow bent shoul ders.

In true Karnak style, Greug tossed the rope. Dick clanbered up the
suspended line, a bit slower on the uptake than Abu, and not quite as high.

Up cane the curtain of steamfromthe battery of incense jars. Maybe
G eug



was hoping D ck woul dn't know what to do next, but Dick did. Looking down,

D ck

saw what happened; renenbering The Shadow s order, Dick swung backward and | et
go.

Coi ling downward the rope struck the floor while all eyes were staring
toward the evaporating steam G eug' s eyes, too, were riveted with horror. The
fal se Abu had taken the cue and had vani shed!

Never before had a hunted man made so startling and conplete a getaway.
To
be trapped on the top of an upright rope, surrounded by a dozen hostil e guns,
was an experience in itself. To be gone before those guns could fire, packed
one inpossibility upon anot her.

Yet Dick Witlock had acconmplished it, under The Shadow s tutel age!
Greug's men had held their fire, awaiting his signal. It hadn't cone;
their prey had gone; and the fakir who called hinmself Karnak was taking a bow,
as if nmocking the very followers who served him Through every one-tracked

Nazi
m nd ran the thought which was al ways upper nost.

Treachery!

And Treachery called for Purge.

That word applied to Greug. He'd kept the secret of the rope trick to
hi nsel f, which could only nean he'd intended to use it for fell purpose, and
had.

Greug saw it coming, as the nen rose fromtheir surrounding tables. He
couldn't take to the passage, because The Shadow was there to stop him Wldly
flinging away the robe and head-dress that cranped him G eug rushed across
t he
floor, hoping to reach the exit.

The mad dash only proved the case against the fear-crazed doctor. @Quns
bl asted as he tripped fromthe edge of the low platform Am d excited cries
frompatrons, Geug flattened between the tables.

Fromthe exit door, a squad of men surged upon the scene. They were the
police who had come here suspecting a publicity stunt, but taking no chances,
none the less. If Geug had been a set-up, so were his followers.

Under the twinkly light, every Nazi follower in the place had decl ared
hinself by joining Geug's firing squad. Still on their feet, snmoking guns in
their hands, they were marked as plainly as if they' d been wavi ng swasti ka
banners.

Li ke Greug, they suddenly wanted to get out.

They took to the floor that G eug had | eft, hoping to reach the short
passage that |ed back stage. A d Twanbl ey was no |longer there; he'd crossed
rapidly to his table, where he was tossing aside his cane, sweeping a cloak
across his shoul ders, and planting a slouch hat on his head.

No matter what his guise, The Shadow saw no reason to stay in the groove
that police bullets were to follow.

Hal f of the swastika tribe hit the floor before they reached the passage.
O hers were clipped while dashing through. Beyond, the nad wave of fleeing nmen
was met head on by a three-nman crew of Apaches, two in velvet, with the devil
as their |eader.

They took their toll, Leo and his fellow Maquis. Still, there were Nazis
surgi ng onward, confident of escape, prepared to out-blast anyone who bl ocked
t hem

Anyone except The Shadow.

He was there, his big guns ready. His nuzzles punped while snarling
f oenen
were trying to tug their triggers. The last of that murderous throng becane a
spent wave, plunging to its finish at The Shadow s feet.

From t he bl ackened wi ndow that led out to his favorite | edge, cane the
departing | augh of The Shadow.



CHAPTER XX

DI CK WHI TLOCK opened the curved top of the i mense drum thrusting its
hi nged sections outward. The floor of the night-club was deserted, as Dick
expected it would be, fromthe way sounds had | essened.

A clever trick, this product of Geug' s ingenuity, which he had perforned
as Kar nak.

Only The Shadow had heeded the fact that the orchestra never used the
huge
drumthat was noved out of the way before Karnak's act began. Likew se he'd
noti ced - and checked by the pictures - that the instrument's new position
placed it just within the circle of incense jars that formed outlets for the
st eam pi pes.

Fromthe rope, the thing was plain. You | ooked down into the vortex of
t he
surroundi ng steam saw the drumlift open, and tossed yourself right down
i nsi de
it, while the jets still formed their curtain

That was Abu's job and Dick had taken over. The drum had cl anped shut
when
he | anded on the actuating lever in the bottom the same |ever that the steam
pi pes operated on the uptake.

Di ck went back to the dressing room found his clothes and put them on
Then he cane out to see who el se was around.

They were in Irene's dressing room talking it all over, the three Maquis
who i ncluded the devil who could now show his face, scar and all. It was Irene
who gave the glad cry when Dick entered; then, half-sobbing, half-Iaughing,
she
handed hima big jar of cold cream so he could renmove the dye that he'd

forgotten was still on his hands and face.

"We didn't know what happened to you!" Irene exclainmed. "W al nost
t hought
that Karnak - | mean Greug - had vani shed you pernmanent|y!"

"Only temporarily," returned Dick. "It was Greug who took the permanent
treatment - or did he?"

"W don't know," declared Leo, solemly. "As one who played the devil, |
give Greug his due. How many bullets reached hini - Leo shrugged, as though he
couldn't tell - "we may never know. But he picked up those robes of his and
staggered out, so they say, after the police cane through."

"Nobody thought to stop him" added Irene. "He | ooked like a victim not
a
killer. He went down in the elevator, but he couldn't have gone nuch farther."

Leo's ugly face nade itself less ugly with a grimace.

"Greug is still the devil. He could do anything. But cone, mes ams. The
| ost has returned.” He clapped Dick on the shoul der. "W shall have a drink."

A sudden t hought struck Dick

" Chanpagne! "
"Bah!" Leo shook his head. "There is no good chanpagne any | onger,
anywhere. "

"There is at nmy place, if Friedrich managed to get it. Stuff that cane
over on the Bretagne, when she nade her last trip."

The statenent produced an effect that to Dick was totally unanti ci pated.
I rene excl ai mred the common t hought .

"Did you say the Bretagne?"

Di ck nodded.

"That's it!" Irene turned to Leo triunphantly. "The Bretagne brought
them "

"Brought what?" asked Di ck

"The di anmonds," declared Irene. "What did you think Friedrich intended to



live on for the next twenty years? Your income? You knew he was counting on
bi g
weal th."

"The di amonds came from Hol |l and, " expl ai ned Leo. "They were sent to
Pari s,
when Ansterdam was threatened. But of course, the Nazis knew that such woul d
happen. The messenger was their man" - Leo's tone |lowered sorrowfully - "and
an
Apache. That was how we | earned. W settled scores with him but we did not
find
t he di anonds. "

"Neither did The Shadow, " added Irene. "He arrived in Paris before the
Nazis were driven out and did nuch to prevent their taking loot. But the
di anonds, three dozen of the finest, were never found."

"Each worth a ransom " stated Leo. "Only Bouchard, the traitor, knew
their
hi di ng pl ace. W di sposed of him thinking we could | earn from soneone el se.
But
no one knew, not even the men who hired Bouchard."

"The high Nazis behind Friedrich," specified Irene. "They have no ot her
way of financing him except with those stol en di anonds."

Renenbering Friedrich's deal with Jerry, done in Dick's own nanme and the
t hor ough but unsuccessful search that Friedrich had nmade of the furnishings
fromthe Bretagne, Dick saw how the whole thing fitted. Bouchard nust at | east
have i nforned his Nazi sponsors that the Petite Salon was a clue to the riddle
of the m ssing dianonds.

"Let's go," said Dick, grimy. "Maybe we'll still find Friedrich."

VWen they reached the apartnent, it was Irene who knocked at the door
prepared to lull Friedrich when he answered it. The others were waiting in the
background: Dick and Leo with guns; Pequin and Franchot preferring their
knives. A thick voice nmuttered: "Cone in!" Then the door itself was haul ed
open, to reveal Friedrich, half-reeling on the threshold.

Everybody went in, all at once, bowing Friedrich ahead of them All
about
wer e opened chanpagne bottles, on the tables, on the bar in the corner
Apparently Friedrich had poured out what he hadn't drunk, but there was stil
a
case of full bottles, beside the two cases of enpties.

Staggering to a couch, Friedrich | ooked at his visitors as though he
didn't recogni ze them He brushed sone chanpagne corks to the floor, |eaned
back agai nst the cushions, and began to | augh crazily. H's |augh began to
Wor ry
the Iisteners who hal f-surrounded them then Friedrich sobered suddenly.

At Friedrich's acconpanying gesture, the group turned around. It was then
that Dick recalled some nmention of the nunber "four" in the phone call which
Friedrich had made to Greug, but which Dick - thanks to Jerry's stupidity -
had
connected with Irene.

There were four, sure enough

Four nenbers of Friedrich's elite guard who hadn't gone to the Starview
Roof along with the rest. They'd acconpanied Friedrich to purchase chanpagne;
they'd been drinking it with him but divided proportionately, none had taken
enough to capsi ze.

"And now," snarled Friedrich, "tell us where those dianpbnds are. W can't
find themin the chanpagne bottles and there's nowhere else to |ook."

Covered by the Nazi guns, Dick and the Apaches remained silent, their own
weapons |lagging in their hands. Coming to his feet, Friedrich caught Irene's
arm flung her around and about, with a final thrust that staggered her
agai nst
the wall. Drawing a Luger, he placed it against Irene's breast.



"She'll be the first to go," prom sed Friedrich, "unless you answer ny
guestion. "

"It's one we can't answer," stated Dick. "W cane here hoping to ask you
about it."

"And if you think you're threatening ne," defied Irene, "you're only
giving ne a happy choice, conpared to the other plans you had. | talked nmy way
out of Germany, by making you think your grand pronises flattered ne." Irene
paused, took another breath and | aughed straight at Friedrich. "And |'m never
goi ng back there, not even twenty years from now "

"No?" Friedrich's tone was vicious. "So you would rather die? | am gl ad

to
know that. | shall make better plans for you; long termplans. But first”
hi s
tone rose to its hysterical pipe - "those di anonds!"

Dick was ready to tighten his grip on the dangling gun, but Irene flashed
a warning look to wait. It was a tight spot, but still with hope, as long as
t he di amonds remai ned unfound. Then, breaking the tense silence that held al
nerves taut came a slow, dragging sound fromthe hallway; slow omnous, |ike
a
deat h beat.

It could well have been exactly such

As all eyes turned, a ghastly figure dragged itself into the room d ad
in

hi s heavy robes and head-gear, Karnak had returned. H s bowed face lifting
nmonentarily, he showed a dyed face streaked with bl oodstains, so distorted in
expression that it no longer resenbled the crisp countenance of Doctor Kurtz
G eug.

Sagging to his el bows, this man who had clung to the last shreds of life,
wor ned across the floor. Hs fingers plucked the tufted rug, then found
somet hi ng that bobbl ed away, only to be caught again.

The thing was a chanpagne cork; with funbling fingers, Karnak began to
twist it. Then, fromthe |owered face cane the deep intake of a triunphant
hi ss. The cork had unscrewed and from between its sections popped the contents
of a hidden cache, a brilliant, scintillating bauble the size of a child's
mar bl e.

One of the |ost dianponds!

Wth fiendish triunph, Friedrich put the prisoners to work, picking up
corks and unscrewing their neatly fitted caps. It was perfection in the art of
snmuggl ing, this conceal nrent of gens that nounted to millions of dollars, in
such unsuspect ed hi ding pl aces as chanpagne corKks.

On the floor lay the man whose m nd had guessed the forgotten secret,
Karnak, silent in his robes, his strength so spent in this final effort that
death seened his at last. As a knell for Kurtz G eug, the dianonds were
rattling on the table, while popping corks, handled by Friedrich personally,
were bringing new mnes in mniature for the slave | abor to work.

And for the finish, Friedrich was pouring fresh glasses of the gol den
chanpagne to let his prisoners taste it as a bitter fruit. Wth every cork
accounted for, the dianonds piled in as amazing a heap of gems as the human
eye
could wish, Friedrich ordered a toast, with a glare that signified his
captives
must drink.

"To that man of genius, the provider of our future: Doctor Kurt Geug!"

Rel uctantly the vanqui shed raised their glasses with the victors. The
toast was drunk; it remained for Friedrich to break the first glass. The
future
Fuehrer turned with a snarl, as someone usurped that prerogative; then, his
face
pal ed at the sight of the man in question

Doctor Kurtz Greug had risen to drink the toast to hinself. There he



stood, in the full regalia of Karnak, as though the chanpagne had been the
elixir of life itself. Yet for a brief noment only did this newillusion
persi st .

The dead could not be brought to life, not even by Kurtz G eug.

Wth a fling, the robes of Karnak were tossed fromthe shoul ders that
bor e
them They reveal ed, instead, a black cloak, shrouding a figure nore |inber
t han
Greug's. The oversized head-gear, in its turn, disclosed a slouch hat drawn
down
over the features beneath.

It was The Shadow who had borrowed these borrowed robes to produce the
nmost startling climax of all this strange series of adventures. He was here to
t ake back the borrowed wealth that he had personally uncovered.

One against five, The Shadow still had the odds. Having del uded his
enem es to the absolute, he was holding themtransfixed by the nere hypnotic
i nfluence of the jutting gun nuzzles with which he covered the whole crimna
group.

Friedrich was the first to break. Wth one of his shrill screans, he
sprang for the massed di anonds, hoping to grab them during the nelee. Dick
went
after his double with mad desire to prevent himfrom |l ayi ng hands upon those
baubl es. That broke the spell, but as Friedrich's followers sprang to action
The Shadow was al ready anong them sweeping hard with his guns, beating down
t he weapons that they raised in return.

Leaving Irene in the conparative safety of her corner, Leo and the other
Maquis rallied to The Shadow s cause. Friedrich's men went reeling, helpless
agai nst the human tidal wave that cane with its cl oaked | eader. Yet they could
still hear the piping cry of their own naster, Friedrich

Tangled with Dick, who was struggling to gain his gun, Friedrich was
calling for a last effort fromhis followers. He wanted themto give their
dyi ng hands to the cause of their future Fuehrer, that he, that |eader of
anot her generation, could escape with all his pelf.

They gave those followers, even as The Shadow and Leo withered themw th
the shots they deserved. They used the old, sure fornula of distinguishing
bet ween Friedrich and Dick. The man who clutched the di sputed gun with his
right hand could only be Friedrich; the nan who worked | eft-handed nust be
Di ck.

O four bullets, three reached the mark. Dying nen saw their target
sprawl, the gun gripped in his left hand. Yet as he struck the floor, his
identity was announced.

Announced by the triunphant | augh of The Shadow

The Shadow recogni zed the ways of Friedrich Von Reichfrid; hence he had
let the man's followers go through with their fatal m stake.

Fromthe right hand of the figure on the floor spilled the hoard of
di anonds. Friedrich had used his firner hand to seize that prize, trusting his
gun to his other fist.

The Shadow had observed the clunsy result; had known that Dick's success
with his own right hand, to which he now gave proper preference, had been due
to Friedrich's great mistake in thinking nore of wealth than safety.

The weird laugh faded and with it, The Shadow was gone, nmerged with the
bl ackness beyond the doorway, |eaving only the robes of Karnak as a rem nder
of
his road to final victory.

Dick Wiitlock heard that parting laugh. So did Irene Breslon, as she net
the face of the man she | oved and recogni zed that only he could be Dick
Whi tl ock. Those two and their friends, the Maquis.

But the ears of Friedrich Von Reichfrid were deaf to that victorious
mrth, which proclainmed that the nenace of the Future Fuehrer was ended - by
The Shadow



THE END



