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THAT NIGHT, the beachwear sdlesman on hisway from New Y ork to Beach City passed two
strange figures on the Cape Ambrose Highway. The salesman was driving a blue sedan and he
passed the two lurking figures just this Sde of Sea Gate. But the sdlesman saw only one of them.
Later, when he stopped for awhisky in Sea Gate to steady his shaking nerves, the people in the
Sea Gate Tavern laughed at him.

"A giant bat? In New Jersey?

"Y ou better let someone ese drive--."

They dl laughed at the sdlesman. He, himsdlf, did not laugh or listen to them. He knew what

he had seen. He would not forget for along time. On asharp curve of the highway, for onelong
ingtant in the glare of his headlights, he had seen the looming shape of agiant bat.

"It wasten feet tdl," the sdlesman said. "At leadt. It flew across the highway. Fast, but | saw

it. It crossed the highway right in front of me. It went into thetrees. | didn't seeit again.”

"That's powerful suff you drink," someone said.

"Whered you throw the bottle? | want the name of that brand,” someone else said.

The sdlesman did not answer. He ordered athird drink and went to Sit in a.corner booth but

not too far from the light or the other people. He drank and waited for his handsto stop shaking.
The skeptics returned to their own drinks. Some of them till laughed about the salesman's Sory,
but not dl of them.

There was astorm brewing in the hot August night, and when the wind blew againgt the

tavern windows some of the patrons at the bar |ooked uneasily over their shoulders.

The sdlesman, donein his corner, was unaware that he had passed a second lurking figure

that night. Sea Gate isarich resort suburb of Beach City on the New Jersey shore, and the Cape
Ambrose highway is dark, curving, and lined with trees asit approaches Sea Gate. The highway
issome half amilein from the sea. On the beach there is mile after mile of smal summer cottage
colonies. But along the highway the houses are larger, more elegant, and widely spaced on well-
tended grounds.

Lessthan amilefrom Sea Gate, and just three miles closer to the resort town than where the
salesman had seen the gpparition of the giant bat, a stone gateway stands as the entrance to the
Sea Gate Golf Club. The gateway isisolated and hidden by trees and high bushes. The closest
house isfour hundred yards away on the other sde of the highway. The Golf Club itsalf isdark
at night. The golf course spreads darkly beyond the gate, and the houses on the beach areahaf a
mile away.
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That night, the sky darkening with the gpproaching storm, aman stood hidden just insdethe
stone gateway to the Golf Club. The salesman, his hands ready shaking from what he had seen,
did not see this man. The salesman passed on to have hisdrinks at the Sea Gate Tavern, to cam
his nerves, and to continue to Beach City and points south where he would sl his beachwear
and soon forget that night.

The man hidden insde the gateway |ooked up when the blue sedan of the salesman passed,



and then looked away. It was not the car he waswaiting for, and it did not interest him. He
lighted along, foreign cigarette, and continued to wait. Each time the man lighted afresh
cigarette the flame of hislighter reveded hisface in the night.

It was aheavy, pale, Savic face of early middle age. The man was handsome, in adissipated
way, with dark hair and smdl grey eyes and astraight nose. The grey eyes were hooded, sensud,
and with more than ahint of cruelty in them. The man had lighted his sixth cigarette when he
suddenly raised hishead again to listen.

Abovetherisng wind of the storm there was the sound of another automobile approaching.

The engine of the car was|loud and unmuffled in the night. Asit came around the curve of the
highway, its headlights probing the night, the loud car dowed. It wasasmall, stripped-down
roadster with an open hood and chromium-plated twin carburetor. The car stopped near the
waiting man. He dropped hislong cigarette to the ground and stepped toward the car and its
sngle occupant.

"You arelate again,” theman said in avoice that had a definite accent. "1 must teach you

better manners. | do not have much time tonight.”

"Y ou want to get out?' the occupant of the car said.

"l did not say that," the man said.

"You can't get out," the driver of the car said.

"Dont threaten me, my friend,” the man said.

The man bent, then, to lean into the car through its open window. In that position, half bent

with hisface not yet insde the car window, the man's eyes suddenly widened in horror. He threw
up his handsto cover hisface, staggered backwards, and collapsed at the edge of the highway.
He crawled weekly in the grassfor afew seconds. Then helay till. The man was dead.

At theingtant that the dead man had first staggered backward, the driver of the car had leaped
out on the other side. The driver carried apeculiar length of pipe. When the man lay till onthe
grass, the driver ran to bend over him. The driver searched the pockets of the dead man-searched
quickly, taking alargeroll of money and aring of keys. Then the driver ran back to the car.
From therear of the car the driver brought out alight beach chair and carried it into the center
of the highway. In the center of the highway the driver stopped to listen. The night was Slent
except for the sound of the wind and the distant rumble of thunder asthe storm grew. Swiftly,
then, the driver returned to the dead man and dragged the body to the chair in the highway. The
driver propped the body up in the chair and ran back to the car.

The car backed away around the bend. There was aroaring sound that filled the night asthe

car motor was gunned. The car came racing around the curve and smashed into the body seated
inthe chair. The car screeched to ahalt. Thekiller legped out of the car and ran back to the
sprawled body of the dead man.

Above the noise of thunder there was the sound of another car coming closer. It was a deep,
powerful motor of acar driving fast. The killer picked up the ruined beach chair, raced back to
the stripped-down hotrod, and vanished into the night around the curvein the highway. Theroar
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of the unmuffled motor faded. At dmost the same ingtant, the powerful sound of the car
approaching from the opposite direction also ceased.

For along moment the night was silent and till except for the wind and thunder of the

coming sorm.

On the highway apool of blood spread dowly around the body of the dead man.

The next instant the long-departed beachwear sdlesman would have been vindicated had he
been there. From the bushes that shrouded the gate to the Golf Club afigure glided silently out
into the highway. It was the shape of agiant bat. The batlike figure moved with amazing speed to
stand over the body in the highway. The burning, hypnotic eyes that looked down at the dead
man were not the eyes of abat. They were the angry eyes of The Shadow.



Above the high collar of hisblack cloak, and below the wide brim of his black douch hat,

The Shadow's eyes searched the highway. Hisring, therarefire opa girasol, flashed ever-
changing fire even in the dark of the deserted highway. Finding nothing on the highway, The
Shadow bent down to the body. Hislong fingers darted out and picked up asmadl, gold, heart-
shaped watch charm.

The Shadow's glowing eyes studied the small trinket. It was engraved with theinitids SA.,

and was heavily scratched. The Shadow replaced the charm where he had found it on the road
near the body. Hislong fingers began to search the pockets of the dead man. Then he
straightened up and listened. V oices were approaching from the direction of the nearest house.
Two people, an older man and woman, were running across the lawn of the nearest house
toward the highway. The man was ten yards ahead of the woman, shouting back to her to hurry.
Asthe older man emerged onto the highway near the body he stopped. His eyeswidened as he
saw the shrouded black figure of The Shadow bending over the dead man. The man opened his
mouth to speak, and stopped.

The burning eyes of the mysterious crime fighter stared at the older man from under the

douch hat. The older man blinked, brushed his hand across his eyes, and shook his head. His
brain seemed suddenly foggy, clouded asif by athick mist. He rubbed his eyes and |ooked again.
There was nothing on the highway but the dead body and the pool of drying blood.

The older woman stood beside the man. The man seemed puzzled as he looked acrossthe
highway to where the thick busheswere gill moving asif someone had passed through them.
Thewoman touched the man'sarm.

"Ezra? Why did you stop?' the woman said.

"| thought.." the man began, and stopped again. "How did you catch up to me, Mary?"

"Y ou were just standing herewaiting,” the woman said. The man tried to think. He could not.
Hismind, clouded by the power of The Shadow, remembered nothing but a vague sensation that
was dready fading. Hiswifeswords entered his brain, and he turned to her.

"Of course, | waswaiting for you," the man said. "He's obvioudy dead. Y ou cal the police,
Mary. I'll Say here."

Lessthan an hour later the efficient Sea Gate police had come and gone and nothing remained
on the highway to show that aman had died except asmall spot of dried blood. The Highway
Department would remove even that by morning. Sea Gate was an expensive resort, and blood
on the highway was not attractive to tourists.

At Sea Gate Police Headquarters Sergeant Fred Morgan assigned his men to make out their
routine reports on a hit-and-run accident, and to sort and record the effects of the victim. Morgan
took the statements of the only two witnesses personadly. The sergeant wasasmall, dark,
efficient man.
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"Mr. and Mrs. EzraBolger of Sea Gate, isthat correct?' Morgan said.

"If you don't know by now, Fred Morgan, you never will," the older man said testily.

"It was one of those 'hotrods the teenagers drive,” Mrs. Mary Bolger said. "I cantell by the
sound. Those cars are a positive menace! ™

The sergeant sighed with annoyance, and read from the typed statement of the Bolgers.

"Y ou heard the motor very loud, then you heard the car come around the curve and you heard
the impact. Then the car stopped for afew seconds before you heard it roar away. You're sureit
stopped even for a second?”

"Of course we're surel™ Ezra Bolger snapped.

"And you don't recognize this watch charm?* Morgan said.

The sergeant held up the smdll, gold, heart-shaped charm engraved with the initids, SA.

"No" EzraBolger sad.

"Then presumably it belonged to the victim or the driver of the car,” Morgan said.



"Or just about anyone else who drove adong the highway in the last week!" EzraBolger said.
The sergeant disregarded that and continued to read the statement.

"Y ou think you may have heard the car stop at the same spot perhaps three or four minutes
earlier,” Morgan read. Helooked at the Bolgers. "Are you sure about that?*

"I'm sure | heard some car stop there afew minutes earlier,” Bolger said. "Mary doesn't agree
with me, so | could bewrong.”

"And you can't redly say if it wasthe same car?' Morgan pointed out.

"No, | suppose not,” Bolger admitted. "But it had a motor that sounded alot the same.”
"Almost every teenager in town has ahotrod,” Morgan said dryly. He read farther in the
statement of the Bolgers. "Y ou recognize the victim as a Mr. Jonson who rents a cottage on the
far sde of the golf course. Asfar asyou know he's lived here off and on for about ayear, and he
played loud music a night.”

"Never fished, salled, or went svimming,” EzraBolger said. "A very peculiar man.

Unfriendly I'd cal him. Just that damned loud music and driving around at night. Can't imagine
what hewas doing at that place on foot. Never saw Jonson walk anywhere if he could drive--
"All right," Sergeant Morgan said. " Sign the statement and you can both go.

When the Bolgers had gone, Sergeant Morgan strolled over to the officer sorting the effects of
the dead man. Morgan looked idly down at the smdll pile that included awallet, a handkerchief,
afew dollars and some loose change. What he saw made him gtiffen. In the pilewas ablue
plastic square with the numera "100" in the center and, smaller, at each corner.

The officer recording the possessions was ingpecting the dead man'swallet.

"Hey, Sarge," this officer said, "didn't old Bolger say the dead guy's name was Jonson?"
"That'sright, it is Jonson,” Morgan said. "'l know him."

"Well hiswallet says he's Anton Pavlic, and he lived at 146 West Seventy-fourth Street in
New Y ork. Looks like aphony name."

Sergeant Fred Morgan seemed to congider thisinformation. The officer holding the wallet
looked away while Morgan thought. The sergeant deftly picked up the blue plastic square and
dipped it into his pocket.

"Giveit to the paper as Jonson,” Morgan said as he walked away. "That's how he's known
around here"

"Okay, Sarge," the officer said, and returned to hiswork. As he recorded the effects of the
dead Jonson, he never noticed the missing plastic square.
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Acrossthe room Sergeant Fred Morgan grinned to himself. He was sure no one had seen him
pocket the blue plague. But Morgan never saw the two piercing eyes that watched him through
the window from under ablack douch hat. He never saw the black-cloaked figure glide away
from the window and across the lawn of the resort police station to along, black car that waited
hidden on aside street of Sea Gate.
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"ALL RIGHT, Stanley, back to New Y ork. And quickly." Thelong, black car pulled smoothly
away from the curb of the side street and was soon out of Sea Gate and driving along the Cape
Ambrose highway. In the dark back seat The Shadow removed hisring, the long black cloak, and
the soft douch hat. Quickly and deftly the specid garments were folded into amazingly smdll

Sze and hidden in their secret places within the clothes of the man who now sat in the back sest.
The man transformed was, wedlthy socidite businessman Lamont Cranston, the well-known and
successful friend of Police Commissioner Weston of New Y ork.

Crangton, hisimmobile face and half-closed eyes amarked contrast to The Shadow's piercing



gaze, turned to the woman ditting beside him in the back seet. His hawklike features were
impassive, and his eyes steady and quiet as he looked at the beautiful, dark-haired woman.

"Y ou can give me the details now, Margo,” Cranston said quietly.

Margo Lane, private secretary to Lamont Cranston and close friend and operative of The
Shadow, crossed her dim legs and frowned.

"I watched him al week, Lamont, just asyou told meto,” Margo said. "Thewaitress disguise
fooled him, I'm sure he did not suspect me. But he knew that the others were watching him. Do
you know who the others are yet, Lamont?"

"No, Margo," Cranston said. "The commissoner meets with the FBI man Altman in the
morning. | will be there. Perhaps one of them will know why the others were watching Pavlic."
"Early thismorning," Margo continued, "I saw him snesk into the back room. | followed and
saw him use asecret door in the storeroom. The door led to an exit on Seventy-fifth street. He
obvioudy used it often to leave the club. I'm sure even hiswife, Helga, doesn't know it isthere.”
"The othersdidn't see him |leave?' Cranston asked.

"Not asfar as| know, Lamont,” Margo said. "Asyou know, | followed him to Penn Station
where he caught atrain for Beach City. Then | called you. | logt histrail in Sea Gate just before
you arrived thisevening. I'm sorry, Lamont.”

Crangton nodded and brushed hislong fingers through his greying blond hair. A maninthe
prime of life, Cranston's every move showed the remarkable muscular control and great physica
strength and agility of The Shadow. He lacked only one power of The Shadow. As Crangton, the
firewas not in the deep, half-closed eyes.

The power of The Shadow's eyes, learned so long ago from the greaet Chen T'aTzein the
Orient, required the secret black cloak, the black douch hat, and thefire opa girasol ring, to
effect men's minds. The secret of the Master was of the mind, but could not be brought into play
without the specia garb and the amazing gem handed down to Lamont Cranston by the Master
himsdlf. With Chen T'a Tze dead, The Shadow was the last human to have the power. The
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Master himself had charged Cranston to use the power wisely, and The Shadow had never
betrayed that trust.

Now, the secret crime fighter, as Lamont Cranston, reached out his hand to comfort Margo.

"It was partly my fault, Margo,” Cranston said softly. "When Stanley found where he was

living as Jonson, we could have found him in timeif that car had not revedled mein the
highway. | waited too long after it passed. He was dead when | found him."

"Do you think it was an accident?' Margo said.

"Perhaps,”" Crangton said. "'l found no evidence of murder. But it would be quite a

coincidence.”

"Possibly someone else-did follow him here,” Margo said.

"Yes, or they could have been here waiting. It seems Stanley discovered that Pavlic had been
coming down herefor ayear under the name of Jonson. And, Margo, that sergeant in the police
station took something from Pavlic's effects and pocketed it. | couldn't see what it was."

"Y ou think Pavlic and the sergeant were involved?'

"It'spossble” Cranston said. "Perhaps | will find out more tomorrow. Somebody ran Pavlic
down and killed him. It could have been an accident, but | doubt it."

Crangston sat back then, his hooded eyes deep in thought asthe long car drove swiftly through
the night toward New Y ork where The Shadow hoped to learn more about the new evil he was

fighting.

In the private room of New Y ork's exclusive Cobdt Club, Lamont Cranston locked the door and
turned to face hisfriend Police Commissioner Weston and the FBI agent Paul Altman. The FBI
man was not pleased with Cranston's presence.



"Just what is Mr. Cranston doing in this case, Commissioner?' Altman said bluntly. ™Y ou

know I'm working gtrictly under cover.”

"Lamont often works for me on cases like this, not strictly police matters,” Weston said.

"After dl, it was Lamont who uncovered the whole matter.”

"How wasthat, Mr. Cranston?' Altman said. "Y ou redlize there is nothing persond in my
objection. It'sjust that amateurs can be dangerous.”

Lamont Crangton smiled to himself. His guise of an amateur crime fighter was one he had
carefully built up over the yearsto hide histrue identity as The Shadow. He had many other
legitimate persondities that would have surprised Altman agreat dedl. But he said nothing of
that, and only explained his present involvement.

"Yearsago in Budapest | knew BelaKodaly well," Cranston explained, without adding that it
was as Kent Allard the famous explorer, another alter-ego of his, that he had known Kodaly. "He
was agreat surgeon. When | saw in the newspaper that aman named Dr. Pauli had committed
suicide, | recognized the picture printed with the story. It was BelaKodaly. He had changed his
face, grown amustache, but | recognized him."

"Then we discovered two other recent suicides of men who turned out to bein disguise,”
Commissioner Weston added.

Altman nodded and looked at afile he had open before him now on the long table in the
private room. Altman picked up two photographs.

"Josef Brodski, under the dias of John Finch; and Nestor Mando, disguised as Nathan

Meyer," Altman said as he looked at the photographs. "Brodski was a Russian aircraft designer
before he vanished four years ago, and Mando was a double murderer. A Hungarian and two
Russians, two of them important men and one awanted crimind.”
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"All threein the country illegaly and in hiding under false names and identities” Weston

sad. "Whichiswhy we cdled the FBI in. Actudly, of course, no crime has been committed
except suicideand illegd entry.”

Altman sighed, closed hisfile, and sat back in his chair to look out the high window of the

Cobalt Club. The private room in the club had been chosen by Altman so that he would not be
seen with Weston. Hiswork, to this point, was al secret. It had aso been fruitless.

"Sofar, that'sdl | havefoundintota,” Altman said. "Thefact that the three men weredl

brought into the country by Liberation Front, and that they al frequented the Club Zagreb and
knew the owner of the Zagreb, Anton Pavlic, isal that connects them. If they knew each other, it
was only under their falseidentities at the Club Zagreb.”

"Three suicides within afew weeks, by three men from behind the Iron Curtain and in this
country illegdly and in disguise istoo much coincidence," Weston said. "Especialy when each

of them frequented the same bar, the Club Zagreb, and only one of them even drank 1"

"Much too much coincidence," Altman said.

The FBI man stood up and began to pace therich carpet of the private room.

"Weadl redizetheimplications," Altman said as he paced. "Here are two men with skillsand
minds of great importance to the whole world, but they werelost to us because they werein
hiding. Now they arelost for good. Why? The third man was so dangerous we should have been
able to stop him before he harmed anyone e se, but we couldn't because we did not know he was
even in the country. Why? How did they get in, and why were two of them hiding?"

"And why did they kill themselves?' Crangton said. "How many more are there who may kill
themselves before we can find them and save them from whatever is causing their desperation?”
"If only | hadn't let Pavlic give usthedip,” Altman said. "He's our only redl lead. | waiched

that Club Zagreb inside and out for two weeks, but he e uded me yesterday. Pavlic isour only
connection to the three men. We haveto find him."

"I'm afraid that won't be possible," Commissioner Weston said. "I got the report just before



came here. Anton Pavlic waskilled by ahit-and-run driver last night at Sea Gate, New Jersey.”
Altman stopped pacing. The FBI man seemed stunned. Lamont Cranston aso appeared
shocked. Cranston had no intention of revealing how much more he knew of the deeth of Anton
Pavlic, or that Pavlic had not completely succeeded in eluding The Shadow. Hisforesight in
placing Margo in the Club Zagreb as awaitress had at least brought him to the scene of the
"accident,” evenif alittlelate.

"Hit-and-run?" Altman said.

"According to the report,” Weston said. "They seem stisfied in Sea Gate.”

"Well I'm not!" Altman sngpped. "Our only red link! It'stoo convenient for someone. | lost
Pavlic, but perhapsthe others | saw watching him didn't. That scarfaced man, for example. Have
you traced him?"'

"Not yet," Weston said.

"What do we know about Liberation Front?' Cranston said. "They did bring dl threemento
this country.”

"Under their false identities though, Cranston,” Altman said. "Their paperswere in perfect

order. Short of going behind the Iron Curtain, their records check back to long before Liberation
Front found them, even their fingerprints. All three had birth records, army records, everything.
All intheir faseidentities. Someone did athorough job."

"Just what is Liberation Front?' Cranston asked.
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"| cantdl you that, Lamont,” Weston said. "I've met their director, Count Istvan Papescu,

many times. He works for many refugee causes. Actudly, Liberation Front functions as a sort of
clearing house to help refugees get out of Iron Curtain countries and into this country, or
anywhere e se they want to go. The Front gives them financia aid, helpsthem find work and
homes, and generdly smoothstheir sart inanew life.”

"They've been operating since just after World War 11," Altman said. "Asfar aswe know,
they'relegitimate.”

"And yet they brought in three men we know of who were hiding under falseidentities,”
Cranston said.

"We are checking them," Altman said. "Buit thislooksto me more like the work of abig
international ring. I'm afraid the answer is somewhere oversess, before the men ever got into the
hands of Liberation Front."

Crangton ran hislong fingers through hislight hair, his heavy eyesdeep in thought. The

muscles moved fluidly benesth his expansive suit, and for an instant there was aflash of The
Shadow'sgazein hiseyes.

"Perhaps you are right about Liberation Front," Cranston said, "but | think the answer is

closer to home. It may be down at Sea Gate. Remember, other people have been watching Pavlic
closdly. Someoneisworried. Enough, possibly, to have murdered Pavlic."

Altman nodded. "At least two other groups of watchers, I'd say. And all since those suicides.
But wait a minute Commissioner, when did you say Pavlic waskilled?!

"Last night about ten o'clock.”

"But | was dtill watching the Club Zagreb thismorning,” Altman said, "and so were the other
men! The scarfaced man was till there, and so were the two in the raincoats. With Pavlic dead,
why arethey sill watching the Zagreb?'

"Could it bethat they lost Pavlic too?' 'Weston said. "That they have no connection with his
death? Perhaps it was a hit-and-run accident.”

"Perhaps, Commissioner,” Crangton said, "but' | think not. As Altman observed, it isfar too
convenient for someone. Too many people wereinterested in Pavlic.”

"They're probably trying to throw us off by continuing to watch," Altman said. "Hoping well
think it meansthey don't know Pavlic isdead.”



Lamont Cranston seemed to be studying something on the celling of the private room. His
hawklike features were somber as he leaned back in his chair and looked up. His haf-hidden
eyeswere heavy with concentration.

"It'svery strange, but it dmost seemsthat the killer did not know that Pavlic was under
observation,” Crangton said. "The hit-and-run cover-up would make more senseiif thekiller did
not know that Pavlic was suspected of anything.”

"They probably want usto think thet, too," Altman said grimly. "We're up againgt aclever
organization, probably more than one organization, with tentacles that reach even behind the Iron
Curtain-"

"And Pavlic was our only lead," Commissioner Weston

sad.

"l think he dtill is" Lamont Crangton said. "Pavlic was important enough, or dangerous

enough, to someoneto bekilled. Murder creates aweaknessin any organization, it revedlsa
chink in their armor they are desperate to hide. If we know who killed Pavlic, and why, wewill
know what is behind the three suicides and the false identities.”

Altman was pacing the floor again. Now he stopped as Cranston spoke. The FBI man nodded.
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"Crangonisright,” Altman said. "The murder of Pavlicisthekey. I'll go down to Sea Gate
immediately. For the moment | prefer to stay under cover. Commissioner, can you put some
pressure on the police at Sea Gate to |ook alittle deeper into the accident-- it might make our
killer nervous."

Weston agreed. "I'll send Detective Joe Cardona down. Sea Gate is officidly part of Beach
City even though they have their local police. For mgor feloniesthe Beach City detectives have
juridiction.”

"Cardona can be my contact man,” Altman said.

"lsn't that dangerous, Altman?’ Cranston said. "A redl detective for a contact? Perhaps|

would be a better contact. | would be glad to go down to Sea Gate and help.”

Altman consdered this, and then nodded approva.

"All right, Crangton,” Altman said, "but be careful, werre deding with killers.™

Lamont Cranston smiled to himsdf a Altman'swarning. The Shadow hasways of deding

with killers. With thislogical explanation for Cranston's presence in Sea Gate provided, he
excused himsdlf and left Altman and the Commissioner to work out their police details. At the
moment he was moreinterested in the Club Zagreb and the men who were gtill on watch despite
the desth of Pavlic.

Outside the private room, Cranston strode to the nearest telephone. He chose a pay telephone
to avoid going through the Cobalt Club switchboard. When he spoke into the telephone his voice
had the grim timbre of The Shadow.

In the blue light of The Shadow's secret headquarters room, Burbank, The Shadow's contact
man, listened to the ingructions of hischief.
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WEST SEVENTY-FOURTH STREET between Columbus and Amsterdam Avenuesin New York isa
block of mixed pedigree. Newly renovated buildings of smal but comfortable apartments stand

next to shabby rooming houses where lone men live abare existence waiting patiently for degth.
Air-conditioners jut from the windows of the better buildings, and there are doublelocks on

the doors of the good apartments. In the rooming houses the lone men, and the poor and

exploited Puerto Ricans, St at open windows on an August day to find the air that never enters

their grey rooms. No doors are locked in the rooming houses, there is nothing to stedl.



The areais one of many languages and many taverns and clubs. There are dim cocktail

lounges where well-dressed men St with their highly paid career women. There are grimy
taverns where the lone men stare at their own facesin dirty mirrors. There are expensive bars
where faded women wait alone and smile when aman approaches. And there are the continental
"cafes' and clubsfilled with the babble of strange words. One of theseis the Club Zagreb, owned
by the dead Anton Pavlic.

The Club Zagreb is on the ground floor of arenovated building. There are gpartments above

it, one of which was the home of Anton Pavlic and hiswife Helga. The Zagreb backs on an open
areaway, but there is no apparent exit from the Zagreb into the areaway. From the areaway itself
thereisan exit to the street through the cellar of abuilding on Seventy-fifth Street.
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The Club Zagreb stands between arooming house where shadowy people hide their faces and
come and go al night, and a building that once housed the headquarters of the 26th Julio
Organization of Fidel Castro. The same set of rooms now houses the opponents of the Cuban
leader who are waiting for their turn. The Cubans do not go into the Club Zagreb where the
patrons are mostly Europeans, refugees from many wars over many years.

Thisis an areawhere the people mind their own business. It issmpler that way, and safer.

Each person, each group, is separate and isolated. When ataxicab drove up to the Club Zagreb
and parked a haf ablock away, no one who passed noticed or glanced at it. The driver of the taxi
sat with his cap down over hiseyes asif adegp. The meter of the taxi was running, thetop light
out, until atall, blonde woman came out of the Club Zagreb.

Thetaxi driver sat dert, flipped off his meter so that the top light went on to show that the

taxi was avail. able, and drove up to the blonde woman. Asif distracted, | the blonde woman had
not noticed the taxi had been waiting. All she saw was an available cab. She got in and told the
driver to take her to Pennsylvania Station. The driver nodded, flipped his meter down, and drove
off.

No one who lived in the neighborhood redly saw the chain of events set into motion when the
blonde woman entered the taxi.

A tal man, with along scar on the left sSide of hisface from his mouth to his ear, Ieft the

shadows of adoorway across the street from the Club Zagreb. The scar-faced man ran to the curb
and waved. A long, black car pulled up the curb before the scarfaced man. The man jumped into
the car and drove off after the taxi that carried the blonde woman.

At the same moment, two men who wore raincoats with high collars and hats pulled low over
their faces, despite the heat of the morning, emerged from abuilding next to the Club Zagreb.
These two men hailed another passing taxi. They spoke rapidly to the driver of thetaxi. This
second taxi drove off after the black car and thefirst taxi.

Before either the second taxi or the large black car bad gone ablock, asmaller car pulled

away from the curb on Amsterdam Avenue and joined the pursuit. There weretwo meninthis
car. Both men wore hats despite the heat. One of these men spokeinto atelephonein the car.
Thissmaller black car was unmarked, but amost anyone in this neighborhood could have
guessed it wasaNew Y ork City police car.

Findly, apretty waitress came out of the Club Zagreb and stood on the hot sidewalk 1ooking
after al the departed vehicles. Then she walked back into the Club Zagreb and quickly to a
telephone.

Inthefirgt taxi, the one that carried the blonde woman and that had set the whole chainin
motion, the driver talked as be drove down Columbus Avenue toward Pennsylvania Station. The
driver wasasmall, peppery man with dark hair beneath his cabby's cap. He chattered amiably
and volubly. The blonde woman, dressed dl in black, did not seem to hear. She stared out the
window, but did not appear to see where she was. She had seen nothing of al the interest
displayed in her ridein the taxi.



The driver had missed nothing. Despite his constant chatter, he had seen the cars and other

taxi behind him from the ingtant they had begun their pursuit. Now, ashe talked on, hiseyes

were on hisrearvieW mirror. He began to drive faster. Suddenly, he began to make sharp turns,

to double back down streets he had passed. Slowly, the blonde woman became aware of what the
driver was doing. She leaned forward.

"What are you doing, driver!" She said excitedly.
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Thetaxi driver said nothing. He watched hisrearvieW mirror and continued hisfast, evasive
tactics. The woman stared out the window of the taxi.

"| told you Pennsylvania Station. Thisisnot theway!" Still the driver said nothing, until, after
aseries of particularly sharp turns and then along, straight run down Third Avenue, he sat back
and smiled. Thetaxi now drove steadily down Third Avenue.

"Stop thistaxi!" thewoman said. "l will have you arrested I

Thedriver ignored her. He made aturn into aside street off Third Avenue, and stopped. He
turned to face the woman in black. Therewasasmadl, ugly autometic in his hand.

"All right, Mrs. Pavlic, you can get out now," the driver said. "Quick! In the building there.”
Thewoman, her eyes wide as she looked at the automatic in the driver's band, began to protest.
"Quietly,” the driver said.

The woman, Helga Pavlic, got out. The driver prodded her ahead of him into the building. Insgde
the door she found that she was in a deserted gpartment. She began to turn to look at the driver
when ahand was clamped over ber nose. The hand held a thick gauze pad soaked with some
pungent liquid. Helga Pavlic struggled for only a second before she dumped back into thearms
of thetaxi driver.

The driver pocketed his automatic, and half dragged, haf carried the woman out into the street
and back into histaxi. He drove across the city, and turned up Park Avenue. He drove until he
resched atal office building on Park Avenuein thefifties. It was an older office building. The
driver walked the woman into the building through the service entrance.

If anyone saw the driver and the woman, they only smiled to see acab driver helping a

drunken woman.

Helga Pavlic opened her eyes. She was seated in adeep, soft chair. She blinked and touched
her head asif she expected to fed pain. Shefdt nothing at al. She wasfully consciousin an
instant, clear-headed, without any apparent ill effects from the drug at dl. The room in which she
sat was lighted with adim blue light that seemed to come from nowhere. Helga blinked again.
Then she began to stand up, her mouth open to scream.

"Do not be afraid, Helgal™

The voice was in the room but Helga Pavlic could see no one. Her eyes searched the blue
gloom but there were only deep black shadows in the dim blue room. But the strange voice was
somehow soothing. Helga sat back in the soft chair. The unseen voice chuckled lightly.

"That is much better. How do you fed ?"

"Y ou drugged me!" Helgaremembered. "That cab driver!”

"One of my helpers, Helga. | have many helpers,” the eerie voice said. "The drug will have no

ill effects. Itisaspecid substance | found in Africa, completely harmless.”

"Who are you! What do you want?' Helga Pavlic said, her face turned in the dim blue room
toward where she thought the voice came from. "Why did you stop me? | haveto catch atrain,
my husband. ."

The mysterious voice stopped her. There was movement in the room, atirring of the

shadows. A giant figure seemed to loom up before Helga Pavlic.

"l am The Shadow, Helga," the powerful voice said. "1 am afriend or an enemy depending on
you."



"What do you . . want?' the woman fatered.

"Justice, Helga, and perhaps vengeance."

"Judtice?' HelgaPavlic said.
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Suddenly Helga saw, directly before her, aface and two burning eyes that seemed to float
above her in the dark room. From somewhere unseen athin beam of light illuminated the head
and shoulders of the man before her. The face was hidden below a strong, eagle-like nose. The
piercing eyes seemed to transfix Helga from beneath the wide brim of ablack douch hat. A
sweeping black cloak shrouded the shoulders of the man before her, and blended away into the
dimbluelight.

"Justice for your husband, Helga," The Shadow said.

"My husband?' Helgasaid. She seemed to be trying to think. "My husband is dead. They

cdled me. | haveto go to identify him, bring him back, hewasin an accident, he. . ."

"It was no accident, Helga," the voice of The Shadow said.

The woman blinked. "No," she said, "it was not an accident. They say it was an accident, but |
know better. Not Anton. He would not die by accident. | know."

"Tell me about Anton,” The Shadow said. "All you know and can remember. Tell me

everything, Helga. | haveto know everything.”

The voice of The Shadow was low and strong in the dim blue light of the hidden room. Helga
Pavlic began to nod, the low voice soothing her. The blonde woman nodded and beganto talk in
aquiet, seady voice asii gpeaking to some old friend in awarm living room.

"I loved him," HelgaPavlic said. "He was not agood man, but | loved him. We are

Yugodavs, Anton and I. We were married many years ago in Zagreb. We were happy when we
lived in Zagreb, but the Nazis came and we moved to Belgrade. Anton did dangerous work. First
for the Chetnik and then for the Partisans of Marsha Tito. Many of our friends were caught, but
we were not.

"After the war Anton worked for atime for the government of Marsha Tito. One day he came
home and said that we must leave. | do not know why, but he wasin great danger. He said he had
been helping refugees to escape from the Russians. We went to Greece. Anton worked for a
refugee organization, Liberation Front. Always he changed his name. He worked under many
names.

"From Greece we went to Turkey, then to France, then to England. One day, in England,

Anton told me we must move again. He was not working for Liberation Front any more. We
cameto America. That was two years ago. We opened the Club Zagreb. | picked the name
becauseit was, | think, the last place where | was happy. We made a living, but we do not
becomerich. For atime | was happy again, dmost as| wasalong time ago in theredl Zagreb."
Helga Pavlic stopped. The blonde woman stared into the dim blue room. She seemed to be
seeing something, perhaps Zagreb and the happy days of her youth, or the time she had had only
ayear ago when she had been aimost happy again. The piercing eyes of The Shadow watched
He]ga from beneath the wide brim of his douch hat. The burning eyes were hard and grim as
The Shadow listened to the life of Anton Pavlic. Helga Pavlic sighed.

"A year ago the frightened men began to come to the Zagreb. They talked to Anton, but they
were not hisfriends. | do not know who they were. | think they gave Anton money. A year ago
Anton began to disappear. For days he would be gone. | do not know where he went. Anton was
not aman to tell what he did with women. But | know he had money that was not from the Club.
Then, two weeks ago, the men began to watch.

"I saw them, the men who watched. They would stand across the street and watch our door al
day and dl night. There were many of them. Four sometimes, perhapsfive. | could seethat
Anton wasworried. He spoke to me of South America. | knew the way he spoke. He was
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thinking we would have to move again. | am sure he planned to go away soon, but then he
disappeared and last night he died.”

In the silence of the dim blue room Helga Pavlic held her face in her hands. The woman's
shoulders moved as if she were crying, but she did not cry. The Shadow watched her. She raised
her head.

"I do not think it was an accident,” Helga Pavlic said.

"Anton worked for Liberation Front?' The Shadow asked.

"Y es, for many years, perhapsfour or five years. Until England.”

"What did he do for them?'

"Anton never told me. He was an accountant by trade. He workenl in their offices, but | think
he dso did other things."

"Why did he leavethem?"

"l do not know."

"Y ou don't know who the men were who came to the Club Zagreb?!

"NO."

"Or the men who were watching Anton?'

"No," Helga said, and hesitated. " Perhaps one of them, the man with the scar. | think such a
man was afriend of Anton many yearsago in Istanbul "

"And you don't know where Anton went the times be vanished this past year, or why?' The
Shadow asked.

"No," Helgasad, and hesitated again. "I loved Anton, and he dways came back to me, but
there were women. | knew there were women. All our life he was avay much, and there were
women. But each time be came back to me. | waited. Now he will not come back."

"Do you think there was awoman thistime?"

"How can | tell?' Hlgasaid. "He was a strong man, women liked him. | watched them come
into the Zagreb. Old women who tried to look young. Y oung women who tried to ook older.
Married women whose hushbands could not dazzle like Anton. So many, how can | tell”? Perhaps
be had awoman somewhere. But | think it was more the money. He was afraid, | know he was.
He was not aman to fear women."

Helga Pavlic sat in the soft chair, her shoulderslimp, her body dumped asif the effort of

talking had made her weak. She stared into space in the dim blue room. The Shadow watched her
and thought about Anton Pavlic. A man of many countries, many women, and many names. A
man who died with afalse name. A man who had many other men watching him, who had
unexplaned money, who had known three men who killed themsalvesin hiding. A man whose
friends had away of dying even aslong ago as Belgrade and the war. A man who had run from
country to country many times.

"All right, Helga," The Shadow said softly, "now you will go to Sea Gate to identify Anton.

Y ou will not remember thisroom or what has happened here.”

"Will you hep me? Will you avenge Anton?"

"l avengedl wrong," The Shadow said. "And | punish dl evil."

Helga Pavlic nodded. She smiled at the hooded figure of The Shadow. Then she rubbed her
eyes as she stared at the burning gaze of The Shadow. Sowly she sat back and her head fdl
forward onto her chest. The Shadow glided to her, looked down at her deeping form, and then
turned and crossed in swift silenceto ablank wall of the hidden room. The Shadow touched the
wall, and vanished through thewall itself asif swallowed up.
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LAMONT CRANSTON let the section of bookcase close behind him. He stood in his private office
high up in the Park Avenue office building. The bookcase behind him showed no trace of adoor,
nor of the passageway that led to the secret room behind it. Cranston strode to his desk and sat
down facing Margo Lane and the small, peppery taxi driver.

"All right, Shrevvy," Cranston said to the driver, "you can take her to Penn Station now. She's
adeep, so take her out the secret elevator the way you brought her in."

"Will sheremember?' Moe Shrevnitz, thetaxi driver, asked.

"Very little)" Cranston said. "She will have avague ides, but she will say nothing. She'stoo

afraid to talk. The more they are afraid, Shrevvy, the greater power The Shadow has over them.”
"What about those men who tailed me?' Moe Shrevnitz said. "I think | lost them okay, but
maybe you want meto find them?'

"WEell find them soon enough,” Cranston said.

Shrevnitz nodded. The driver, "Shrevvy" to his close friend and boss Lamont Cranston, or

The Shadow, vanished through the secret door in the bookcase. When Shrevvy had gone to take
Helga Pavlic to Pennsylvania Station, Lamont Cranston turned grimly to his confidentia

secretary and helper, Margo Lane.

"Pavlic beginsto sound like avery evil man, Margo.”

Crangton repeated dl that Helga Pavlic had told him. Margo listened intently, her dim legs
crosed, her dark hair framing her intelligent face. Margo was not tall, but the poise of her lithe
frame made her seem taller than she was. She had come far from her home in Denver, Colorado,
to become all but Cranston'sright hand. Her brief background in the thester after leaving college
had given her the maturity and poise to go with her beauty, in addition to training her to assume
the many disguises she used to help The Shadow. Now she leaned forward in her chair to listen
closly.

"It'smy guess," Cranston said, "that Pavlic worked for the Nazis when he was with the

Y ugodav Partisans, probably for the Communigts, too. He used many names, and he was dways
running. He sounds very much like aspy, or at least an agent, and probably for more than one
dded thesametime.”

"A double agent," Margo said. "It's not uncommon these days, Lamont."”

"Possbly atriple agent,” Cranston said. "From Helga's story he was in contact with more than
one group aswell aswith our refugees with the false identities. The question is, what groups was
he working for in this country, and why were so many people watching him?”'

"What about Liberation Front?' Margo said.

"Possibly he was aspy hidden intheir midst," Cranston said. "The Communigsliketo

infiltrate organizations that help refugees. Remember, Margo, al three of our suicides were men
from Iron Curtain countries.”

"Y ou think Pavlic was working for the Communists against those refugees who werein

biding?'

"Very possibly, Margo," Cranston replied. "Those men were in hiding for some reason-

probably because they feared the Redsin their own countries. Two of the suicides were valuable
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men whom they dmost certainly would have wanted back. The other, the convicted killer, they
would undoubtedly have wanted in their own hands.”

"They adways hate to |ose va uable people even if those people hate them,” Margo said.
Cranston agreed. "But just now I'd like to know more about why Pavlic left Liberation Front,
and what he did there. The people at Liberation Front may be able to give me a clue to what
Pavlic was doing. And in the meantime, Margo, | want you to go back to the Club Zagreb and
watch. The FBI man, Altman, will probably start back at the Club Zagreb, watch him too."

"I've seen himin there," Margo said. "Does he know about me?"

"No, Margo, and | don't want him to yet. Just report to meif anything happensto him.”



"All right, Lamont,” Margo said. "What excuse will you use at Liberation Front?"
"I don't think the wedthy Lamont Cranston will need an excuseto vidt an organization that
raisesfunds for good works," Cranston said with asmile.

Crangton did not need an excuse to be welcome at Liberation Front. Heads turned in the
ground floor windows of the office when he drove up in hislimousine. Stanley leaped out, in full
chauffeur regalia, to open the car door for Cranston. Stanley looked every inch the well-trained
servant with not asingle bulge or mark on his uniform to show the automatic, blackjack, and
complete set of picklocks he carried in case The Shadow required assistance.

Crangton strode through the glass-and-chrome doors of Liberation Front. The organization,
which occupied two floors of the midtown building, was obvioudy doing well, and appeared to
havelittle to hide. A large map with colored pinsin nations al across the world showed the far-
flung nature of its activities. A very blonde receptionist smiled her best smile a Cranston.

"Can| helpyou, sr?" thy blonde purred.

"Lamont Cranston to see Mr. Papescu,” Cranston said, and added with an appreciative smile,

"l had no idea Liberation Front was quite so large an operation.

"Ohwework everywhere,” the blonde beamed. "I'll tell the count you're here.”

The blonde manipulated her intercom. After abrief conversation, she nodded toward a distant
elevator.

"Count Papescu will be glad to see you, Mr. Crangton. The private elevator isto your right.”
Cranston nodded his thanks and walked to the elevator. In the elevator, Cranston noted that

the silent operator was not quite as friendly asthe pretty blonde receptionist. But the man gave
no evidence of being more than what he seemed. Cranston managed to bump the operator in the
chest as heleft. He detected no gun hidden under the operator's uniform. As he stepped from the
elevator, he faced the smiling face of asmal, dapper man who wore an expensive suit of a
continental cuit.

"Mr. Crangton, an honor sir!" the small man said.

The small man'sface was pink. A pink and shiny face asif the dapper man had just stepped

out from under hot towelsin abarber shop. The faint trace of talcum powder near the man's ears
confirmed Cranston's guess. The small man had indeed just been barbered, and now he extended
his manicured hand. The grip that held Cranston's hand was unexpectedly strong. There was
muscle under the dapper exterior and continental suit of the small man.

"Istvan Papescu?' Cranston guessed.

"Of course! Do | send a secretary to greet Lamont Cranston? Only last week | spoketo
Commissioner Weston and he mentioned you. A friend of the Commissioner isawaysamost
welcomevigtor.”
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The smdl man was ushering Crangton into his office asbe wastaking. The officewaslarge

and furnished with taste, but it was neither opulent nor ostentatious. It was the office of the chief
of an organization that dedlt with important people but which depended on financid help for its
existence. Crangton's hooded eyes saw nothing unusua or suspicious as he sat in adeep armchair
and faced the smal man behind his desk.

"Y ou have anice office, Count Papescu,” Cranston remarked.

"Thank you," Count Istvan Papescu said. "1 try in my smal way to make pleasant

surroundings, yes? Thereis so little beauty in thisgrim world of ours.™

Papescu's voice was smooth and cultured. A voice with the texture of soft, rich Slk. There

was only the faintest trace of an accent. The small accent, plus the occasiond inversion of words,
were all that betrayed Papescu's European origin. The name, Cranston knew, was Rumanian, but
even Cranston's keen ear and knowledge of languages found it hard to exactly place Papescu's
accent.



"So little beauty or truth,” Cranston said, "or do you believe with the poet K eats that those are
the same things?'

Papescu smiled. "The English are such romantics, and so serious. Thetruth isso rarely
beautiful these days.”

"If we know the truth, Count Papescu,” Cranston said.

The count threw up his manicured hands. "Ah, there, you have talked with my most beautiful
receptionist, yes? Thetitleismy small conceit. A habit | am afraid, awhim | find hard to change.
A trifling vanity, yes, but perhapsit istime for meto discard such things. Alas, | have not been a
red count for many years."

"It's probably impressive in your work," Cranston said drily. Papescu did not seem to notice
the tone of Cranston's statement.

"How can | be acount when my country is not free?' Papescu said. "Rumaniawas my home,
Mr. Crangton but there is no more Rumania, not to me. A Communist country isnot my
country.”

"So you hdp the victims of the Communists?' Cranston asked.

"A count must be the ‘count’ of something,” Papescu said. "A count must have land, an estate,
aposition to uphold, his people to help. Beforethe war | wasared count. Now itisall gone. The
Reds came to Rumaniaand now | am acount in name only. Now | fight the Red swine. A
Rumanian count was trained to serve his people, Mr. Cranston.”

"Was Pavlic a Communist, Count Papescu?’ Cranston asked. "Isthat why you had to let him
go?"

Papescu seemed, for amoment, to be seeing hislost lands and powersin prewar Rumania.
The smadl man glared angrily into therich air of his office. Then he blinked, and turned to ook
at Crangton. His smdll eyes seemed puzzled asif he were trying to understand what Cranston
had said. "Pavlic?' Papescu said. "Who would Pavlic be, Mr. Cranston?"

"A man Commissioner Weston isinterested in. I'm not sure why, but when | told the
Commissioner | was coming to see you he asked meto inquire about Pavlic. Anton Pavlic, it
seemshewaskilled last night, anasty accident.”

"I am sorry, of course,” Papescu said. "But | do not quite understand why you ask me about
thisPavlic?'

"Apparently he worked for you," Cranston said.
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"Worked? For me?" Papescu knitted his browsin thought. "No, | recall no Pavlic. But, then,

we are alarge organization as you saw from the map downgtairs. It is possible he worked for us,
and | did not know. Allow meto consult our records.”

Papescu pressed a button on his desk. Immediately the office door opened and atall, very
efficient looking man came into the office. The man had broad shoulders under his suit, and
moved lightly with the ease of aprizefighter. A good light-heavyweight, Cranston estimated, just
abit too tall to have been afirg-rate light-heavyweight. The man'sarms hung dert theway a
boxer's arms do, and Cranston noted the well-hidden evidence of abroken nose. The surgeon
who had worked on the nose had done agood job, but Cranston was sure that the man's nose had
been broken at sometime.

"Y es, Count Papescu,” the man said.

"Arnold, I want you to have our files checked for a possible former employee. One Anton

..." The count looked at Cranston.

"Pavlic,"” Crangton said. "Anton Pavlic, a Y ugodav. He supposedly worked for you first in
Greece, later in Turkey, Paris, and London.”

"Immediatdy, ar," thetal man said.

Asthetall man turned to go, Cranston nodded to Count Papescu, and indicated the tall man
with agesture of his hand.



"Y our assistant was aboxer once, am | right?" Cranston said.

"Arnold?' Papescu said. "Ah, yes, the broken nose. No, Mr. Cranston, like many of us at
Liberation Front, Arnold had his differences with the Communists. The broken nose was aresult.
Arnold, thisisMr. Lamont Cranston, heisinterested in our work. Mr. Cranston, | would like you
to meet my secretary, Arnold Beckmann.”

The explanation waslogical, and the tall man, Arnold Beckmann, appeared to have the proper
efficiency for asecretary. Cranston knew that male secretarieswere not at al uncommoniin
Europe, in fact many European businessmen preferred male secretaries, especialy the highest
officids of large companies. It was a practice that was growing even in America. But Papescu
had mentioned the broken nose asif the nose had been noted, and commented on, before. And it
was not the nose aone that made Arnold seem like an ex-prizefighter. On the other hand,
Cranston had to admit that there was no real reason why Papescu's secretary should not be an ex-
boxer. Many men boxed in their youth.

"My honor, sir," Arnold said, bowing.

The secretary |eft, closing the door silently behind him. Behind his desk, Count Papescu

smiled as he appeared to study Lamont Cranston. He cracked his knuckles and leaned back in his
desk chair. The count's eyes were shrewd and penetrating.

"You have aquick eyefor detail, Mr. Cranston. The surgery on Arnold's noseis excellent,

and yet you noted that it had been broken," Papescu said. "Perhaps you are more than you seem,
yes?”

"I was aboxer mysdf," Cranston said. "1 have an eye for broken noses.”

"Ah, of course, then that explainsit,” Papescu said, "And you are here smply to ask aminor
guestion for Commissioner Weston?"

"No, not at dl," Crangton said. "As| said, | told the Commissioner that | was coming to see

you. He asked meto inquire about Pavlic. Actudly, your organization interests me, and | would
like to know more about it. That'swhy | came.”

"Y ou wish to know how Liberation Front functions?' Papescu said. "Areyou considering a
contribution?"
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"Money carries arespons bility, Count Papescu,” Cranston said. "Don't you agree?’

"Of course," Papescu said. "Wdll, while we wait for Arnold, perhaps| can help you. Briefly,

we are organized to aid refugees who escape from behind the Iron Curtain. We have been
organized for thiswork since before the name'lron Curtain' was created by Mr. Churchill. |
persondly started our operation immediately after the war. The Reds had aready begun their
postwar purges, and many people needed help.

"Wewere smdll then, but it was easier to escape the Reds in those days, and | had my

persona fortune which | used then. Now, of course, we have many willing contributors. We help
eaethefirg daysin the West for the refugees, provide transportation, help them settle where
they would liketo live, and generaly get them started again with financia aid. Wekeep in

contact so that we can continue to help. The adjustment is not always easy, Mr. Cranston.”

"I canwell imagine," Crangton said. "A strange country, anew language, the problems of
displacement.”

"There are many problems," Papesdu agreed. "But we are alarge organization now, we have
offices or contacts everywhere. We are even in operation behind the Iron Curtain. Today we do
not alwayswait for aman to escape, we go in and help him. That, of course, is not for
publication, you understand, yes? Our people work in great danger in Red countries.”

Before Cranston could comment, Arnold returned. The male secretary glided so quietly he
seemed admost to appear in the room without having opened the door. Arnold carried athin file
folder which he placed on the desk in front of Papescu. Arnold spoke only to Papescu without
once looking at Cranston.



"Anton Pavlic worked for usin Athens, Istanbul, Parisand London,” Arnold reported. "He

was employed as an accountant in al the offices. He had knowledge of refugee problems, hewas
arefugee himsdlf, and on occas on worked on contacting people behind the Curtain. The dosser
showsthat he was discharged for being drunk and too frequently late to work. That wastwo
years ago in London. Thereis no further record.”

"Thank you, Arnold,”" Papescu said, nodding dismissal.

When Arnold had once more | eft the office, Papescu sat with the folder on Pavlic in hishand.
The smdl count studied the dossier briefly, hisface set in afrown. His manicured fingers began
to drum on his desk top. As he read the dossier, Papescu hodded dowly. Hisfrowning face
turned toward Cranston.

"1 must apologize for not knowing Pavlic by name. i do not usudly handle staff details, you
understand? However, | do remember this particular case. An annoying matter.”

The count continued to frown and drum on his desk with hisfingers.

"The dossier saysthat we discharged him from our employ for being drunk and late. It dso

says he was an accountant. In away both statements are true. He was an accountant, and he was
often drunk and late. However, there was moreto it. | remember theincident clearly.

"We had reason to suspect that Pavlic had been aRed spy for many years. By sheer accident |
discovered that he used false names, and was often seen with suspicious people, yes?| ingtituted
an investigation. Weturned up very little, but it became clear that Pavlic, if that was hisredl
name, had been using fase namesfor along time. There were some peculiar coincidences of
refugees vanishing in the places where Pavlic worked.

"We had no actua proof, or even definite suspicions, but we cannot afford to take chances

with the lives of the people we help, you understand? It isthe smple truth that the Communists
make a practice of infiltrating free organizations such as ours. Asaresult | instructed that he be
discharged. The excusewassmpleto find."
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Cransgton had been listening carefully. Papescu's story checked with Helga Pavlic's story in
amogt every detal. The only one who could have added any detailswas Pavlic himsdlf. But the
man was now deaed, and he did not seem to have been aman who confided in hiswife. Behind
his hooded eyes, Cranston considered the small count. It was clear that Papescu would not tell
more, if there were anything more that the count could tell about Pavlic.

"Y ou had no further contact with Pavlic?' Cranston asked.

"Nonethat | know," Papescu said. The smal man consulted the dossier in front of him on the
desk. "He appears to have been aman afraid of something, yes? Our records show that his
continud transfer from officeto office was at his own request. Apparently someonefinaly
caught up with him, eh?

"Apparently,” Crangton said. "Except that from what the Commissioner told me | gather that
Pavlic's death seemsto be asmple accident.”

"Ahyes, an accident," Papescu said. "So you said. Does it not seem odd to you that the Police
Commissioner isso interested in asimple accident?”

"It hadn't occurred to me," Cranston said innocently.

"Redly, Mr. Crangton?" Papescu said, his small eyes studying Cranston now. "Perhaps not,
but let me say onething: If Anton Pavlic died violently, | would look for hisfriends. | am till of
the opinion that he worked for the Communists, and it is my experience that the Communists
have away of arranging accidents.”

Crangton stood up. "I'll tell the Commissioner what you said, Count Papescu, and thank you
for your time."

"My pleasure, Mr. Crangton,” Papescu said. The small count smiled. "And you will let me
know when your interest in our organization turnsinto a more tangible contribution, yes?'

"Of course," Cranston said.



As Cranston walked from Papescu's office, and down the carpeted hall toward the private
elevator, he noted that Arnold had immediately gone back into Papescu's office. Cranston's
hawklike features frowned as he rode down in the eevator. He had the definite impression that
he had not fooled Papescu about hisinterest in Liberation Front. The small count was not so
eadly fooled, it seemed.

In hislimousine, Cranston nodded to Stanley. "Club Zagreb next, Stanley.”

Cranston sat back to think. Papescu was an intelligent man, and it was possible that the count
was right-the place to look for Pavlic'skiller, if there were akiller, was among the dead man's
friends.

5

STANLEY spokewithout turning his heed.

"| think we're being followed, Boss."

"Can you see details?' Cranston said.

Stanley watched in hisrearview mirror without moving his head aninch.

"Not much," Stanley said. "A big, black car. Foreign, I'd say. Could be aMercedes. Can't

make out the driver."

"License number?' Crangton said.
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"No, must have the plate on the back. I'm not sureit isfollowing, but it's got that feding, you
know?'

"All right, Stanley, let him follow for atime," Crangton said.

Deftly, Cranston produced asmal mirror from a pocket in the seet of the limousine. Heheld it so
that he could see behind him without moving. The black car was moving at the same speed as his
limousine, about three cars back. It held its place, exactly three cars back, al the way uptown As
his limousine neared Amsterdam Avenue and Seventy-second Street, Cranston was about to
instruct Stanley to lose the car before stopping at the Club Zagreb when the Suspicious car
suddenly turned off toward Riverside Drive and vanished down aside Street.

"Maybe | waswrong, Boss," Stanley said. "He'sgone.”

"Perhgps,” Cranston said.

In the back seat Cranston's hawklike face wasimpassive. Possibly it was simple coincidence

that the black car had followed al the way uptown. On the other hand, now that they were so
closeto the Club Zagreb, it would have been a smple deduction for the driver to decide that
Cranston was going to the Zagreb. By turning off, the driver of the black car risked being wrong
and losing Crangton, but if the driver had any reason to think he might have been noticed it

would have been worth the risk to convince Cranston that he was not being followed.

"Circle the block and park on Seventy-fifth Street, Stanley," Cranston said.

Crangton left Stanley in the limousine and walked to the Club Zagreb. His deceptively placid
eyes searched the street around the Zagreb. He noticed atall man with along scar on hisface
apparently loitering casually on the steps of a house across the street from the Zagreb. He noticed
no one else of any interest.

Cranston walked into the Club Zagreb and sat casudly at atable. He noticed Altman, the FBI
man, the moment he entered. Altman was aone at atable and looking very much the denizen of
coffee houses and cafes. The FBI man gave no sign of recognition. Cranston ordered an espresso
coffee from the pretty, dark-haired waitress. The waitress brought the coffee and went away. No
one watching could have guessed that the waitress and Cranston were known to each other.
Crangton sipped his coffee for atime, and then strolled casudly back to the men'sroom. His
passive eyestook in the entire room at aglance. No one was watching him, not even Altman. He



dipped into the kitchen through the door next to the men's room.

Margo Lane, the waitress, waswaiting for him.

"Anything to report, Margo?' Cranston asked.

"The man with the scar is till acrossthe Street watching,” Margo said,

"l saw him."

"The FBI man, Altman, has been outside drinking coffee al morning,” Margo said. "No one
notices him, he's been in the club regularly in the mornings for weeks."

"He'saclever agent,” Cranston said. "'If anyone comes here who knows Pavlic is dead, he
would have been noticed if he didn't show up thismorning after establishing himsdf asaregular
customer.”

"I'm not sure | would have though of that,” Margo said. "Y ou haveto think of everythingin
hiswork," Crangton said. "Anything else?'

"The other two, the men in raincoats, don't seem to be still around,” Margo said. "They
haven't appeared al morning for thefirst timein weeks."

Crangton thought of the black car that could have been following him. Possibly the two
raincoat men had changed their watching from adead Pavlic to alive Cranston. Which would
mean that they knew both that Pavlic was dead, and that Cranston was involved in the affair.
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Another possible explanation was that the two men in the raincoats had no need to watch the
Club Zagreb any more. Perhaps they had killed Pavlic and had whatever it was they had wanted!
"I've talked to the countermen and the other waitresses," Margo continued, "and they all
confirm that Pavlic went away quite often for days a atime. He vanished more in the summer
than in the winter, and he went away more frequently this summer than he did last summer."
"They're sure?'

"Yes, Lamont,” Margo said, "and they dl think he had some other source of income than this
club. I managed to see one of his bankbooks with about ten thousand in it, and | think there are
other bank accounts. The people here think Pavlic was working for someone, and they all say he
seemed nervous lately.”

"That would tie in with Helga's story about Pavlic talking about atrip, perhaps South

America" Crangton said.

"Some of the employees here think that Helgawasin on whatever Pavlic was doing,” Margo
added.

Cranston nodded. " She could have been lying, she's been with him through alot of countries
for along time. It would have been hard for him to hide al his activitiesfrom her."

"Perhaps she plansto pick up where Pavlic |eft off, Lamont,” Margo said.

"That's possible,” Cranston said. "And she's on her way to Sea Gate right now. | think, Margo,
the answers are down there somewhere. It'sfairly obviousthat Pavlic was not just taking a stroll
on that highway. | think my next step isto go down there. | want you to stay here until | contact
you through Burbank. People are still watching this place, something important could happen.”
"All right, Lamont,” Margo said.

"Good. Now show me the secret exit Pavlic used.”

Margo led Cranston through the kitchen into a smal back room. From the back room a door
led into a storeroom filled with the restaurant's supplies. Margo pushed aside a stack of
cardboard boxes that al but reached the ceiling. The wall behind the boxes appeared to be a
norma wall until Cranston looked closdly. Thetell-tale outline of a secret door was clearly
visible. There was no door knob, but asmall holewas drilled in the door.

"Areyou sure no one esein the Zagreb knows about this door?* Cranston said.

"Not that | can find out,” Margo said. "I don't think Helga knew, but it's hard to be certain.”
"The door isnot too well fitted into thewall."

"No, but these boxes are dwaysin front of it,” Margo explained. "They tell methat Pavlic



usually kept the storeroom locked, and brought the supplies out himsalf. They know because
they al resented what looked like distrust of them."

"All right, Margo, you better get back before you're missed,” Cranston said.

"Theres asmal wedge-type lock down at the bottom, and you open the door by fitting this
cargo hook into the hole," Margo said.

Cranston nodded and smiled at his confidential secretary as she left. When Margo had gone,
Cranston made a quick but thorough search of the storeroom. He found nothing but the supplies
for the restaurant. He took up the hook, released the wedge lock, and fitted the hook into the
hole. The door opened eadily.

Crangton found himsdlf in another room. A very smal room. The exit from thisroomwasin

the left wall. Obvioudy the door in the left wall led into another building. Cranston went through
the door and found a set of stairsleading down. In the cellar of the building next to the Club
Zagreb there was an exit up into the areaway. Cranston crossed the areaway and went down into
the cdllar of the building on Seventy-fifth street behind the Club Zagreb.
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When Crangton emerged from the building into Seventy-fifth Street he found himself directly
acrossthe street from where Stanley sat in the limousine. He aso saw the man with the scarface.
The scarfaced man stood across the street, some twenty yards away from the limousine. The
man was watching Lamont Cranston, and the limousine. The man made no move-- he just stood
there and watched.

Crangton crossed the street toward his limousine. Heimperceptibly lowered hisleft shoulder a
fraction of an inch to give himsdf the necessary room and angle for aquick draw of his .45
automatic from its shoulder holster beneath hiswell-cut suit. Hisface betrayed nothing, but
beneath his hawklike features his mind was working rapidly. How had the scarface known about
the secret exit? Or that Cranston would use it?

He reached the limousine without anything happening, the scarfaced man had not flickered an
eyelash. In the seat, Cranston leaned forward.

"Drive ahead, Stanley, but watch that man there with the scarface,” Cranston said softly.

"How long has he been there?!

"Only acouple of minutes, boss" Stanley said. "I had my eyeson him."

Crangton smiled. Behind the whed Stanley held a short ugly-looking .38 pistal. It wasthe

pistol Stanley kept clipped beneath the dashboard at al times. Stanley had been a policeman
once, and he knew the value of precautions, in addition to the .38 under the dashboard, and the
autométic he carried, Stanley a so kept another automatic in the glove compartment. That was
primarily for anyone who surprised him to find. Once an enemy has found the one gun, herarely
thought of looking for another gun benegath the dashboard.

"All right, Stanley,” Crangton said. "Drive dowly, and turn uptown on Amsterdam. Keep

going dowly for afew blocks, then make a sharp left and speed up.”

Stanley nodded. The ex-policeman turned chauffeur and secret crime-fighter for The Shadow,
deftly operated the giant car with one hand. Cranston watched the scarfaced man asthey passed.
The man made no move or sgn of recognition. Cranston held his specia mirror to look back
without turning. Just as Stanley made hissow turn & the corner of Amsterdam Avenue,
Cranston saw the scarface man step to the curb and hold asmall object before hisface. Then the
man was gone from sight as Stanley drove the limousine dowly up Amsterdam Avenue.

The black car appeared from nowhere. One second there was nothing behind Cranston's
limousine, and the next instant the black car was following. The same black car. Closer now,
Cranston recognized it as a Mercedes sedan And Cranston had the answer to how the scarfaced
man had been waiting for him. The scarface had not known about the secret exit, he had been
watching the limousine, tipped off by the people in the black car. And the scarface had tipped of f
the black car, probably with asmall two-way radio.



"Never mind the turn now, Stanley, drive straight up Amsterdam and fast,” Cranston said.

The chase continued up Amsterdam Avenue; The Mercedes now abandoned all pretense at

not following Cranston's limousine. The black car raced in pursuit of Cranston. He doubted that
the black car could catch the limousine, which had a special motor, in an open chase, but this
chase was on acity street. Cranston leaned forward again.

"Go three more blocks, Stanley, and then make the sharp I €ft. I'll drop out. If they catch you
play innocent. | want a better look at whoever isin that car, but | don't want them to catch me."
"Right, Boss," Stanley said.

The limousine raced up Amsterdam Avenue. With a sharp screech of tires againgt the asphdlt,
Stanley wrenched the big car into the turn. Lamont Cranston did out and down to the street. The
limousine was moving at high speed, but Cranston had learned his amazing balance and muscle
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control in the Orient, and neither fell nor broke stride as he left the speeding car and moved into
the shelter of adoorway. Hislimousine sped on down the Side Strest.

The Mercedes came squedling around the turn in hot pursuit. The driver of the Mercedes did

not see Cranston make his jump, nor was he aware of Cranston now watching the Mercedes pass.
Cranston did not recognize the driver of the Mercedes. He did not recognize the occupant in the
back who was |eaning forward and urging the driver to greater speed. The person in the back seat
was unknown to Cranston, but the person was awoman! A very beautiful woman.

The Mercedes vanished down the street and around the turn on West End Avenuein pursuit

of Stanley. Cranston smiled, he did not think the Mercedes would catch Stanley. He stepped
from his doorway to find ataxi. It was amistake. Cranston had forgotten the scarfaced man for
aningant. A taxi siopped twenty feet from Cranston. The man got out. He had obvioudy been
following both the M ercedes and Cranston's limousine, and had recognized Cranston when
Crangton left his doorway.

As Lamont Cranston he did not want to meet or to the scarfaced man. But the Shadow was
more than interested in the man who now came toward Cranston with his hand in his pocket and
no expression & al on hisL Cranston turned and ran into the nearest building. feigned greet
panic to draw the scarfaced man on. the building he ran down into the darkness of the cellar. He
could hear the hurrying footsteps of the scarfaced above him.

The scarfaced man came down the cellar sairs cautioudy. Now the man held along, ugly

Luger in hishand. At each step down the man with the scar stopped to and listen. The man knew
hiswork. When he reached last step and stood in the dark of the cellar itself, the man froze.
Acrossthe dimness of the cellar alarge shadow had moved. The man pointed his Luger.

The Shadow's laugh was low and mocking.

"What good isagun againgt shadows, my friend,” The Shadow mocked, unseen in the

darkness of the cdllar.

The scarfaced man said nothing. He stood there, Luger pointed and ready. He did not move or
speak show any fear. He began to move toward the sound The Shadow's voice.

"Who are you?' The Shadow asked. "Why do you want Lamont Cranston?"

The man stopped. His eyes had narrowed, and suddenly he turned toward the stairs and the
door at the top. With what appeared to be no more than a movement of the light and shadow of
the cellar, The Shadow seemed to float and stood barring the man'sway. Now, in astray ray of
light from above, The Shadow's piercing eyes bored into the scar-faced man. But the man il
neither spoke nor showed any sign of fear. The Luger fired,

A bullet dammed into the wall an inch from The Shadow, Chips of concrete flew. Before The
Shadow could make another move, the scarfaced man turned and raced for asmall, high window
at therear of the cdlar. With powerful muscles the man legped, caught the window sill, hauled
himsalf up and through, and was gone. Beneath the window The Shadow stood looking up. The
scarfaced man was more than professional, he was an expert. Never once had man spoken, or



shown fear of The Shadow, and al the time the man had known how he would escape from the
cdlar if necessary.

Two minutes later, Lamont Crangton did cautioudy from the building and walked quickly

away up the street toward Broadway. He watched carefully for the scarfaced man. A man as
expert asthat might easly still bewaiting for hisorigina quarry, Lamont Cranston. But

Cranston saw no sign of hisrecent pursuer, and hailed ataxi after carefully alowing four empty
taxisto pass by. Inthetaxi Cranston sat back to think about the man with the scar.
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The sllence of the man puzzled him. It was rare that someone confronted by The Shadow did
not ask, "Who isthere?" It was rare for anyone not to question the voice that seemed to come
from nowhere. This man had neither spoken nor been frightened in any way. He had not even
asked what had happened to Cranston. The window probably answered that. The man had seen
the window and probably assumed that Cranston had |eft the cellar through it.

Crangton left the taxi ablock from histown house. When he was certain that he was not being
followed, he entered his house. He quickly packed a bag, and went down to the private garage
benesth the house and strode to his smdll, black, custom-built Jaguar. The heavy throb of the
supercharged engine soon filled the garage. Cranston picked up his special car telephone.
"Burbank? | will be staying at The Beach City House hotel for the next few days. If | am not
there, | will bein touch.”

"Very good, sr," the voice of Burbank said from the secret room in the Park Avenue office
building. "Margo Lane reportsthat thereis now no one watching the Club Zagreb."

"I'm not surprised,” Cranston said drily.

After he hung up, Cranston pressed a button on the dashboard of the Jaguar. The garage doors
did smoothly open and the small Jaguar eased into the street. The garage doors closed behind
Cransgton, and soon he was across the city, through the Lincoln Tunnel, and moving rapidly
across the desolate wastes of the Jersey Flats on hisway to Beach City. As he drove, Cranston's
face became the face of The Shadow. The Shadow had much to think about.

The Shadow had made a mistake. He redlized that now. He had underestimated the man with
the scarface. The man had acted too fast, too unexpectedly, and now whoever had sent the
scarfaced man knew that The Shadow was in the case. They knew that The Shadow was after
them, and The Shadow did not know who they were. All he knew was that there was awoman, a
man with ascar, and ablack Mercedes interested in Lamont Cranston. And that the answer
amogt certainly wasto befound in Sea Gate.

His hawklike fegtures set grimly, Lamont Cranston drove the small Jaguar down the wide
turnpike toward City arid Sea Gate where Anton Pavlic had died.

6

LAMONT CRANSTON ate agood breakfast in the dining of The Beach City House before he went
to Beach City Police Headquarters to meet Detective Joe Cardona. There had been no message at
hishotel from FBI man Paul Altman. Detective Cardonawasin the office of Beach City

Detective Lieutenant James LaPine. Neither detective was happy to see Cranston.

"The Commissioner fedls| know more peoplein the case,” Cranston explained. "I knew one

of the dead men. Hethinks | can be of help, and I'm glad to help.”

Cranston smiled benignly, the picture of awedthy amateur delighted to be of help to the

police. Detective Cardona, astocky, swarthy man, seemed unimpressed. Lieutenant LaPine was
more than unimpressed, he was annoyed.

"The Commissioner isthrowing ahell of alot of weight,” LaPinesaid. "First he wantsusto
investigate amurder that asfar as we know isn't even amurder, then we get you.”



"l won't get in your way, Lieutenant,” Cranston said, "and both the Commissioner and | think
that an accident too convenient.”
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"Well, the chief says| haveto at least look into it,” he said. "The police down at Sea Gate are
going to beangry.”

"Y ou do have thejurisdiction?' Cranston said.

"We do, but they're awfully touchy down there," LaPine said. "It'sarich community, and they
don't like Beach City. Still, I'll giveit agood look."

Detective Cardona nodded. "And Cranston's helped us before, he might be useful,” Cardona
sad grudgingly.

"Then let's get Sarted,” LaPine said, standing up.

LaPine and Cardona drove the few milesto Sea Gate in LaPine's police car. Cranston

followed in his Jaguar. The powerful little car had to be held down to keep behind the police car.
Thetrip was beautiful. All dong Cape Ambrose Highway the houses were large and well tended.
The smdller beach houses and new devel opments were al down nearer the sea on aback road.
Treeslined the highway, and the lawns of the houses glistened green in the August morning sun.
The day was hot, but there was a pleasant breeze from the sea.

The tree-shaded streets of Sea Gate were crowded with vacationers. There was the usua
seadide activity at the Sea Gate Marina. Far out on the placid sheltered bay that was protected
from the open sea here by along, low series of sand isands, there was alarge, sea-going yacht.
When LaPine and Cranston had parked, and walked together with Cardonainto the Police
Station of Sea Gate, Sergeant Morgan of the Sea Gate Police was waiting for them. He ushered
them into his office and closed the door.

Morgan wasted no time. The small, red-faced sergeant did not even sit down ashe glared at
LaPine

"It was ahit-and-run, plain and as smple asthe nose on your face, LaPine," Morgan said. "If
you've got anything that proves different, trot it out now!"

"Commissioner Weston in New Y ork saysalot of people were after this Pavlic or Jonson
down here," Lieutenant LaPine said.

"Every guy who gets hit and killed had enemies, LaPine," Morgan said. "'l could probably

make murder out of al of them if | started looking for people who wanted aguy dead.”

"How are you doing on the hit-and-run?" Cardona askd.

Morgan reddened even more. "New Y ork cops and amateurs, too! Thisismy territory, damnit!”
"How areyou doing, Morgan?' LaPineinssted.

"We're working onit! Y ou know how many carstravel the Cape Ambrose Highway? It was
probably somelousy New Y ork car."

"Y our report said it was a hotrod according to witnesses," LaPine said. "That soundslocal to
me, Morgan."

"Okay, so werelooking!"

"Have you found out anything about what Pavlic, Jonson, was doing at that spot?’ LaPine

sad.

"He'sdead! Can | ask him?" Morgan snapped.

"New Y ork thinks he was meeting someone.”

"Maybe he was playing golf! His placeisonly on the other sde of the golf course, LaPine.
Maybe hewas out for awalk. He used to rent acar in Beach City every time he came down. The
car was still parked at his house."

"Have you checked to seeif anyone saw him that night?'

The change, the hesitation, was so dight Cranston sure that no one noticed but himself. But
Morgan hesitated, changed his manner, ever so dightly when LaPine asked the last question. It
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was the change and hesitation of aman who is prepared for a question, but who, when it comes,
cannot quite hide adight uneasiness. Morgan was uneasy. Cranston st in the office and watched
from under his half-closed eydids. Morgan was hiding something and whatever it wasit had
some connection to where Pavlic had been that night, or who he had talked to.

"Sure | have," Morgan said, completely recovered. "L ook, Jonson, or Pavlic, was aloner, you
know? He never did anything down here, he never got into any trouble, Asfar as| cantell he
never had visitors, he hardly left his house once he got there, he was just about unknown."
"Likeaman who was hiding?' Detective Cardona said

"Like aman who minded hisown business” Morgan said.

"Under andias?' LaPinesaid.

"A lot of people give phony namesin summer resorts, they want privacy," Morgan said.

"Maybe he was holding on hiswife, how do | know?"

"All right, Morgan," LaPine said. "Now why don't you tell uswhat you do know?"

Morgan shrugged. "Okay, Lieutenant. Well, Jonson, or Pavlic if that was hisright name, came
down here about a year ago. He rented a place the other side of the golf course. I've checked it. It
wasfurnished, asfar as| cantell he brought practically nothing of his own down. He came out
summer and winter, he dayed. . ."

"lsn't it unusua for people to cometo aresort in winter, Sergeant?’ Cranston asked.

"A little," Morgan admitted, "but alot of people do. He came out more in summer, but he was
out once amonth regular. He stayed by himsdf. He never went out, he was with no one. All |
ever heard about him was that sometimes he played loud music, the rock-and-roll kind, at night.
The neighbors complained.”

" wonder why he camedown at dl?' Cranston said.

"Maybe he hated people,” Morgan said.

"Possibly,” Cranston said, "but possibly he only went out night.”

Againit seemed asif Morgan hestated. The small sergeant began to pace the office. His
annoyance was again very obviousto everyonein the room.

"| check the taverns on my rounds,” Morgan said. "I don't remember seeing Jonson.”

Crangton studied the small sergeant and thought about the picture M organ was painting of

Anton Pavlic, dias Jonson. A man who came to asummer resort regularly summer and winter. A
man who never went anywhere, knew no one, had no visitors, was not seen in the bars at night.
A man who rented a car, but who had died on away at alonely spot without having driven to the
spot. And Sergeant Morgan knew something about Pavlic that the sergeant had some reason for
keeping secret.

While LaPine continued his routine checking of Morgan'sinvestigation, Crangton sat in

slence, his hawklike face expressionless, and thought about what Morgan could be hiding. He
remembered what The Shadow had seen through the window of the Police Station on the night of
Pavlic's death. Morgan had taken something from the effects of the dead man and had put
whatever it was into his pocket. Morgan had been careful not to be seen. Whatever that had been,
it seemed to have been some object that related to what Pavlic had done down here, or who he
had known. Cranston remembered the heart-shaped watch charm The Shadow had found at the
death scene. But the charm had been duly listed among the evidence and effectsin the report
Morgan had made to Beach City.

"Did you ever notice anyone watching his place?' Detective Cardonawas asking Morgan as
Crangton listened again.

"No," Morgan said, "at least not until today.”
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"Today?' Crangton said.

"Yeh," Morgan said. "l figured it was only some more out-of-town snoopers, we've got

enough of those.”



"Can you describe them?' Cranston said.

"Yeh. Onewasatal guy with ascar on hisface, and the other was a smallish guy, good-
looking likeakid."

The last man described was FBI agent Altman, Cram guessed. The description more-or-less
fitted, and Altman would be in some degree of disguise. The scarface was only too familiar to
Crangton. In dl probability, Altman was watching not Pavlic's house but the scarfaced man.
Cranston suspected that Altman had followed the scarfaced man, the FBI man had few other
leads. From the readiness with which Morgan described the scarfaced man, Cranston sure that
whatever Morgan was hiding had nothing to do with the people who had been watching Pavlicin
New York. Wasit possble that the watching, and the death, were not connected? Cranston had a
peculiar fegling-- perhapsit had been an accident?

No, that was still too much coincidence. It was murder made to look like an accident,

Cranston was sure of that, and he had a shrewd suspicion that Morgan was not actudly
convinced that the death was an accident, either. But wasit possible that the murder, and the
obviousinterest in Pavlic, were not connected. Pavlic was dead, but the pieces who had been
watching him were still watching. Somehow the piecesdid not quitefit. If the scarfaced man had
involved in the deeth, would he sill be so openly watching? Or wasit that the killer or killers,
were sure no one suspected it was not an accident?

What about that watch charm you found at the scene?' LaPine said to Morgan.

"What about it? In thefirgt placeit may not have any connection to the accident at dl, it could
have been dropped any passing car. Second, wasit Pavlic's or maybethekiller's? All | could do
wasligtitin my story to thelocal paper. maybe someone will recognizeit and tell us”

"Pavlic wasn't wearing a pocket watch, was he?' Cardona said.

No," Morgan said. "Look, I'm doing al | can. I'm looking for the car, it should have blood on
itif it hasn't been cleaned. If it was cleaned, there ought to be visible damage. I'm checking al
thelocd garages, okay? The watch charm is described in the paper, and my men are asking
around out it. Why the devil don't you al go home and let me do my job? It'sa simple hit-and-
run, and I'm tired of so many people asking so many stupid questiond!”

"Takeit easy, Morgan,”" LaPinesad.

"L ook, Lieutenant, we even ran an autopsy because you asked usto. Y ou know what it
showed? Jonson, or Pavlic, died of injuries and a heart attack probably brought on by the
injuries”

"Heart attack?' Cranston said quickly.

"That'sright. The Doc couldn't say what killed him first. Theinjurieswould have been

enough. The coronary would have been enough. Probably the injuries brought on the coronary,
okay?'

"Isthat usud?'

"l wouldn't know," Morgan said. "So he had abad heart. All | know isthat I'm sick of

everyone asking questions. You al arethe last straw!™

Cranston was thinking about the heart attack. Helga Pavlic had made no mention of abad

heart. But, then, a heart attack would come on without prior history. And Morgan wasright, fear
could have. . . Cranston stopped in mid thought. He seemed to hear Morgan'slast words again.
Cranston opened his hooded eyes and looked at Morgan.
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"Everyone asking questions?' Cranston said. "Who e se has been asking questions?”

"Wadll, first there was this report from New Y ork," Morgan said. "His card said hisname

was Chalmers, and he wanted to know al about Pavlic's habits. | threw him out.”

"Who else?' Crangton said.

"Two guyswho claimed they were old friends and wanted to clam his effects, keys, dl that.

The funny part was he didn't have any keys, and | told them. They seemed mighty annoyed about



thet."

"Can you describe them?"

"The last two? Sure, they were medium height, dark, sort of foreign accents so | guessthey
were Pavlic's friends. Funny thing, they both wore raincoats and it was sunny and dmost ninety
degrees."

Morgan's description explained why the two men in raincoats had not been watching the Club
Zagreb. They had been down here and they were looking for something. They had accents. It
began to look very much like some of Pavlic's old friends had caught up with him. Cranston hed
agood ideawhat kind of "friends’ they would have been.

"What about the reporter?' Cranston said.

Morgan's description of the supposed reporter made Cranston Sit up very straight in hischair.
The description fitted a man Cranston had met only yesterday-- the muscular male secretary of
Count I stavan Papescu! Cranston could not be absolutely sure, but Morgan's description of the
man was very much like Arnold. It wasthefirst hint that Papescu and Liberation Front might be
more involved than they wanted to admit. Cranston was digesting this piece of very important
news, when Morgan unknowingly gave him even more vita news.

"Those last two must have been foreigners, or damned stupid,” Morgan said. "They should

have known avictim's effects go to the next of kin."

"That would bethewife?' LaPine said.

"Sure, name of Helga Pavlic according to his papers. We contacted her, and she getsit dl, if
she ever shows take the body. Weve dill got it on ice. She was supposed to be here yesterday,
damnit.”

Cranston could not show his surprise. He, of course, was not supposed to have contacted
HelgaPavlic. But he was surprised. Helga Pavlic had never arrived in Sea Gate. Somewhere
between Pennsylvania Station and Sea Gate the woman had been stopped. Detective Joe Cardona
did not have hide his surprise.

'She never showed up?' Cardona said. "When we talked her yesterday, she said shewas
taking amorning train down."

"If she started yesterday, she must be waking," Morgan said.

"Perhaps Commissioner Weston knows something about the woman,” Cranston said. "I better
cdl him."

Cranston left the room. It was not the Commissioner he wanted to call, but that was agood
enough excuse. They would not be surprised that he wanted to talk to the Commissioner in
private. He went to the booth of apay phone that stood in the public corridor. The number he
dialed was that of the Club Zagreb. There was no time to go through Burbank. When Margo
came to the telephone he asked about Helga Pavlic.

"Lamont,” Margo said at the other end, ""she hasn't come back. We haven't heard from her. Is
something wrong?"

"I'm afraid s0," Crangton said. "It looks very much like someoneis holding her, Margo.”

"Or perhaps she'sjust run away," Margo pointed out.
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Cranston nodded to himself in the booth. Margo was avery bright woman. It wasindeed possible
that Helga Pavlic was more involved than she had pretended, and had taken her chanceto run
away, scared by her experience with The Shadow.

"That could be, Margo. Y ou contact Burbank if anything happens.”

Cranston hung up and dided anew number. It was the phone number of his closefriend, and
associate of the Shadow, Clyde Burke the reporter. His conversation with Burke was brief. Burke
knew of no New Y ork reporter named Chalmers, although the description could have fitted afew
men Burke knew. Cranston thanked Burke, and strode into Morgan's office. As Cranston came
in, Morgan wastaking on hisinteroffice telephone. The small sergeant'sface wasonelarge



smile of triumph. Morgan put down the telephone and leaned back in his chair. His grin widened
until it wasadmost alaugh.

"Well, wdll, al you masterminds,” Morgan said, and then he did laugh. "Murder and

internationd intrigue, eh? Well, gentlemen, | can now tell you that the caseis solved. Andit'sa
ample hit-and-run!"

Sergeant Morgan laughed again, leaned back, and when there was aknock on his office door, he
jumped to hisfeet.

"Bring her in!" Morgan called.

The office girl opened and a patrolman came in with ayoung girl. The girl was smdl and very
pretty. Her hair waslong, and loose, and pure gold in the sunlight through Morgan's window.

Her featureswere smal and regular. She did not seem more than seventeen, but she had the body
of awoman. She stood bes de the policeman. Morgan grinned at Cranston, Cardonaand LaPine.
"Gentlemen, meet Shirley Anders," Morgan said. " She hasa story. Shirley Anders, you know?
SA. Thewatch charm?"'

Morgan laughed again asthey dl turned to look at the girl.

7

SHIRLEY ANDERS had been crying. Tears stained her cheeks, and lingered in the corners of her
eyes. They were widest blue eyes Lamont Cranston had ever seen. They were now frightened
eyes. The girl's eyeswere dark where her mascara had run with her tears. Shelooked asif she
would cry again any second.

"Shirley," Morgan said, "1'd like you to meet three very smart men from the big cities.”

The girl nodded shyly. "I'm pleased to meet you."

The girl's voice was soft and low. It was ashy voice, frightened now, but it seemed avoice

that was aways shy. The girl seemed to almost shake where she stood beside the policeman. She
was obvioudy nervous, even distraught as she stood therein Morgan's office.

"Sit down, Shirley,” Morgan said, "and don't be nervous, you had to come and tell us. It'll be

dl right."

The girl sat down, and Cranston watched her from behind hisimpassive eyes. He redized that
shewastdler than he had thought. She was not abig girl, but it was more her shy naivete that
made her appear to bea"little" girl. Her dresswas pale blue and reserved, unlike many young
girls Cranston saw these days. She sat with her legs chastely together, the wide skirt of the blue
dress covering her knees.
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"If you have information about the accident, Miss Anders,” Cranston said gently, "you have to
tell the police.”

The girl nodded. "I know," she said.

"Tdl them, Shirley,” Morgan said. "From the start.”" The girl hesitated. She turned to look at
Sergeant Morgan asif she wanted him to tell the story. Her blue eyes were pleading. She did not
want to repesat her story. For amoment it gppeared that she might start to cry again. Then she
took a deep breath.

"l saw it in the paper,” Shirley Anders said. "The charm, | mean. It was mine, you know? |
gaveit to Buddy over ayear ago. When you go steady you have to give aboy thing, so | gave
him my charm. He dways carried it with him. Sometimes he hung it on the windshield. | mean
above thewindshidld, in his'rod," | mean hiscar, you know? | mean when | read in the paper,
ad.."

LaPine leaned toward the girl. "Y ou're saying that you recognized the heart-shaped charm
with your initids. Y ou gave it to some boy over ayear ago. He hasa'hotrod?"



The girl nodded.

"Buddy Masters," Morgan said. "He's akid about eighteen, lives down onthebeachina
development just about half amile from where Pavlic was run down.”

Shirley Anders began to cry. She burgt into tears, suddenly and without warning. Her blue
eyes streamed tearsin an ingtant.

"Buddy's anice boy! He never did anything wrong, never. We broke up, he hates me, but he's
anice boy!"

"Easy, Miss Anders," LaPine soothed. "We have to know the facts, aman is dead.”

Thegirl dried her eyeswith atiny handkerchief. "I'm sorry.”

"What about it, Morgan?' LaPine said. "This Masters boy ever in any trouble?!

"No, hesapretty steady kid," Morgan said. "Only they al drive those damned hotrods too
fedt."

Cranston was perplexed. His hawklike face watched the girl intently. Hewas as sureas he
could be that the death of Anton Pavlic was not an accident, and yet Pavlic been hit by acar, a
"hotrod" from the description of the Bolgerswho had heard the car. How did an eighteen-year
old boy fit into a case that appeared to involve international organizations and perhaps even the
secret police of some nations? Where did Buddy Mastersfit into the long and sordid career of
Anton Pavlic?

"Go on, Miss Anders. Y ou read about your watch-charm in the newspaper,” Cranston said.
"You'resureit wasyours?'

The girl nodded, her eyes dry again, the crying stop as quickly asit had sarted.

"We showed it to her outside,” Morgan said.

"Itsmine" Shirley Anderssaid. "'l never gave it to one except Buddy. He dways had it with
him before we broke up. | read about it, and | knew you'd find out, and | didn't know whét to do.
| mean, | know Buddy wouldn't do anything bad, but I . ."

"Y ou say you broke up?' Cranston said. "Why was that?"

Thegirl shrugged. "He got jedlous, he said | had another steady, but | hadn't. | don't know, |
just didn't want to go steady, | guess. | mean | dated some boys, you know? | guess we were just
too young."

"Tdl them therest, Shirley,” Morgan said.

"Well, likel said, | saw it in the paper, about my charm,” Shirley Anderswent on. "'l was

awful scared. | mean, it's bad to hit someone and then run away, isn't it? And | remembered |
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hadnit seen Buddy driving the car al yesterday, you know? He's got a beatiful little roadgter, dll
stripped down and chromed, even the carburetors. It makes alot of noise, but it's abeautiful little

"Tdl them what you found, Shirley," Morgan prompted, bringing the girl back to the point.

"Oh, well, like |l said, | hadn't seen Buddy driving car, and when | read about the accident and
my charm, | got scared,” the girl said, and stopped. Her wide eyes looked from faceto facein the
slent office. "So | went to look at the car. It wasin Mr. Master's garage, which was because
Buddy keepsit out behind the house under canvas most of thetime. Y ou see, he likesto work on
it, and it's easier to work when he just hasto take off the canvas and it doesn't matter how much
messhe.."

"You looked at the car,” LaPine said.

"What? Oh, yes" thegirl said. "l ... I ... it had dentsinfront, a big scratch on the bumper.

The bumper's chrome, too, and it had this big scratch. There were dents and scratches al over.
And therewere. . stains, you know? Kind of dark stains.”

Morgan al but grinned with triumph. Detective Cardonawas studying hisfingernailswith

great interest asif he did not want to look at Morgan. Lieutenant LaPine was sSwearing very low
and soft to himsdlf, and glaring at Cardona and Cranston. Lamont Cranston was wondering about



apuzzling point-- theway the girl told that the car was hidden, but only in agarage. The car,
obvioudy battered, had been placed out of sight, but not actually abandoned or redly hidden! If
the boy, Buddy Masters, had killed Pavlic, it would have been more normdl to redly dispose of
the car. If the boy hadn't hit Pavlic, why hidethe car a al? the boy wasinnocent, why hadn't the
car been turned over to the police?

"Do you think Buddy wasin the accident?' Cranston said to Shirley Anders.

The girl was near tearsagain. "l don't know. | mean, | saw the dentsand dl, and it wasthe
charm | gave Buddy, well .. . | meanit'sbetter if | tell you than if you find out isn't it? Better for
Buddy, | mean? Maybe it wasn't Buddy, and you'd find out about my charm, and then hed in redl
bad trouble, and . ."

Thegirl trailed off, her confusion evident in her voice manner. Her eyes pleaded with them al

to tell her that she had doneright. Sergeant Morgan went to her. The small policeman put his
hand on her thin shoulder. He smiled down at her. Hishand on her shoulder patted her
resssuringly.

Youdidright, Shirley,” Morgan said.

Thegirl looked up. "I mean, he didn't mean to kill Mr. Jonsin, | know that. Y ou believe that,
now thet | told?"

"Of course, Shirley," Morgan soothed. "Tel usthe rest. Where was Buddy that night?"

"Weall went on abeach party,” Shirley Anderssaid. "It was on the beach near the golf course.
Wewere dl the boys and Buddy and dl the hotrods. We had afire, and we went swimming, and
some of the boysraced their rods. There was this storm coming, you know, so alot of the girls
went under the houses with the boys. Buddy wanted me to go with him, but | wouldn't. | mean,
we'd broken up, you know?"

Thegirl looked at al of them to seeif they understood why she couldn't go under ahouse with
Buddy. They nodded. Morgan waved her to go on.

"It made me fed bad, Buddy asking meand dl, so | just took awak and went swimming and sat
around thefire. | didn't see Buddy until later. He was with another girl then. | wish I'd gone with
him, maybe this would never have happened! He was probably so mad he just went racing down
the highway!"
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"For how long didn't you see him?" Morgan asked.

"I don't know, maybe an hour or s0."

"At what timewasthis?'

"Just before the storm. Maybe about nine-thirty to ten-thirty. | got home about eleven that night.

| felt bad about Buddy so | went home."

Morgan's triumph was now complete. The timefitted the death of Pavlic exactly. The smadll
sergeant beamed at LaPine and Cardona. Lieutenant LaPine seemed reluctant admit it, but he
seemed convinced. Even Cardona nodded to show that he thought that it looked bad for Buddy
Masters. Cranston was thinking about the car in the Masters garage. Some car had hit Pavlic,
and it sounded asif thiswere the car, but he till did not believe that the desth of Pavlie had been
an accident. Thisleft him with an elghteen year old boy as the murderer of aman as experienced
in danger and intrigue as Pavlic. It was hard to accept. Perhaps LaPine was having smilar
doubts. It was the Beach City detective who said what Cranston was thinking.

"We better go out and talk to the boy."

The way to Buddy Masters house led past the golf course and the fatal gateway. Sergeant
Morgan took Shirley Andersin his car. Cardonaand LaPine followed in the lieutenant's police
car. Cranston brought up the rear in his Jaguar. Cape Ambrose Highway curved and twisted
between the tal rows of trees and the elegant houses and front lawns. The golf club was open,
itsrolling greens and fairways bright in the sun. The stone gateway seemed an innocent spot in
the sunlight. Cranston studied the countryside as he drove behind LaPings car.



Cape Ambrose Highway itsalf curved directly past the golf club. On either side of the open
areaof the golf course, roads led from the highway down to the beachfront areas. Therewasa
back road in the distance on the far of the golf course. This back road ran aong the beach the
sea. There were houses on both roads that led from highway to the beach road. The houses
tended to be large near the highway, and became smaller and closer together asthe side roads
neared the beach road. On the beach road itsdlf there were many clusters of small cottage
communities.

The house Anton Pavlic had rented was on the side road nearest to Sea Gate, the side road

that was passed before reaching the golf club and the fatal gateway. Acrossthe courseit would
have been ardatively short walk. In fact, by crossing the golf course, the gateway could have
been reached from either side road, or the beach road, in a short time. The trip around by road
would have been considerably longer. Cranston noted al this as he drove past the golf course,
and he noted the only house near the death scene-- Ezra Bolger'slarge, tree-shaded home.
Once past the gateway into the golf club, Morgan's car turned off down the side road that led
past the golf course on the other side of the gateway from Sea Gate. LaPine and Cranston
followed. On this sde road the houses were also large and set back from the road on the section
of road nearest the highway. Cranston noted that there was no fence between this side road and
the golf course. Therewas only athick hedge easily passed through by anyone wanting to walk
out on, or across, the golf course. As he drove on after LaPine and Morgan, Cranston saw the
houses on the side road change to the smdller, cottage-like communities. Morgan turned onto the
beach road and stopped before a cluster of cottages only afew yards from the sea. The nameson
the two mailboxes nearest to Morgan's car were Masters and Anders.

There were eight small cottages set in arow between the beach and the beach road. Each

cottage had a garage behind it. The cottages were neat and well-kept, gardens of flowers around
them. There was an open yard behind each house. In the driveway of the Mastersthere was aten-
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year-old Ford sedan. Morgan and Anders got out of the sergeant's car. LaPine and Cardona
followed. They al waked up the driveway to the door of the Masters house. Before he followed,
Cranston saw aface garing out of the window of the Anders house. Aimost immediately the
door of the Anders house opened and a short, stocky man came out. The stocky man walked
rapidly to the Masters house and went in after Morgan and the girl. LaPine was opening the
garage door. Crangton left his Jaguar and went into the Masters house.

The scenein the living room of the small cottage was not what Cranston had expected. A tal,
dender man stood with his arm around the shoulder of athin boy. A dark-haired woman sat
sobbing in achair. Shirley Anders stood crying. Morgan and Cardona were looking at the stocky
man who had come from the Anders house next door. It was the stocky man who wastaking. He
was angry. Hewas not angry at the police.

"You! Youmust tell them?" the stocky man said. He was shouting at the girl, Shirley Anders.
"How could you do this? My own daughter! We have not suffered enough?”

The girl sobbed. "They would have found out, | didn't know what to do! | was so afraid! |
thought. . . | mean. . . itwasbetterif I ...told...and..."

Thetdl, dender man spoke. "Thegirl isright. We could not hide it. We should havetold

them oursdves. Thegirl isright, Peter.”

LaPine cameinto the room. "The car'sthere. It's been in an accident.”

Crangton watched as the anger dowly drained from the face of the stocky man. The stocky

man, Peter Anders, sat down heavily.

"Perhaps you areright, Michagl. We could not hide it much longer,” Peter Anders said.

Crangton estimated that the two men werein their early fifties. They were both dark. Peter
Anders, the stocky man, had lost two fingers on hisleft hand. The tal man, Michael Magters, had



deep scars on hisface. The boy, Buddy Masters, was ayounger copy of hisfather-- athin, dark
boy. The sobbing woman was the mother of

boy. Cranston did not know, but he guessed, that there no Mrs. Anders, that the girl had no
mother. It was clear that Shirley was the most important personin Anders life. It wastherein the
way the stocky man looked at the girl, in the anger he had shown at what seemed like her
betraya.

"My son did not kill Pavlic, Sergeant Morgan," Michael Masters said, "'but we should have
reported the car.”

"Now yourein rea trouble” Morgan said. " Suppressing evidenceisafeony.”

"We wanted timeto think," Peter Anders said. "We have not touched the car. It is as the boy
brought it home."

Unobtrusive in acorner, Cranston listened to the way the men dways said, we. Asif they
thought of themsalvestogether. Or asif they were both members of some larger group. But it
was not that aone that Cranston heard. It was their voices. Both Masters and Anders had foreign
accents. The same accent. Their accents did not fit their names. Cranston's keen ear and
knowledge of languages told him that the two men had accents from Eastern Europe, probably
Poland or Russia. The accents of Masters and Anders would have been much morefitting for a
man named Pavlic!

"We werewrong to hide the car, yes," Michad Masters said, "but my son haskilled no one.
The car was stolen that night. Someone took my son's car to kill thisPavlic.”

"That'savery interesting story," Morgan said. "How'd car get back here? Maybe it waked?

Or droveitsdf?"

K%}

Buddy Masters had been silent all thistime. Cranston had been watching the boy, he had

samply stood sllent beside hisfather asif accustomed to letting the older men tak. From timeto
time the boy had glanced at Shirley Anders. It was obvious that not only did the boy not hold a
grudge againgt the girl for telling, but that he ill loved her. Now the boy spoke out suddenly.
"They brought it back, Sergeant,” Buddy Masters said. "We were on this beach party. You
know, swimming, play around, some of the guys racing the 'rods." Well, a storm was coming, and
the guys and girls were pairing off to go under houses and that. | asked Shirl, but she wouldn't
comewith me. So | went for aswim and awalk. | must have walked past Sea Gate, you know?"
"When wasthis?' LaPine asked.

"I don't know, maybe nine-thirty, ten o'clock,” Masters said. "Anyway, | was gone awhile,

and when | got back | saw Shirl sitting by the fire and | was so mad because she turned me down
again, | made up to Peggy Bruce. | made sure Shirl saw me with Peggy. Only Shirl just went on
home so | decided to drive home myself. When | went to my car it was al banged up and the
motor was hot!"

"Y ou mean you don't even know it was actudly stolen?' Morgan snapped. "Y ou didn't even
notice it was goner™

"l ain't sure," Buddy Masters said. " Sometimes the guys just borrow each other's cars, you
know?1 don't think | saw it was gone ever, But someonedroveit.”

"How did they get the keys?' Cardona said.

"They wasin the switch, they dways are. | mean, who carries keysin abathing suit anyway?'
Morgan dmost laughed, "So dl you have asan dibi isthat you think someone borrowed your
car while you were taking aswim and along walk? | don't suppose anyone saw you?"

"If don't know, Sergeant, | didn't see anyone," Magters said. "I was so down, you know? |

mean, Shirl turning medown againand dl.”

Michagl Magters brokein. "My son came home and me what he hastold you. | did not know
what to do. In the morning we heard about the accident. | was afraid. | hid the car. | am not sure
what we will do, and dso | could not have the car repaired or someone might notice. | admit



thet."

"Wasthe heart charm in the car, Buddy?' Morgan asked.

The boy shrugged. "I don't know, maybe. | used to carry it before Shirl started acting too big

for me. Maybeit wasin the car,"

"You'renot sure?' LaPine said, surprised.

"Of courseit wasinthe car,” Peter Anders said quickly. "I remember | seeit, it hangs over the
windshidld, yes, Buddy?'

"Yes" Michael Magterssaid, "'l saw it, too. It wasin the car, Buddy."

"l guess s0," Buddy Masters said now. "Sure, it had to be, didn't it?"

Morgan was grim. "It had to be if someone €l se used the car and it turned up with Jonson's
body. Only I'm not so sureit wasin the car. | think you al better come down to the station right
now. | want statements from each of you, separately. Shirley and Mrs. Masters can stay here. I've
got the girl's Satement.”

They left Mrs. Masters comforting Shirley Anders who had begun to cry again. Cranston

again followed the other two carsinto Sea Gate. Detective Cardona had volunteered to drivein
the suspected hotrod, and brought up the rear behind Cranston's powerful Jaguar. Cranston was
not concerned for the moment with the hotrod. He was thinking of Michael Masters and Peter
Andersriding ahead with Sergeant Morgan. The two men had accentsthat did not match their
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names. And there was something €l se that seemed to nag in Cranston's mind. Something that the
two men had said or done. Something that had struck Cranston as, somehow, wrong.

Crangton could not place the thing that was wrong, and at Sea Gate Police Station Morgan set
the machinery in motion for acomplete |aboratory check of the hotrod. Then the small sergeant
took the boy and the two men into his office one at atimeto take their atements. Cardona
prepared his report for Commissioner Weston. LaPine started back for Beach City to make his
own report and to carry samplesfrom the car for detailed analysis. Lamont Cranston |eft them to
their work. He called hishotedl in Beach City, but there were no messages for him from either
Burbank or the FBI man Altman.

He strode to his Jaguar and started the powerful motor. Thatt the hotrod of Buddy Masters
wasthe car that had struck Pavlic that night, Cranston had little doubt. But he had more than a
little doubt that it had been an accident. There was still much more that he had to know about
that night. Even as the deep roar of his Jaguar faded from the streets of Sea Gate, Lamont
Cranston had once again become The Shadow.

8

EZRA BOLGER sat doneinthe parlor of hisbig house on the Cape Ambrose Highway. The distant
sound of traffic barely disturbed his dozing. The big house was slent, Bolger'swife gone

upstairs an hour ago to take her afternoon rest. Stillnessrested over the house. The only sound
was the buzzing of insects beyond the shaded windows and the low drone of the television set.
EzraBolger was watching televison. On the blue-white screen small men ran around afield

of bare earth and grass. It was abaseball game, and Bolger had settled down with a glass of cool
wine to watch. But the old man now dozed in his chair. The parlor was dim and shadowed, the
shades drawn, the shutters closed outside the windows to keep out the heat. Only the winking eye
of thetelevison lighted the semidarkness, and Bolger been lulled into ahaf deep.

The old man had been dozing for sometime, perhaps more than two innings of the bal game,
when he heard the sudden, eerie laughter. It was amocking laugh that came from nowhere,
without direction, but seemed to float in the ar of the room and be everywhere a once.
"EzraBolger?' avoice said from the deep shadows of the dim and silent room.



Bolger sat up in hischair. The old man blinked. He looked toward the televison set asif he
thought the voice and the laugh could have come from there. On the set the smal men il raced
around in pursuit of the dmost invisble bal. Thewerd laugh came again, cold and yet strong in
the dim room. Bolger searched the shadows of the room with puzzled, apprehensive eyes.
"Whoisit? What do you want?'

"Help, EzraBolger," the strange voice said. "1 need your help.”

"How do you know my name? Where are you hiding?' Bolger asked.

"l know dl, Bolger," the voice said, "and we have met before.”

As EzraBolger searched the dim room he became aware of alooming shadow. From a corner
of the room beyond the television set afigure seemed to materidize. At first the old man, Bolger,
thought he was seeing nothing more than the air itsalf moving, anilluson of dark and light. It
appeared to be no more than adark area of the room moving. Then Bolger watched it become a
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tall, cloaked figure. A figure dressed dll in black, enveloped in ablack cloak, with nothing to be
seen but two piercing eyesthat stared at Bolger from benegth ablack douch hat.

"I am called The Shadow, Bolger," The Shadow said to the old man in the chair as he towered
abovehim.

EzraBolger rubbed his eyes. Perhaps it was the motion itself, or the actua appearance of The
Shadow, but avague memory gtirred in the old man'smind. A memory of agreet batlikefigure
hovering over abody in the highway. It was al vague, unfocused in Bolger's mind. He seemed to
remember, and yet he did not remember-- it was more afedling than amemory. A memory that
had been erased leaving only an impression of amemory. Like a man with annesiawho does not
remember, and yet feels asense of memory.

"Yes, Ezra," The Shadow said, aware of the struggle to remember going on in the old man's
mind, "it was | on the highway that night, but your mind has been clouded. It ismy power."
"You?' the old man fatered. "Then | did seeyou! Y ou were there, bending over Jonson, you
EzraBolger felt weak, suddenly afraid of this dark gpparition looming before himinthedim
room. The old man began to cower. But Bolger came of the courageous old Y ankee stock that
had built the country, and the weakness passed. He sat up in the chair, hisold eyesflashing. The
same strength that had sent his ancestors out to fight the sea, had sent them surging acrossthe
country through the wilderness, steadied like sted in Bolger's eyes.

"You killed Jonson!" Bolger said. "1 knew it was no accident! Y ou killed him, and then you

did something to me and ran like a coward!"

"No, Ezra," The Shadow said softly, "I did not kill the man you cal Jonson. | am hereto find
hiskiller."

"Why you're even afraid to show your facel" Bolger cried. "Wdl, you may have killed

Jonson, but if you think you can kill me you're damned mistaken!™

"Listento me, Ezral" The Shadow said, his voice degp and urgent now.

"Ligtento you? I'll show you what I'll do to you!" Bolger was out of hischair and acrossthe

dim room in an ingtant. He moved with amazing speed for aman of hisage. Heran to thefar
corner of the room . When he turned again to face The Shadow therewas arifle hisstrong old
hands. The barrdl of the smal .22 rifle pointed directly at The Shadow. Already Bolger's finger
wastightening on the trigger,

"Stop!" The Shadow commanded.

Bolger held therifle steady. It was aimed at The Shadow's heart. Bolger's finger tightened.

But the rifle never fired. The eyes of The Shadow burned into the eyes of old man. Bolger wasa
brave man, and he did not finch. He stared into the flashing gaze of The Shadow. Thefiery
girasol glowed on The Shadow'sfinger. But the girasol was paein comparison to the eyes that
stabbed through Bolger from beneath the douch hat.



Sowly, therifle began to lower.

Bolger stood frozen, therifle pointed at the floor. The voice of The Shadow was strong and
clear dim room.

"Bolger, do you think now that | am evil?*

"No," the old man said.

"Do you fed my power?' The Shadow asked.

"Yes | fed it."

"What do you fed, Ezra?' The Shadow went on.
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"I fed ..l fed ... justice” EzraBolger said. "Yes, | fed .. justiceand good. | . . | want to
help.."

"Yes," The Shadow said. "Y ou fed the power of Justice and of retribution for those who do
evill"

The Shadow's eyes became soft, quiet. The girasol vanished insde the great black cloak. The
Shadow stepped forward and took the lowered rifle and placed it again in the corner of the room.
Bolger shook his head where stood. The old man turned to look at The Shadow. blinked for a
moment, and then he walked dowly to his chair and sat down. On the television the figureswere
dill playing their gamein the blue light. Bolger gppeared surpriseto seethe gamedill in

progress.

"How do you fed, Ezra?' The Shadow said.

Bolger turned toward The Shadow. "1 want to help.”

"The Shadow said. "Y ou said that you knew Jonson's degth was not an accident?"

"Yes," Bolger said. "I'm sure of it, but that fool Morgan won't listen. Have you seen my
Satement?"

"No, Morgan only summarized it in hisreport.”

"| thought as much. Morgan is up to something.”

"How do you know that?' The Shadow said.

"All in good time, young man,” Bolger said. "First thingsfirst. Y ou asked about why | think it
was no accident.”

Behind his cloak The Shadow smiled. The old man's natura spunk and cantankerousness was
returning rapidly. Neither fear nor awe held aman like Bolger in their grip long. The Shadow
liked the gingery old man, who had quickly forgotten both hisfright and his experience with the
power of The Shadow.

"Tel mewhat you know, then,” The Shadow said.

"Wdll, I'd say | have three good reasonsto think it was no red accident. Firg, as| told

Morgan, I'm pretty sure | heard the same car stop near the gate to the golf club afew minutes
ealier.”

"Earlier?' The Shadow said.

"Before | heard it come so fast and heard the impact when it hit Jonson,” Bolger said. "Now,

as| told Morgan, | can't swear toit, motors sound alot dike and it's at least afew hundred yards
from here, but | know | heard some car stop near the gate."

Behind his cloak The Shadow considered carefully what was Bolger was saying. He did not
recdl seeing another car that night on the Cape Ambrose Highway. So if there had been a second
car, it must have come from one of the roads just as he was sure the hotrod had. Neither car had
passed him where he had been waiting in hislimous ne after the passing car had seen him
crossing the road-- the precautionary wait that had prevented The Shadow from catching the
killer red-handed. If there been another car, it would have come from aside road the same asthe
hotrod. But Bolger was sure there been only the one car.

"Then the sequence of events as you heard them,” The Shadow said from where he stood till
haf-hiddenin dimlight, "were acar coming up and sopping at the gate. Then, afew minutes



later you heard another or the same car, roar around the curve and strike Jonson. Then the car
stopped for only amoment, and finally went off again away from Sea Gate."

"That'sit," Bolger agreed.

The Shadow pondered. "If it were the same car both times, we have someone coming up and
stopping. He probably spoke to Jonson, or Pavlic which was hisred name. Then he must have
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backed around the curve so that his motor was low, before he came back at full speed and hit
Jonson.”

"Wheat the devil was Jonson doing dl thistime?' Bolger said.

"l wonder, Ezra," The Shadow said. "Could it be that Pavlic, or Jonson, was not killed the
second time the car came, but the first time? When the car first stopped?”

Bolger seemed puzzled. "But how? He wasn't hit the second time."

"Perhaps he was killed some other way,” The Shadow said with agrim tone to his muffled

voice. "He was then propped up in the highway and run down."

Bolger shook hisgrizzled old head. "No, Morgan told me the autopsy showed nothing like

any other way hewaskilled."

"Perhaps," The Shadow said. The secret crime-fighter was thinking of the autopsy and the
report of aheart attack. But he did not mention that to Bolger. "Tell me your other reasons.”
"One of them fitsin with your theory right enough,” Bolger said. "I cant figure at al what

Jonson was doing at such an isolated spot at that hour. There was a storm brewing, but he had no
car, you see? He had walked there, and Jonson never waked. | know. He walked, and there was
astorm coming, so it looks to me he not only expected

to meet someone there, but also expected to be picked and driven away by the person.”

"Can you think who?" The Shadow said.

"No. Jonson certainly didn't know anyone around herethat | know of," Bolger said. "There

was aman my wife thinks she saw watching his place about two weeks ago, but that man wasn't
from here. A kind of tal man, with along scar on hisface."

"Before Pavlic died?' The Shadow said.

"At least two weeks," Bolger said.

"No oneese?’

"Well, no, not that | really know," Bolger said, "but I've got an idea. That's my third reason,

and it involvesthe devil out of Sergeant Morgan!"

"Y ou think it might have been Morgan he met that night?*

"No, not Morgan himsdlf," Bolger said, "he was back at Sea Gate. He could never have made

it back to the Station that fast if he had been at the scene.”

The Shadow moved across the room like agiant black ghost. He seemed to glide, asoundless
shape in the dimness of the room. He was pacing, thinking, his soft Oriental dippers, desgned
for the needs of judo and karate, making no sound on the carpeted floor. The Shadow was
thinking about Sergeant Morgan.

"Areyou sure Morgan was at the Police Station when your wife called? Did she spesk to

him?' The Shadow said.

"Now that you mention it, no!" Bolger said. " She talked to one of the other policemen.

Morgan arrived herein about five minutes, but he drives hisown car.”

"Then he could have been anywherein the area,”" The Shadow said as he moved about the dim
afternoon room like agredt, restless, impatient bat. "He could have been only afew seconds from
here, and have taken the call on hisradio. | think we must find out just where Morgan was at ten
o'clock that night. But now tell mewhy you Morganisinvolved at dl."

"Gambling,” Bolger said.

The Shadow stopped his sillent pacing. The batlike figure of the secret avenger seemed for an
instant frozen to the floor. His piercing eyes burned into Bolger'sface,



"Gambling?'
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Bolger nodded. "I'm sure there'sillega gambling going on somewhere in Sea Gate. The older
resdentslike mysdf havetried to locateit, but we haven't been ableto prove anything. Therésa
whole new element down here, alot of city people and foreigners. We older resdents are sure
the police areinvolved, or are at least pretending not to know-- for aprice!™

"What hasthat to do with Pavlic?' The Shadow demanded.

"That night Jonson," Bolger began, and stopped. "I can't get used to calling him anything but

Mr. Jonson, that's the way we knew him down here."

"That night Pavlic, or Jonson, did what?" The Shadow urged.

"Not did," Bolger said, "had! Jonson had aroulette chip, or marker, or whatever you call it."
"He had aroulette chip? With him?' The Shadow.

"Hesuredid. | saw it with histhings at the police station. | noticed that it wasn't mentioned in
the newspaper story. Morgan must have suppressed it! | saw it asplain asthe nose on my face: a
flat plaque with numberson it in the center and at each corner. | knew what it was a once.”

In the silence of the dim living room, The Shadow remembered what he had seen on the deeth
night through the window of the police station. Now he knew what he had seen Sergeant Morgan
dipinto hispocket. A roulette plaque! Pavlic had been at agambling house, perhapsthat very
night! That was what had made Sergeant M organ so uneasy when he was asked if he knew
anything about what Pavlic did in Sea Gate, or who Pavlic might have talked to or met that night.
Pavlic had the roul ette plaque on his person when he died.

"Normally, they don't dlow peopleto carry plagues from agambling house, Bolger,” The
Shadow said.

"I know," Bolger said, "'but they wouldn't stop aman who wasinvolved in the operation of

such aplace, now would they!"

"You think Pavlicwasinvolved intheillegal gambling?'

Bolger nodded. "1t would make sense, he never seemed to do anything €lse down here. Why
did he even come here? In the day he hardly ever went anywhere. That loud music he played dl
night could have been intended to make usthink he was at home when he wasnt.”

Shadow considered al this. The unknown group who had sent the men in raincoats to watch
could be agambling syndicate. Gambling was not in Pavlic's record, but The Shadow knew that
the dead man was a man who would have done anything for money. It could explain much-- but
it did not explain the three suicidesin New Y ork. Or did it? Gambling debts? Asfar as The
Shadow knew the three refugeeswho had died in New Y ork had never |eft the city. He made a
menta note to have Burbank check that, but now he had amore pressing concern on hismind.
"l am leaving now, Ezra," The Shadow said. ™Y ou will say nothing about thisvigt or our

tak."

"Of course not," Ezra Bolger said. The old man seemed tdler as he looked now at The
Shadow. "l wantto help al | can.

"Thank you, Ezra," The Shadow said softly. "I need al the help | can find to fight evil. We

mugt dl fight together.”

"What can | do?" the courageous old man said.

"For now you have done enough,” The Shadow said. "Y ou may have gone along way toward
solving the case.™

The Shadow's weird laugh was not mocking thistime, there was, instead, a note of triumphin

it. Bolger had given The Shadow the vita information he needed-- that perhaps Pavlic had been
already dead, or at least unconscious, when the hotrod struck him on Cape Ambrose Highway.
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And The Shadow's laugh seemed to hang in the dill air of the dim living room long after The
Shadow was gone.



EzraBolger blinked and looked around the room. The Shadow had vanished. One instant
Bolger had been looking at the gresat batlike figure, and the next instant there was nothing but the
echo of alaugh. On the televison the smal men were running madly. Bolger looked &t the
screen, where he stood alonein the silence of the dim and shaded afternoon room. Hefdt a
shiver of power-- he had met The Shadow.

9

LAMONT CRANSTON appeared from the bushes aong Cape Ambrose Highway. He stood beside
hissmall, black Jaguar in the heat of the afternoon. He had parked afew yards from the gateway
to the golf club, the Jaguar hidden beneeth the trees in the shade. With The Shadow garb
securely returned to its hiding place indgde his clothes, Cranston stood beside the Jaguar logt in
thought.

Bolger'sinformation made consderable sense. Cranston had been certain from the beginning
that Pavlic was the gateway to meet someone. And it had probably been more than asmple
meeting to talk. Pavlic had expected to be picked up and driven somewhere. Morgan's report
made no mention of any search of the areafor possible cluesto some other method of murder, or,
at least, cluesto the identity of anyone Pavlic had planned to meet. Cranston was sure that Pavlic
had not been struck down by accident, nor had he been conveniently waiting in middle of the
road. Morgan had reported the many cigarette stubs in the gateway which showed that Pavlic
been waiting inside the gateway. No, Pavlic had been put on the highway to be run down. And
yet the autopsy showed no other cause of death beyond injuries and heart failure.

But Bolger was sure that the car, or asecond car, had stopped at the gateway afew minutes
earlier. Cranston began to walk toward the gateway. It wastime for him to search the area, and
the gateway wasthelogical starting point. He checked the ground off the highway around the
gateway. He waslooking for tire tracks, dthough he did not expect to find any. He wasright, he
found no tire tracks anywhere near the gate. He found unrecognizable after therain of that night,
but which were certainly Pavlic'sfootprints, He found cigarette butts. They were Pavlic's brand,
along Russian type with the cardboard mouthpiece. There were other cigarette stubs, but the
gateway was heavily traveled by the club members, the other cigarettes proved nothing.
Crangton | eft the gateway and proceeded dowly up the side of the highway. His keen eyes
searched every inch of ground from the road to the high wall of the Golf Club that enclosed the
grounds on the Cape Ambrose Highway side. He concentrated on the right side of the highway
because that was the way the killer had driven off. The Shadow had been coming from the other
direction that night, and no hotrod had passed The Shadow's limousine. If there were anything to
find, it would be on this sde of the highway. But there gppeared to be nothing. The bushes were
undisturbed, the ground yielded no clues. Cranston did not give up. He continued his careful
search until at last, he found the clue.

Crangton did not know at first that he had found what he was|ooking for. It was pure luck

that the clue was there on the ground at al, and Cranston looked at it and passed on without a
second glance. A smplelength of pipe that could be found beside any highway anywhere. It lay
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quite closeto theroad only partly hidden by athick bush. It was not lying flat, but was half-
leaning againgt the lower branches of the bush, or Cranston would probably not have noticed it at
al. Crangton's quick glance saw the pipe, and yet did not seeit, the way you see avery familiar
object but hardly redlly notice becauseis too familiar. Cranston passed on up the highway and
then stopped. He turned back and looked at the pipe. It was the position of the piece of pipe that
had made him turn. It leaned haf-upright against the inside edge of the branch of the bush.
Crangton studied the piece of pipe for amoment without picking it up. He let his sharp glance



move up to thewadll itself. At this point, some hundred yards from the gateways the wall was
about twelve feet from the roadway. Almost in adirect line with the piece of pipe, and about five
feet up thewall, Cranston saw that a part of the wall had been chipped-- asif something had
been thrown againgt the wall at that spot. Cranston nodded to himself. The way the pipelay on
theingde edge of the branch, it would have been dmost impossiblefor it to have smply dropped
off, or out of, acar. If pipe had fallen out of acar, it would dmost certainly have cometo rest
againg the outside edge of the branch, But if it had been thrown from amoving car, had hit the
wall five feet up and bounced back, it would have cometo rest just about where it was against
the insde edge of the branch!

The piece of innocent-looking pipe had been thrown out of amoving car. Why? Cranston
stepped to the bush and picked up the piece of pipe. It wasjust what it seemed; a piece of pipe
about afoot long, itswalls about a quarter of an inch thick, hollow, and closed in at oneend. A
simple piece of pipe, but not part of any known automobile. It was, in fact, Cranston knew, not
part of anything. To amost anyone ese who might have found the pipe here near Sea Gate, the
pipe would have been a piece of pipe and no more, but not to Lamont Cranston or The Shadow.
Not with an autopsy report of heart failure in an accident case less than ahundred yards away;
Cranston turned the pipein his hands and |ooked at the small dot of the underside. He brought
the open end of the pipe carefully to hisnose. Cranston nodded again. There was afaint, very
faint, odor. Cranston reslized he was holding a deadly murder weapon.

Suddenly, Cranston gtiffened. The delicate sixth sense that had saved him so many timestold

him that someone was watching him. He felt eyes staring at him. Just as he whirled to look, he
heard the sudden snapping of atwig, arustling among the bushes. There was no onein sight.
Cranston ran toward the sound in the bushes. Ahead he could hear someone crashing rapidly
through the shrubbery a hundred yards ahead of him. Cranston passed his Jaguar and ran around
the curve in the road on the other side of the gateway. He had only time to see ablack Mercedes
drive away from the side of theroad in acloud of dust that hung thick in the hot August air.
Cranston whirled again and ran to his Jaguar. The power-throb of the Sportscar reverberated in
the heat as Cranston drove in pursuit.

Cranston reached Sea Gate without having seen the Mercedes. Either the peoplein the
Mercedes had amuch faster car than it appeared to be, or they had expected pursuit and had
turned off between the golf club and Sea Gate. However the Mercedes had escaped him this
time, and Cranston pulled into a deserted side street near the waterfront and called Burbank on
his specia telephone. Burbank's voice from the distant hidden room was urgent.

"Margo Lane reports she hasinformation concerning Helga Pavlic," Burbank said. "Sheison

her way to your room in The Beach City House."

"Good," Cranston said. "' want an immediate check on the bank accounts of Anton Pavlic,

full detalls”

"Immediately,” Burbank replied.
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Cranston hung up and started the engine. Soon the black Jaguar was moving swiftly out of

Sea Gate toward Beach City. He settled down for the drive. Beside him, on the seat of the Jaguar,
lay the innocent piece of pipe be had found so near the murder scene. It was definitely murder. A
very professional murder. There were only afew men in the world who would have known the
piece of pipefor what it was. Lament Cranston, The Shadow, was an expert on al weapons, and
he knew what he had found. A little-known, deadly, gas gun. The small dot wasthe trigger that
loosed an ingtantaneous cloud of gasinto the face of itsvictim. The gaswas so deadly the victim
could live only seconds. Once used, the gas gun was discarded, the killer walked away, and there
was no evidence left. The fatal gas used could not be traced, left no clues, resulted in no
symptoms but one-- heart failurel

Ashedrovethe small, powerful Jaguar down Cape Ambrose Highway toward Beach City,



Cranston considered the implications of the gas gun. It was not awespon that could be bought in
agore. Inal probability it had not even been made in the United States. The wegpon was
origindly the highly secret invention of the Soviet Secret Police branch known as Smersh-- a
murder and watchdog unit said now to be defunct. The gun had only one purpose -- silent,

quick, untraceable assassination. It was the weapon of the professiond assassin. Only a
government, or avery large and powerful international organization, would have the personnel
and knowledge to make such aweapon. And yet the gun had been used to kill Anton Pavlicona
country highway near the quiet resort town of Sea Gate, New Jersey.

Still considering the implications of the gas gun, Cranston reached Beach City. He parked the
Jaguar in the garage of The Beach City House. At the desk he learned that Margo had not yet
arrived. With the prospect, for the moment, of nothing he had to do until Margo arrived,

Crangton suddenly felt hungry. He had not eaten since his early breakfast at the hotdl that
morning. He had been so busy he had not felt the hunger, but now it came over him like awave.
He went straight into the hotel dining room and ordered an extralarge crab meat cocktail with
Russian dressing, asmall shrimp salad, abaked potato, and baked prawns Florentine, aspecidty
of the elegant Beach City House dining room. Cranston beckoned to the wine steward.

"A Closdes Perrieres, '59, | think," Crangton instructed the wine steward.

Crangton sat back in his chair in the fine dining room, world-famous for its seafood, and

relaxed for the first time since he had arrived in Beach City. By the time the food and wine
arrived, Cranston was ready to enjoy it. The crab meat proved to be just right, fresh and not too
cold. The shrimpswere excellent, the prawns Florentine baked to aturn. But it wasthe wine
Crangton savored most. The cool, clean, incredibly delicious Meursault of Madame Grivault had
the dryness without the flinty austerity of agreat, say, Vaudesir . It had the nobility of the pinot
grape, while just abit more relaxed than Les Montrachet. It was the best of the Meursaults, and
Cranston enjoyed each dow swallow for aslong as he could. That was not for long. Half the
bottle remained when he saw the woman.

She was seated far on the other side of the dining room. She was the beautiful woman

Cranston had seen in the back seet of the Mercedesin New Y ork. She was not alone. The man
with her wasfamiliar. Cranston watched until the man finaly turned his head enough to be seen
full face-- Arnold, Count Papesu's secretary who was acting less and lesslike a secretary. He
was sure that they had not seen him, and watched them closdly. The woman could not be
younger than thirty, but extremely well cared for. Her dark hair shined like ebony. Her skinwas
flawless and deeply tanned by long hoursin the sun. It was then that Cranston seemed to hear the
voice of Helga Pavlic, All the women, young ones trying to look old, and old ones trying to look
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young. Anton Pavlic had been aladies man, and thiswoman had some interest in the late owner
of the Club Zagreb.

Cranston came out of hisreverieto find the woman's eyes saring straight a him. They were
wide, dark eyes, and they did not flicker. She stared at him without so much asasingle blink.
Her head turned very dowly away. She spoke to Arnold. The actions seemed to bein dow
motion. Then, before Cranston could move an inch, Arnold and the woman were on their feet
and walking straight to the door from the dining room. They did not appear to move particularly
fast, but Cranston saw he would have no chance to catch them. In any case, he could not leave
the hotel until he had spoken to Margo. He had the definite conviction that he would see the
woman, and Arnold, again. Never aman to waste excellent wine, Cranston finished his bottle of
Clos Perrieres before he paid and left to go up to hisroom to wait for Margo.

In hisroom, which was on the second floor, Cranston drew his shades and stretched out on

the bed to rest while he waited for Margo. Later he was sure that he had dozed for atime, but in
actuaity he had barely closed his eyes when he heard the noise. He sat up on the bed. Out in the
hall someone was walking very softly toward his door. The sound stopped. The person was



standing directly outside his door. Cranston waited. There was no time for The Shadow to
appear. Crangton did from the bed and crossed the room in complete silence to stand behind the
door. Still no onetried to enter. Cranston realized that the person in the hail knew exactly what
he was doing. The person out there expected that Cranston would have heard him, and would
look out! If Cranston did not look out, the person would then try to enter the room.

It was the logic of atrained person, and it had probably worked in the past. Curiosity il

killed more spies anything ese. But Cranston was not to be lured by the trick, and behind the
door he waited in total slence. He barely bresthed, having learned the art of shallow breathing in
his daysin the Orient with the mysterious Master Che T'a Tze. The man outside was not as
skilled. Cranston's keen hearing easly picked up the man's breathing. Then he redlized that there
was a second man. Of course! Professionds rarely operated on such amission aone. The second
man was some feet down the hall, and had not moved so as not to be heard. But Cranston could
hear the faint sound of the second man's breathing. He was considering bringing The Shadow
into play. It was dmost his second big mistake. He had alowed his mind to be distracted for the
briefest ingtant.

The short, stocky man in the raincoat was insde hisroom asif by magic. The man seemed to
materidize just inside the opened door. Therewasasmall key in the man'sleft hand. In the
man'sright hand there was alarge Mauser automatic. Then it wasthe stranger'sturn to make a
mistake. Theintruder looked at the bed where he obvioudy had expected to find Cranston. The
mistake of making an assumption. Because the man had not heard a single sound, not even
breathing, he had made the dangerous assumption that Lamont Cranston was adeep. Before the
unwanted visitor had timeto correct his error, Cranston stepped out one step from behind the
door and dropped the man with a single sharp blow on the neck with the edge of his hand.
Crangton immediately whirled to face the astonished second man. The second man had come
into the room behind Cranston without a sound. The man was sure that Cranston had no ideahe
wasthere. A small smile was on this second intruder's face as he stood there in the open doorway
with atwin of thefirst man's Mauser raised like aclub. As Cranston whirled, the second man
seemed to freeze like astatue, the triumphant grin on hisface, the pistol upraised ready to
complete the mission he had come to perform. Then came the expression of complete
agtonishment. In the next instant the second man would have moved. He did not havetime.
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Cranston kicked him expertly in the digphragm. The man gasped once and collapsed beside his
partner.

Cranston looked down at the two men. They were both short, dark and stocky. They wore
raincoats even in the heat. Now it was clear why they wore the raincoats-- the twin Mausers
were large, heavy pistols. The coats undoubtedly had specia pockets to hide the Mausers. It was
thefirst time Crangton had actualy seen the remaining men who were watching the dead Pavlic.
They were obvioudy the two "friends’ who had attempted to get their hands on Pavlic's effects at
the Sea Gate Police Station. Cranston bent to pick up the two Mausers before the men woke up.
He studied the heavy pigtols. It was Cranston's turn to be astonished. Both Mausers had their
safeties on! Neither pistol had been ready to fire. Surprised, Cranston bent down again to search
the two men for identification.

"Stop! Do not move!™

Thevoice was directly behind Cranston. Still bent over, Cranston saw from between hislegsa
pair of heavy shoesin the doorway. Therewasapair of dark trousers and the bottom edge of
another raincoat. The shoes moved closer behind him. Cranston braced for the blow that was
about to come, and was annoyed with himself. Now he had been guilty of assuming too much.
Because he had been intelligent enough to know that such men dwaysworked in pairs, he had
not remained aert for a possible third man! Behind him, the shoes and ankles moved closer.
Cranston saw them tense as the man raised hisarm, probably to hit Cranston with athird Mauser.



He had the irrelevant thought that someone was making alot of money selling Mausers.

Actudly, hismind was not thinking at dl, he was preparing his muscles for an atack on thethird
man even in his bent-over pogtion. It would require al the concentration Cranston had learned
from his Oriental teachers. He was ready the ingtant the legs behind him showed that the blow
was on itsway toward his head.

The shot echoed asloud as acannon in the silence of the hotel room.

The feet behind him skidded forward. The man's body smashed into Cranston and sent him
gprawling. But Cranston was back on hisfeet ingtantly. The third man was not. Helay face
down, blood spreading across the hotel carpet. The man moved weakly, obvioudy not dead but
hit in the shoulder. Cranston turned to face the fourth stranger who now stood in the open
doorway of the hotel room. It wasthetall, slent man with the long scar on his gaunt face.

"Thank you, whoever you . . ." Cranston began.

Thetall, scarfaced man held a Smith and Wesson .44 Magnum pistol with ashortened barrel.

It was pointed at Cranston. Then the .44 Magnum moved to point at the bleeding man. Therewas
no doubt what the scarf ace man had in mind. He was about to finish the job. But he appeared to
be waiting for something. Whatever it was took too long. V oices babbled out in the corridor. The
scarface man listened, then abruptly motioned with the Smith and Wesson. Therewasnot a
flicker of expresson on the slent face of the man with the scar. But the motion was
unmistakable. Cranston stepped out into the ball and walked toward the fire stairs. The door,
which was normally closed, was open and ready. The man with the scar also knew hiswork.
People were dreedy filling the corridor as Cranston and the man with the scar vanished down the
dairs.

In total silence the scarfaced man prodded Cranston down the stairs and into the basement of

the hotel. They crossed the basement to aflight of stairsthat led up into the dley behind the

hotel. The black Mercedes was parked there. Someone sat in the front seat, Cranston could not
see who it was because the man had his head turned away. Cranston hesitated at the open car
door. A singlejab from behind him with the Smith and Wesson convinced him to enter the car.
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Still bent over, insde the car, something seemed to explode insde his head. There were flashes
of red, and green, and avery dark black as Cranston collapsed on the sedt of the car.

The scarfaced man got in beside Cranston, and the Mercedes drove quickly out of the aley
and turned north toward Sea Gate.

10

VOICES floated in the darkness. Muffled, distant voices buried in blackness. Lamont Cranston
opened his eyes. He saw nothing. He blinked. Everything was till black. His head, which had
ached for an instant, was now clear and sharp. His remarkabl e recuperative powers were known
only to him, and now he alowed himsdlf to feign adeep groan asif just awakening. The voices
ceased. Now he heard movement. He wastied, his hands behind him, and sested in ahard
draight chair. But he moved his eyes and knew the reason for the darkness. He was blindfolded.
The voices began again, but closer now. Cranston groaned again to pretend that hewasin

pain and only half awake. As he did this, he moved his body within his clothes. The Shadow's
cloak and hat, and the fire-opd girasol, were still safein their secret pocketsinside his clothes.
He had not been searched, or had been searched only cursorily. He groaned more loudly and
moved in his chair againgt hisbonds. The voices came closer. They were speaking German. But
Crangton's knowledge of languages told him that the voices were speaking German with anon-
German accent. He could not place the accent, except that, again, it sounded Eastern European.
He strained his keen hearing to understand what was being said, but the voices were too distant



or muffled. Cranston was about to inch his chair closer to the voices, when he felt ahand on his
face, and the blindfold was pulled away.

A blinding light struck Crangton full in his eyes. He closed his eyes and opened them again.
Thelight was directly on hisface, the rest of the room wasin tota darkness. He could see only
vague motion when someone behind the light moved. While he had been blindfolded Cranston
hed estimated that there were four or five men in the room with him, probably five. Now he
could see the vague shadows of three men behind the glaring light. Oneindistinct shadow
seemed to move closer.

"Good evening, Mr. Cranston. We are pleased that you could join us."

Thevoice was oddly familiar. And yet it was a peculiar voice. Cranston's ddlicate hearing
detected atone, a phrasing that he was sure he had heard before. And yet the voice was not quite
like any voice he had ever heard. It was an odd, strange voice, dmost inhuman. That wasit. The
voice was not speaking directly, it was speaking through some electronic device, possibly atype
of throat microphone. There was aresonance and ametallic timbre. The hollow sted-like effect
gavethevoice an evil tone.

"Do you fed takative, Mr. Cranston?" the voice asked. "Who are you, and what the devil do
you want!"

The voice laughed, ahorrible ragping sound through the microphone.

"Bravado, Mr. Cranston? Surely you can do far better than that?" the voice mocked. "Or
perhaps you fed strong because you are afriend of Commissioner Weston? Isthat it?"
"Perhaps," Crangton said. Insde he smiled. He had found out that the metallic voice was

aware of hisfriendship with Weston. It was astart toward identifying the unknown interrogeator.
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"| fear the commissioner cannot help you here, Mr. Crangton,” the voice said. "I rather doubt
that much can help you here but absolute honesty and awillingnessto be helpful to me, yes?'
Cranston again smiled ingde. It was amazing how hard it was for ahuman being to disguise
himsdf from atrained observer. Here was the man hidden totally behind aglaring light so that
even hisheight and generd size could not be seen. His voice disguised with some e aborate
electronic ingrument. Speaking in only English and German, neither of which were hisnative
tongue. But to Cranston's trained ear the man could not hide his Eastern European origin even
behind amost perfect English and better German. And the man could not disguise the pattern of
his speech behind the most devious of subterfuges. The hidden voice knew Cranston, knew
Weston, and contained an unmistakable speech pattern that belonged to only one person
Cranston knew to be involved in the case-Count | stvan Papescu!

"So," the metdlic voice said, "shall we then get to business, yes?"

Crangton said nothing thistime. He had no intention of revedling that he knew the identity of
his captor. The voice, Count Papescu, took Cranston's silence for assent.

"Good, then perhaps you will tel uswhy you are so concerned with Anton Pavlic, Mr.
Crangton?'

"Commissioner Weston asked me to represent him down here," Cranston said.

"Merdly asafriend?’ the voice of Papescu mocked.

"| often do, you know," Cranston said, aware that Papescu would have investigated that much
and found that Cranston did indeed often represent Weston just as afriend. And he then added,
truthfully since Papescu would know thistoo, "But in this case | happened to know one of the
men who committed suicide in New Y ork, and who knew Pavlic."

"Ahyes" Papescu said through his microphone, "poor old Kodaly, en? Y ou knew himin
Europeit seems?'

"I did, many years ago,” Cranston said, and redized his error before Papescu even spoke
agan.

"No, Mr. Cranston, you did not know Kodaly in Europe,” the soft, metallic yoice hissed. "Y ou



were not in Europe, not in Budapest, when Kodaly was there. He knew many Americans, but
thereis no record of aLamont Cranston, and you are not a man who can escape notice, not with
your wedth, yes?'

Of course, it was as Kent Allard, the famous explorer, that The Shadow had known Kodaly in
Budapest years ago. Papescu had done a careful job, but, then, Liberation Front had many
tentacles, it seemed. Cranston waited for the result of hisdip. It was not long in coming, and it
explained the real reason for his abduction and interrogation.

"What areyou, Mr. Cranston?" Papescu said from behind the blaring light. "'Y ou are more

than you seem, you do not fool me. What are you? An FBI man? The Centrd Intelligence
Agency, perhaps, eh? A common spy? Perhaps you are not even American? | have known many
grange MI-5 menin my time. Perhgpsthat isit, yes? British Intelligence? A very clever lot, not
bungling amateurs, en?'

"You flatter me" Cranston said, "but I'm afraid | am just that; abungling amateur, and a

friend of Commissioner Weston."

"Do not play with me, Cranston,” the metallic voice rasped, its smoothness gone. ™Y ou work
with the police, you found the wegpon, you seem to have very mysterious friends. Tell me, who
isthat man in the ridiculous black cloak?'

"Perhagps you will learn soon enough,” Cranston said evenly.
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The voice laughed. "Y ou think | fear some comic operaghost? No, Cranston, you will tell me
what you redlly are. | know you are more than you seem, | am not afool. Y our cars have specia
motors, you seem to appear everywhere, and you knew what that gas gun was when you saw it!
No one but an expert would know that, yes? Come, please, what are you?"'

Crangton remained silent. Behind the light there was a sharp movement.

"How did you know BelaKoddy?' the voice said.

Cranston did not answer.

"Y ou were in Budapest when you met Koday. Why? What name did you use?"

Crangton stared straight into the blinding light.

"Very wel," thevoice said. "George!™

From the darkness behind the light atal figure emerged. It was the man with the scar on his
face. Inthe glare of the light the long scar from jaw to ear seemed to glow red and dive. He
stepped to Cranston without aword. Hisfist smashed into Cranston's face. Cranston felt blood in
his mouth. He moaned to show the pain he did not fedl. Long ago in the Orient the crimefighter
had learned the secret of bearing pain to the point of actualy not feding any but the most intense
and sudden pain. It had been the most difficult of the mysteries of Chen T'aTze for The Shadow
to master, amatter of mind and body and will and years of mystic contemplation and rigid
mental and physical discipline, but it had been one of the mgjor aidsin the secret avenger's battle
for justice. Now Cranston tasted the blood in his mouth, but his powerful mind and body resisted
any feding of pain. The moan when the scarfaced man struck was for his unseen audience.
"What are you, Mr. Cranston!"

Crangton did not move amuscle.

"Georgel"

The scarfaced man raised hisfist and struck again. Thistime the scarface, George, struck

once, twice. Cranston moaned.

"Crangton? Who are you!"

"I told you, I'm afriend of Commissioner Weston," Cranston said thickly asif in pain.

"Georgel"

The scarfaced man, George, stepped forward again. Hisfist raised. He struck-- one, two,

three times. George stepped back. The silent George had still not uttered a single sound.

"Now, Mr. Crangton?"



"| told you what | am," Cranston mumbled.

Behind the light there was adeep sigh like wind blowing through metd. The voice, Count
Papescu, changed, became soft and smooth again through the microphone. Cranston recognized
thetrick about to come-- remove the pain and let the victim think the orded is over, and then
when the pain comes again it istwice as hard to stand.

"Very well, Crangton," Papescu's voice said, "let ustry another line of inquiry. Who killed
Pavlic?'

"Dol redly haveto tell you?' Cranston said.

"If youwanttoliveto. .. Ah, | see, you mean that you think it was| who killed him?"

"Or your scarfaced gunman,” Cranston said.

"George? Y es, George would have liked that,” the metallic voice said. "Pavlic betrayed us
badly, | fear, agreedy man. And adangerous man. Greedy men are often dangerous, don't you
agree, Mr. Cranston? Apparently, however, Pavlic perhaps betrayed others a'so. We would have
eliminated him in duetime, yes, but, das, someone anticipated us. The gas gun would indicate
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that the others belong to the opposing side. | fear Pavlic was working many sides of the street, as
you say here. And | fear we must know who ended his miserable existence.”

"Why?" Cranston said.

"I will ask the questions, yes?' Papescu's voice said.

"Two weeks," Cranston said dowly, "you were watching Pavlic. Just watching, and now you
are il watching. Obvioudy he had something vauable to you. Now you think hiskiller hasit,
whatever it is. The person he was meeting that night.”

"Who was he meeting, Cranston?”

"Perhapsyou. . ."

"Alas, no, hedid not want to meet us. It would have saved much trouble, but it was not with
us he wanted to meset."

"Then it had to be those other men who tried to attack me," Cranston said. "They must have
whatever itisyou want."

Therewas arasping laugh, the laugh distorting the sound through the microphone.
"Thosefools? Never! A pack of milling curs of no importance!”

"If they are so unimportant, why was your killer going to kill them in cold blood?" Cranston
sad.

"George?' thevoice of Papescu said, "Ah, George likesto kill, | fear. Y ou might say that
George livesto kill, ahandy attribute at times. Heis absolutely fearless and very skillful. You
see, Crangton, you may have wondered about his silence. Histongue was torn out years ago by
Soviet agents. Now hekills."

"Why did he stop?’ Crangton said. "He waswaiting for something.”

"Or course," the voice purred through the microphone. "Hewas waiting for them dl to regain
consciousness. Y ou seg, it isnecessary that they know they are being killed and by whom.
Without that there is no pleasure for George.”

Even Crangton felt a cold chill ashelooked &t the silent face of George, thelong scar livid in
the glaring light. Doomed to silence forever, histhin lips clamped forever shut to hide his
muitilation, George stalked the world as a mindless wegpon of death. A madman, but deadly,
unafraid of even The Shadow. Cranston dmost shivered. The reaction was not missed by the
hidden Count Papescul.

"I see you have apprehended what George can do, Mr. Crangton,” the metdlic voice sad. "'l
amtired of thisfencing. | have worked too long to build my organization to alow agreedy fool
like Pavlic to destroy it! Y ou will now tell me what you know!"

"I know that Pavlic waskilled, that someone tried to make it ssem an accident, probably to
gain timewhile they looked for whatever Pavlic had that he waskilled for!" Cranston said.



"Tel mewho you are, Mr. Cranston!"

"A friend of Commissioner Weston."

"There was another man, asmall man and quite young,” the voice said. "He sat often ingde

the Club Zagreb. Did hekill Pavlic?'

"l don't know the man,” Cranston said. Apparently Papescu had spotted FBI man Paul Altman
but had not as yet identified the Government man.

"Georgel"

When the slent scarfaced man appeared in the glare of the light thistime he carried asmall
blowtorch in his hand. George lighted it without aflicker of expression on his scarred face. He
stood and held the torch, its blue-white flame darting like the tongue of an angry snake. George
walited, his eyes watching the hidden Count Papescu. Cranston's mind raced with rapid thoughts.
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Obvioudy, whatever it was that Pavlic had had, the count wanted it very badly. It was of great
importance to Papescu, and, from the way Papescu had spoken, whatever it was had the power to
harm Papescu. It was something Papescu wanted to protect himself rather than for any gain it
would bring. Crangton thought al this, and at the same time his mind prepared his body for what
he knew he must do now.

"l will dlow you onelast chance, Mr. Cranston,” the metallic voice rasped from behind the

glare of thelight. "Do not make me leave you in the hands of George. Who are you? Why are
you so interested in Pavlic? What have you discovered? Quickly, Mr. Cranston, | have dready
wadted far too much time on you."

Crangton said nothing. The hawklike features of the wedlthy socidite that masked the stern

face of The Shadow were set in concentration. His mind exerted itsfull power. The muscles of
his trained body gathered for the effort he was about to make. Cranston knew that unless hetold
Papescu what Papescu wanted to know, he would not leave thisdark room dive. If hetold he
might not leave the room dive. Tied to the chair, faced with asadistic killer, surrounded by a
band of determined and ruthless men, there was no way out of this deadly room but degth!
"Very well, Mr. Crangton,” the evil and steely voice Count Papescu rasped from the darkness
behind the glare the light. "George!

The scarfaced killer raised the blowtorch and stepped toward Cranston. The crime fighter
prepared for hisonly escape. Lamont Cranston would haveto die.

11

THE SADISTIC George bent and removed Cranston's shoes. For the first time an expression
appeared on the scarred face of George. As the blowtorch moved toward Cranston's bare fet,
George smiled.

Theflamelicked at Cranston'sfoot. Cranston screamed asif in pain and terror.

"No! No!" Cranston cried.

"Tdl mewhat you know, Crangton I the metallic voice said.

George's mouth hung open. A thin trickle of saivawas on the chin of the scarfaced man.
George was literdly drooling as he brought the licking blue flame again to Cranston'sfoot.
Crangton cried out again, moaned asif agonized.

"Tdl me, you fool!"

"My heart!" Cranston moaned.

"Tdl me"

The flame of the torch burned once more into Cranston'sfoot. There was asickening smell of
burned flesh. The pain was now beginning to reach Crangton in redlity. It wastime. With a
tremendous effort of mind and body and will, Cranston entered the trancelike state of suspension



that no one on Earth could tell from desth without the use of the most modern medical
instruments. His breathing seemed to stop. His eyes widened and glazed immobile. Hisentire
body went rigid and then completely limp as he appeared to collapse in the chair. His heart
dowed, and the beat faded. so low no one could have told that his heart was till beating without
ingruments. He dumped in the chair with his eyes staring at nothing.
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Therewas asilence in the room. George stood up and stepped back. Cranston lay in his deathlike
trance. To Crangton dl time had dowed. Everything appeared to happen in dow motion, ina
dow and thick haze. But his senseswere fully dert as he lay apparently dead. He saw George
gare at him and then turn to look with consternation at the men behind the glare of the light. The
metdlic voice swore. There was movement behind the light. The secretary, Arnold, stepped out
of the shadow and approached Cranston'sinert form. The muscular secretary bent down and
placed his ear againgt Cranston's chest. He listened for some time. Then he moved the light so
that it glared close to Crangton's staring eyes. Arnold shook his head negatively. A hand
gppeared from behind the light. The hand held asmal mirror. Arnold took the mirror and held it
before Cranston's mouth. The mirror remained clear and bright. Arnold looked back toward the
light and the shadows beyond.

"He'sdead," Arnold said.

Count Istvan Papescu stepped out of the shadows. He removed the small throat microphone
from his neck. George turned off the glaring light, and someone turned on an overhead light.
Cranston could see them clearly now. Papescu, George, Arnold, and a man he did not know but
recognized asthe driver of the Mercedesin New Y ork. They were dl in asmall room that
appeared to be some cottage. There was no furniture except the chair Cranston lay in and the
table for the glaring lamp. The fifth person Cranston had been sure wasin the room was not
there. The outside door was open. Papescu leaned over Cranston.

"The stupid fool!" Papescu said. "Y ou're sure, Arnold? So quickly?!

"He must have had awesk heart," Arnold said.

George nodded. The scarfaced man seemed bitterly disappointed. He had barely begun to
enjoy hiswork of torture.

"Do you think he redly knew anything?* Arnold asked. "Probably not," Papescu said.

"Probably hewasjust what he said, and no more. He would have told. Y ou saw the way the pain
frightened him. Wdll, thereis no harm done, yes? If he had the papers we would have found that
out. Wemust look elsawhere.”

"What do we do with him?" Arnold said.

"Dao?Bury him! Dig agrave out there and bury him, and be quick, we must continue our
search.”

"Hell bemissed,” Arnold said. "He's an important man, afriend of the commissioner.

"Dead men are of no importance, Arnold, yes?' Papescu said. "Asfor being missed, of

course, but it ‘will be long before they find hisbody, we will not care by then. They cannot trace
his death to us. We were prepared that he should die, en?”’

"Of course, Count Papescu,” Arnold said.

The muscular secretary motioned to the fourth man, the driver of the Mercedes. The two men
bent over the limp form of Lamont Cranston. They untied him and picked up whét they thought
was hisbody. Arnold held his shoulders, the driver hisfeet and they carried him outsde. A faint
light still streaked the sky to the west above aseries of tall trees. Cranston listened and could
hear the sound of the surf. They were near the beach. The two men continued to carry Cranston
until they reached agrove of small trees. They laid him down then, and Cranston fdlt thedirt. It
was soft and it was dirt-- not sand. Hours seemed to have passed as Crangton lay in histrance.
More time appeared to drift dowly by before George appeared carrying ashove and pickaxe. A
sound of digging began. In the suspended state of histrance, Cranston listened to the sound of



digging, and saw that George did not help dig. George did not soil his handswith menid work.
The sadistic mute stood with hisarmsfolded, watching.
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"That's deep enough,” Arnold said at last. "The count isin ahurry.”

Hands again gripped Crangton's shoulders and feet. He felt himsdlf half-carried, half-dragged.
Then he was lifted afew inches, and dropped. He fell no more than three feet, but in that short
fal he managed to twist unnoticed in the air to fal face down into the hole. If his movement had
been noticed, it would have seemed like no more than abody twisting naturaly asit fell. Helay
in the hole with his face cupped benegth his armpit, his arm resting across his face so that there
was atiny air space beneath armpit. The men above him, in ahurry, did not notice theway he
appeared to havefdlen.

Cranston lay motionlessin the hole. Then hefdt dirt begin to fall on hisback, and heard the
sound of ashovel digging and scraping at the dirt. Thedirt fell thick and heavy. The last rays of
faint twilight were quickly blotted out. Soon Cranston could hear only the dirt till falling above
him. Then there was silence. Far off, asif in the distance, hiskeen hearing heard voices even
from beneath the dirt. Then there was the sound of ashove and pickaxe striking together.
Crangton lay buried in his shdlow grave for sometime after al sound had ceased from above.
With hisface cupped benesth hisarm in the smdll air space, Cranston bresthed faintly with

the shallow-breathing technique learned so long ago in the Orient from the great Magter. Out of
his trance now, he could have remained buried for along time. But there was work to be done.
Cranston began to count. He did not want them to see him emerge from the earth. He counted
dowly to ahundred. Then it wastime for The Shadow to rise up.

It was pitch dark in the night when Cranston dug hisway up into the air again. He wasted no
time after breaking out. In afew seconds The Shadow stood in the night listening to the sounds
of the seg, the distant hum of motorsthat he surmised must be on Cape Ambrose Highway. From
the direction of the seaand the highway The Shadow knew that he was somewhere near thefirst
side road around the golf club, the road nearest to Sea Gate. It was the same road on which
Pavlic's cottage stood. The Shadow redlized that Papescu had probably rented this empty cottage
to be close to Pavlic. Now The Shadow began to glide through the night toward the looming
shape of the empty cottage. The small building was dark and silent. The Shadow had waited too
long in the grave and the Mercedes was gone from the cottage. Papescu had escaped him.
"Who'stherel”

The voice was close by at the corner of the empty cottage. The Shadow whirled. A man stood
at the corner of the cottage, agun vague in his hand. The man was peering into the night. It was
the driver of the Mercedes.

Papescu had |eft a man behind. Papescu was a careful man, he had not wanted to leave the
grave of Lamont Cranston unguarded at least for atime. The driver stared into the night, his
pistol ready. The Shadow laughed.

"Whoisit! Comeout or | shoot!"

Again The Shadow laughed, and, suddenly, the moon emerged from behind a cloud and the
driver saw the grest, batlike shape of The Shadow. Outlined against the moon, The Shadow must
have seemed to the driver like some monster from adark past. The man staggered back, fear
white on hisface. He turned to run. The Shadow moved asif flying across the ground, the black
cloak sweeping out behind him. He stood again in front of the frightened driver. The man
whirled to run back the other way. The Shadow cut at an angle through the moonlight, his
ominous black shape seeming to float on the dark air. He wasin front of the driver once more.
The man cried out in panic and ran another way. Wherever the driver ran, The Shadow was there
waiting for him. The mocking laugh pursued the driver everywhere, sending him running back
and forth through the darkness with no sense of direction.
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The driver began to shoot. Hiswild shots came nowhere near The Shadow. The mocking

laugh drove the man frantic. Hefired and fired at The Shadow, and at the shadowsin the night.
Heran against trees. He stumbled, fell, and scrambled up to run again. The trees seemed to move
in his path. The branches seemed to reach out to hold him. The bushes rose up to trip him.
Gasping and hystericd the driver ran madly to escape the hovering shape and mocking laugh of
The Shadow. At last hispistal clicked sickeningly on an empty chamber. The driver lay onthe
ground, shivering, his panic-stricken face weeping tears of hysteria. The Shadow stood high
abovethe quivering man.

"Y ou cannot escape me," The Shadow said. "Who areyou?'

The panicked man seemed unable to speak. He lay there shivering.

"Do you want to live?" The Shadow asked grimly.

The man moved, nodded, but would not look up at the black shape before him.

"Why is Papescu so interested in Pavlic?' The Shadow asked.

The man spoke with hisfearful face till pressed againg dirt.

"Pavlic has something, some records, | ain't sure.”

"What kind of records?’

"I don't know. Just some papers.”

"Do you know who & se wants those papers?

"No, | swear it!"

"Did Georgekill Pavlic?' The Shadow demanded.

"l don't think so, maybe. | don't know," the frightened man said.

"When did Papescu start watching Pavlic?' The Shadow said.

"A couple of weeks ago. He was mad, real mad. When be read about those suicides. He was
red mad."

"Did he know who those men were?'

"Know? Sure he knew. Why you think they paid him off?"

"Blackmail?' The Shadow said.

"Sure, that's the operation.”

The Shadow nodded to himself. Blackmail. Papescu and Liberation Front helped refugees

who werein serious danger, got them into the country illegally, and then blackmailed them to
remain dlent. The refugees would be caught in the middle, unable to inform on Liberation Front
without exposing themsalves to whatever danger they were hiding from. Pavlic had probably
stolen some incriminating records that Papescu had to have back.

"Y ou didn't know?"' the man on the ground said.

The driver had recovered some of his nerve. He was Sitting up now, his eyeslooking at the
black shape of The Shadow. The panic passing from him, the driver now was obvioudy not as
awed by The Shadow. The mysterious black shape was asking questions like any norma man.
The driver's hand began to stedl toward his pistol. The Shadow's laugh mocked the driver in the
night. The driver looked up into the burning eyes of The Shadow. He rubbed his eyes, shook his
head, but he could not ook away from the piercing gaze. Soon he began to close hiseyes. Helay
down on the ground. Hewasin atrancelike deep.

For afew seconds The Shadow stood and looked at the driver. Then he bent and searched the
man. He found nothing. He took the pistol and the extra cartridges the man's pocket. A moment
later there was nothing front of the empty cottage but a man deeping on ground in the moonlight.
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In the hotel room at The Beach City House, Margo Lane looked up with obviousrelief as
Lamont Cranston strode in through the door. When the beautiful, dark-haired woman saw
Cranston's face she paled.

"Lamont! Areyou dl right?'



"Hale and hearty, Margo. Nothing but afew bruises. I've aready tended to them,” Cranston
said. There was a smile on his battered face. His recuperative powers, and The Shadow's skill at
Orienta medicine were known to Margo, and she now smiled in return.

"The police were very worried,” Margo said. "Thaose three men that were here escaped before
the police arrived. One of them had been shot. Lieutenant LaPine couldn't imagine what had
happened to you."

Crangton then explained dl that had happened. Margo listened intently. When Cranston
reached the part about the blowtorch, Sheinssted on looking at hisfeet. The feet were till
burned and blistered, but The Shadow had tended them, and the specia medication was aready
taking effect. The pain had gone dmost at once. When Margo was satisfied that Cranston's feet
would bedl right, shelet him finish hisstory.

"So Liberation Front thinks that Lamont Cranston isdead,” Cranston said, "and | think welll
keep it that way for the time being. They're very deeply involved indl this”

"Blackmail, Lamont? Of peoplethey are supposed to be helping? How ugly!”

"They smuggle in men who have reason to be afraid; wanted men, criminas, politica

refugees, and anyone else who isin some danger; and then they blackmail them! It isso smple,
so diabalica. Thevictimsarein the country illegaly, Liberation Front arrangesit that way, so
Liberation Front has asmple hold on them. All Papescu hasto threaten isthat he will tell our
authorities, and the victim will be exposed and possibly even sent back homewhere heisin great
danger! A foolproof scheme.

"But something went wrong," Margo said. "Those three men killed themselves.™

"That was dangerous for Liberation Front,” Cranston said. "It could make usinvestigate too
clody."

"Do you think they killed Pavlic?' Margo said.

"It'sentirely possible, Margo, but | wonder about this second group. The three men who tried
to attack mefirgt. | think they only wanted to talk to me; they had their safeties on the guns. That
would indicate that they, too, don't have what they want. | must know who and what they are.”
Margo suddenly leaned forward where she was sitting on the edge of the bed.

"Lamont, that'swhat | cameto tell you. Shrevvy reports that he saw two men in raincoats get
on thetrain for Beach City right behind Helga Pavlic yesterday!"

"They must have her then,” Cranston said. "Who are they? Papescu pretended to despise

them, but he could have been lying. That gas gun is a professiond's weapon. They could be
Soviet agents, or agents from some Iron Curtain country.”

"That soundslogica, Lamont,” Margo said. "We know Pavlic was probably adouble or triple
Lamont Cranston began to pace the floor of the hotel room. His heavy-lidded eyesthat hid the
piercing gaze of The Shadow were knitted in concentration. He began to talk aoud about the
case. Pavlic's meeting, the death that was now definitely no accident, the hotrod of Buddy
Masters, the foreign accents of the two older men, Peter Anders and Michad Masters.

"The Iron Curtain countries have away of using refugees asinformants,” Cranston said.

"There is something about those two men, Anders and Magters. They aways spoke of
themselvesas we, asif they were part of agroup. But they inssted that they only read about

54

Pavlic's desth in the paper after Buddy Masters came home with that damaged hotrod, and . . .
Margo!"

Cranston had stopped in mid-stride. Now he turned to look at his beautiful secretary. Margo
herself stared at Cranston.

"What isit, Lamont?"

"What | just said. Anders and Masters said that they read about Pavlic's death. Margo, they
caled him Pavlic! That waswhat | sensed waswrong. Out here he was known as Jonson. But



they knew his name was Pavlic. The newspaper never caled him Pavlic but dways Jonson!”
"Then they knew who he was before hewaskilled,” Margo said.

"They had to!"

Margo was about to say more, when the tel ephone suddenly began to ring in the hotel room.
Cranston motioned to Margo to answer it. The dark-haired woman picked up the receiver and
listened for asecond. Then she covered the mouthpiece and turned to Cranston.

"Altman," Margo said.

Crangton took the telephone. To Altman he was dtill dive. The voice of the FBI man was
excited. But the voice was low, muffled, asif Altman were talking where others could hear him.
"Crangton? Ligten closdy," Altman'sexcited voice said. "I think I've spotted something. I'm

not sure, and | can't talk now, but come out to The Cedars Rest Home immediately.”

"A rest home?' Crangton said. "But-- "

"Ligten, | don't have much time, | think I'll be missed soon. It's not arest home, it'safront for
agambling house! Tl them Morgan sent you and they'll et you in the back. | think I've found
... sorry, haveto go!"

The FBI man abruptly hung up &t hisend of the telephone. Cranston put down hisreceiver

and faced Margo. The pretty woman waited on the edge of the bed. Cranston began to check his
A5 automatic.

"That was Altman, about agambling house! | think I'm going to have atak with Sergeant
Morgan, Margo. | want you to wait here. While you're here, call Burbank and check on those
bank accounts | asked about, and have Burbank contact Interpol and give them a complete
description of Peter Anders and Michael Masters!”

"What about you, Lamont? Are you going to let them think you're dead?"

"For atime," Cranston said, "but The Shadow will be very much dive.”

Margo was dready talking to Burbank as Cranston |eft the room and vanished down the stairs
toward the basement and the garage where his Jaguar waited. When the small, black car drove
out of the garage and into the night, it was The Shadow who sat behind the whedl and drovethe
car swiftly north toward Sea Gate.

12

SERGEANT FRED MORGAN had completed his report on the examination of Buddy Master's
hotrod, and now returned down the silent corridor of the Sea Gate Police Station to his private
office. The sergeant was more than pleased with the results of his study. The hotrod was
definitely the car that had struck the late Anton Pavlic.

55

Insde his office, Morgan crossed to his desk. The officewas dim, lighted only by the green-
shaded desk lamp on his desk. As Morgan sat down to prepare the report for forwarding to Beach
City, he looked up and stared for atime at the door of his office. The sergeant was sure that he
had |eft the door open. It was a practice of his; it enabled him to hear what went on down the
corridor in the main room of the station where his men worked on routine matters. Now the door
was closed. Morgan continued to stare at the door. He was absolutely certain he had |€ft it open.
He sighed and thought he must be getting old. He stood up to go and open the door. It was then
that he saw the figure stlanding blackly in the gloom of the corner farthest from his desk and the
anglelamp.

Morgan weatched the indistinct figure. He was atrained policeman, and he did not scare

easly. He reached for his pistol with one hand, and flicked up the button on hisintercom with

the other. The cloaked figure stepped out of the shadows and into the circle of light cast by the
sngle desk lamp. Sergeant Morgan stopped reaching for hispistal. In the hand of the cloaked



figure there was alarge and steady .45 automatic. The pistol was point at the sergeant, and two
hard eyes were fixed on Morgan from beneath the wide brim of the black douch hat. The
sergeant raised his hands, but when he spoke he inclined his head toward the open switch of his
intercom.

"Y ou won't get away with this, mister,” Morgan said. The sergeant's face was turned toward
the intercom. ™Y ou can't walk into apolice station and pull agun. My menwill beinhereina
moment!”

The Shadow's laugh was low in the office.

"That will be of no help, Sergeant Morgan. Y our will not hear you."

"Y ou know me?' Morgan sad.

"The Shadow knowsdl, Morgan."

"My men won't hear me?Y ou've tampered with the intercom, but how.."

"Let ussay your men are temporarily tuned out from your voice, Sergeant,” The Shadow said.
"Don't worry, they will still do their work, but they will not, for the moment, hear you or cometo
your aid."

Sergeant Morgan dowly sat down. "Y ou can do that?"

"l can," The Shadow said.

Morgan narrowed his eyes as he looked at the cloaked figure facing him.

"The Shadow?' Morgan said dowly. "I've heard of you."

"Then you know why | am here, Sergeant. | am interested in punishing the murderer of Anton
Pavlic," The Shadow said.

Morgan laughed at The Shadow. "Murder? Hardly that, mister. Vehicular homicide maybe,

but Buddy Magtersis no murderer.”

"Y ou are wrong, Sergeant. It was murder, cold and planned, and the car had nothing to do
with the desth of Pavlic."

Morgan turned purple with anger. The smal sergeant was so angry heforgot any fearshe
might have been fedling in the face of the automatic and the powers of The Shadow. Morgan
thumped the report on his desk and al but exploded with his righteous anger.

"Nothing to do with the death? Analysis showsit's the car! Blood type on the bumper, bits of
cloth from histhe dents and scraped! It'sdl right herein thisfile, whole thing in detail!™

"Itisthe car that hit Pavlic," The Shadow agreed.

"You betitis I've got an open and shut caseif | had one. I've talked to every kid at that beach
party went to. They al tel it the same, Buddy was gone nearly an hour, no one saw him. Most of
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the kids necking up a storm under the houses and didn't see anyone! No one saw any strange
adults hanging around. The only prints on the car belonged to the family and friends-Buddy,

Peter Anders, the older Masters, Shirley, Mrs. Masters. On top of that the boy can't swear the
heart chaamwasin the car. | got Shirley to admit she wasn't dl that sure she saw it hanging in

the car. Masters and Anders swear they saw the heart charm in the car, and those two would just
about swear to anything to help thekid."

Morgan continued to thump on the manilafolder al time hewastaking. Ashefinished he

opened thefile and pushed it across the desk toward The Shadow. The crime fighter did not look
down at the file. Morgan up into the burning eyes of The Shadow with abit of triumph in the
knowledge that he had solved the case and that it was a hit-and-run accident. As Morgan looked
at the cloaked figurein front of him hisface dowly changed. Morgan's expression became
confused, and then suspicious.

"What the hell am | telling you dl thisfor? What do you know about the case? Y ou said it

was murder? How the hell do you know? Maybe you did it, en? Maybe you're the killer! If you
know so much, just tell me how you knew about the car in the first place!”

"I'vetold you, Sergeant, | know dl," The Shadow said.



Morgan stared hard at the hidden face of The Shadow asiif to somehow pierce the folds of
black cloth and perhaps recognize the mysterious figure in black.

"How could you know anything about the car unless you werein on something!" Morgan

said. "You say it was murder. Can you prove that? Show me!"

From beneath the folds of his cloak The Shadow's hand emerged. He held out the innocent
length of pipe that was the gas gun that had killed Anton Pavlic. Morgan took the gun. The
sergeant stared at it, turned it seemed deeply puzzled.

"Soit'sapipe. Pavlic wasn't clubbed.”

"That, Sergeant Morgan, isan n'sgasgun,” Shadow said grimly. "I want you to check

it for prints and anything e se it might reved."

"Gasgun?' Sergeant Morgan muttered as he held smple-looking piece of pipe. "Too rough,

no prints on surface thisrough." The sergeant looked up again. "How do you know thisisagas
gun?Wheredid you get it?"

"I know, and | found it ahundred yards from the where Pavlic died,” The Shadow said.

"Y ou seem to know too damned much!™ Morgan said. "Don't think you can get away with
this"

"Y ou cannot stop me, Sergeant,” The Shadow said "and | know far more than you imagine.”
"Such as?' Morgan sneered.

"Such asthe graft you take from the gambling at The Cedars," The Shadow said softly. "Such
as roulette plaque you suppressed when you found it in the possession of Pavlic the night hewas
killed."

Even the anger drained from the face of Sergeant Fred Morgan. The small man seemed to wilt
where he sat behind his desk. Morgan's face was deathly pale, ashen, in the sillence of his office.
The sergeant swallowed, tried to swallow, but his mouth was dry, as dry as adesert of ashes. His
hands had begun to shake where they till rested on the open file folder of his report to Beach
City. Morgan gulped again, forcing hisamost pardyzed throat to swalow. His eyes were fixed
upward toward the judgment of The Shadow'sfiery eyes. At last Morgan reached up with a
shaking hand and brushed the across his eyes. He shuddered once, and blinked.

"How . . ." Morgan began, hisvoice hoarse, avison in hiseyes of prison and theend of his
caresy.
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"That night,” The Shadow said, "I saw you hide the plague. I know where the gambling house
Is"

"You...saw..me... Thenyouwereherel”

"I have always been here, Morgan," The Shadow said.

Morgan gulped, hisface ashen. "What do you want?'

"I want to know who owns the gambling house,” The Shadow said. "I want to know how
Pavlic was connected with the gambling.”

"Hewasn't,” Morgan said. "Hejust played. | used to see him. That was where he went at
night. | didn't know be had been there until | found the marker."

"Why did you hideit?" The Shadow asked.

Morgan reached into the bottom drawer of his desk as the Shadow watched him. Morgan's
hand came up with the smal blue square of plagtic. The numeras 100 seemed to leap out at the
sergeant as he placed the roulette chip before him on the desk. Morgan shrugged.

"| got scared when | saw it,” Morgan said in atonelessvoice. "'l never did anything likethis
before. They came to me and offered me alot of money to just look the other way. All my life
I've been agood cop and who appreciatesit? So | took my cut. Then Jonson, or Pavlic, was
killed. I was sureit was an accident, but he had that plague on him, and that would have ruined
everything. | mean, maybe Pavlic got drunk a The Cedars and that was how he got hit. I didn't
know, so | just hid the plaque. | didn't think it was important except it would expose the



gambling. | mean, Pavlic was on foot, he couldn't have walked far, you see?’

"I am not interested in your petty rackets, Morgan," The Shadow said. "Y ou made amistake,
perhaps you have learned your lesson, we will see. But | must know what Pavlic did at that
gambling house."

"| told you, he just played. | saw him there every time he came down."

"He was not connected with the operation?’

"No, I'm sure of it."

"Who does operate the place, Morgan?"

Morgan hesitated. Then the smal sergeant shrugged again, al the fight gone from hispae

face.

"Lima" Morgan sad. "Big CharlieLima."

"From New Y ork?'

"Y eh, do you know him too?'

The Shadow knew Big Charlie Limavery well. The big gambler waswell known to New

Y ork city authorities. An honest gambler; as honest as any gambling owner could be. Not abad
man as racketeers went, not given to violence, but when aman worked in anillegal profession,
violence had away of becoming involved even in the of anonviolent man. And Anton Pavlic
had probably been in the gambling house of Big Charlie Limaonly ashort time before he died.
Gambling houses did not usualy open before dark, and Pavlic, as Morgan had pointed out, had
been onfoot that night.

"Just whereis The Cedars, Morgan?'

"On the other side of the golf course from Sea Gate." Morgan said dully. "On that north side
road. It's ahouse back from the road about four hundred yards from Cape Ambrose Highway."
"Not far from the gateway to the golf club?"

"Not far,” Morgan said.

"Was Pavlic there that night?

"Yeh," Morgan said, "he was there. He was there about a haf an hour before he died.”
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In the silence of the office the sound of distant traffic passing through Sea Gate on the Cape
Ambrose Highway seemed dmost in the room itsalf. Morgan appeared to be listening to the
traffic. The sergeant sat limp now, drained, hiswhole small body astired asaman could
become. The Shadow felt a certain sympathy for him. Any man could make one mistake. If it
had been only one mistake.

"And where were you that night, Morgan?' The Shadow said grimly. "Y ou were not here, and
you arrived on the scene late."

"Me?Youdon'tthink . .. No, ohno! | wasout in my patrol car! | was making roundsand |
can proveit! | have ten witnesses! Maybe | took alittle graft, al right. | waswrong, but | didn't
kill anyone!”

"That can be checked, you understand?’ "Go ahead and check. I'm no killer!"

"What do you know about a Count | stvan Papescu?’

"Nothing, except that he owns that big yacht out in the harbor, and he likesto gamble, too,"
Morgan sad.

The Shadow remembered the big yacht. So it belonged to the chief of Liberation Front.
Blackmail paid well. But, then, Papescu had mentioned a private fortune. The Shadow had a
shrewd ideathat Count Papescu's private fortune had long ago ceased to be aredlity, if it ever
had been. But the reputation of a private fortune could be a vauable asset to aman who had far
more money than work could account for easily. Count Papescu was obvioudy aclever and
careful man, he planned for dl eventudities, and he was far from shrinking a violence if it
became necessary. Lamont Cranston had reason to know that aspect of the exiled Rumanian. The
Shadow wondered how Papescu would react to the resurrection of Lamont Cranston when the



time came? But that time would not be yet, there was still work for The Shadow before Lamont
Crangton could be brought back to life.

"Morgan, | will consider what to do with you and your gambling connection,” The Shadow

said with deliberation. "'In the meantime, you will say nothing of thisvist. Isthat clear? Perhaps,
if youwork well onthiscase, | will say nothing. Later, the gambling house can be closed down if
the people of Sea Gate continueto reject legal gambling. Isthat understood?”

Sergeant Morgan nodded. The smal man had afaint glimmer of returning hopein hiseyes.
Morgan was amogt grateful as he watched the cloaked figure vanish from his office without a
sound. He sat for along time staring at the closed door of his office where The Shadow had been
last seen by him. A full two minutes passed before there was a sudden voice on the intercom.
Morgan jumped in his seat. The voice was matter-of-fact.

"Y eh, Sarge, you want something?" the voice said from the intercom speaker.

Morgan redized that hisintercom key was ill open. Outsdein the main room of the station
Patrolmen Jones was answering his superior'ssignal. Morgan stared at the spesker. It was asif
time had stood il al the while The Shadow had been with him. Almost that the mysterious
cloaked figure had never been in the room with Morgan at al. Morgan continued to Sare at the
closed door before him.

"Sarge?' the voice on the intercom said.

"Nothing, go to work," Morgan suddenly barked into the intercom. He felt some of hisold
confidence returning.

Out in the night, The Shadow had returned to his hidden Jaguar. The moon was dl but down
now, and the low black car blended into the darkness. Inside the car The Shadow became
Lamont Cranston again. He started the motor and drove dowly and al-but-silently off into the
night. He drove perhaps amile to aspot near where the long-forgotten salesman had seen him
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likeagiant bat in the headlights that night. He stopped the Jaguar and reached into a specid
hidden compartment beneath the seat. He held asmdll, but heavy box in his hands. Surethat he
was unobserved, Cranston opened the box and lighted asmall light. He set amirror up on the
dashboard where it wasilluminated by the light. He began to work on hisface.

As The Shadow had decided, it was not yet time for Lamont Cranston to return to life. From
what Morgan had said it seemed more than likely that Count Papescu and hisfriends would
appear at the gambling house sooner or later. It was clear that they, too, had discovered Pavlic's
connection with theillegal gaming establishment. But even more important for The Shadow's
purpose this night, while The Shadow knew Big Charlie Lima, Lamont Cranston did not. It was
as Kent Allard, the renowned explorer, that The Shadow knew Big Charlie so well. At this
moment Kent Allard was presumably deep in the jungles of Africaon one of his many
expeditions. Lamont Cranston had helped to finance this latest exploit of Allard's, and was, of
course, in touch with Allard asfar asthe public knew. Both guises were only two of The
Shadow's dter-egos, and this night Lamont Cranston would have to remain dead while Kent
Allard made an unexpected return from the depths of Africa.

In the Jaguar The Shadow worked with speed and precision. A specid dye from the black box
transformed the light hair of Lamont Crangton into the dark hair of Kent Allard. The dye could
not fade or wash out, but could be instantly removed if necessary. A quick manipulation with a
hair brush turned Cranston's side-parted hair into Allard's brushed back hair without apart. A
fase mustache was deftly applied. When hewas being Allard for any length of time, The
Shadow grew ared mustache, but for tonight the false one would serve. A small hypodermic
needle, filled with a harmless wax-like fluid, wasinjected beneath the skin of The Shadow's nose
changing the hawklike nose of Crangton into the thicker, heavier nose of Kent Allard. A change
of clothes from beneath the seat, a new expression of the facid muscles The Shadow could
control completdly, and the well-known figure of Kent Allard was Sitting in the Jaguar.



The box returned to its hiding place, Kent Allard drove rapidly to the all-night Car-Rental
Agency in Sea Gate and rented an inconspicuous Buick sedan. He then turned the car toward the
golf club and The Cedars. Allard drove steadily down the dark lane of Cape Ambrose Highway,
past the fatal gateway, and clown the side road to The Cedars Rest Home. As he parked just out
of dght of the entrance, he noted how close theillegd gambling house wasto the golf club and
the gateway in the distance across the course. Allard |eft the rented car and walked straight to the
door of the gambling house. He limped dightly, the result of an old wound while exploring the
High Himalayas and being attacked by atiger. Allard seemed a shorter man than Cranston, his
shoulders stooped from the years of carrying heavy loads on his expeditions. No one would have
thought for an instant that Kent Allard and Lamont Cranston were the same man-or that they
were both The Shadow.

Kent Allard entered the gambling house, and, with the mention of Morgan's name, was

ushered into the hidden gaming rooms.

13

KENT ALLARD saw Count Istvan Papescu the moment he entered the plush and hidden gaming
rooms. The smal Rumanian was standing at the roul ette table. Papescu looked up quickly as
Allard camein, asif the count were on the dert for anyone who might come in. Papescu looked
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at Allard, and then looked away. The count was not interested in Kent Allard, not as he would
have been very interested in Lamont Cranston. Papescu went on with hisplay. Allard strolled up
to watch. The count was a skilled and daring player, Allard noted, as he watched Papescu
playing precise combination of six numbers each time, and watched the Rumanian's stack of
plagues steadily increase. Allard surveyed the room while pretending keen interest in the
progress of the roulette asif he were agambler studying the game before beginning hisplay. He
saw the sllent and deadly George aone and watching from atable only afew feet from Papescu.
The FBI man Altman was directly across the table from Papescu. Altman, too, was a skilled
player, but on the conservative sde. The FBI man played combinations of red and black, odd and
even, and gave Allard only the briefest of glances. Altman's eyes, ostensibly on hisgameto
anyone but the keenest observer, were redlly watching someone across the long room. Allard
alowed hisglanceto stray in that direction. The FBI man was watching the cashier of the
gambling house. Allard was puzzled until the cashier turned and showed hisfull face. It was

Peter Anders! Anderswas the cashier of the gambling house! The dark, stocky man was handing
out money and chips, and talking to his daughter, Shirley Anders. The girl till seemed

distraught. Even as Allard watched, Anders seemed to say something to her in anger.

Crangton, asKent Allard, let his eyes, permanently fixed in a squint supposedly from the
explorer's constant exposure to wind and sun, travel on around the large room. What he saw
continued to surprise him. At ablackjack table across the brilliant room the man deftly dealing
the cards for the house was Michagl Magters. The dedler at the Baccarat table was one of the men
in the raincoats who had been watching Pavlic and who had attacked him, Cranston. The man
was not in hisraincoat now, but Allard was certain of hisidentity. He continued his scrutiny, but
saw no one esefamiliar. They, of course, did not recognize Cranston as Allard, and it was now
very clear tha the gambling house was somehow involved in the death, and life, of Anton Pavlic.
Allard was about to casualy approach the FBI man Altman, which was the main reason for
coming to the gambling house, when aloud voice boomed behind him from across the entire
room.

"Kent!" the voice echoed as heads turned to look. "Kent Allard, you old gypsy, why didn't

you tell me you back!™

Allard turned to face Big Charlie Limawho haf acrossthe brightly lighted room to dap



Allard on the back. The gambler was as big as his name implied, agiant of aman with the
manner and strength of agrizzly bear. Limabeamed down at Kent Allard, hisgreat paw and arm
around Allard's shoulder in ahuge bear hug. Allard had known Big Charlie for many years, and
the gambler'sloud, awkward manner hid amind as quick as a snake. Big Charliewasafair man,
but he had learned well how to survive in adangerousworld. Allard waswell aware that Lima
could, and would, do anything necessary to protect himself, and it was more than possible that
Anton Pavlic had gotten in Big Charlies way somehow. But Allard hid dl thisbehind asmileas
bigasLimasanmile.

"Hello, Charlie," Allard said. "Y ou've got anice place here. Do | have achance?!

"Inmy place Kent Allard dwayswins, | fix that,” Limaboomed. "I thought you werein

Africa"

"l was until afew daysago,” Allard said. "'l finished and came home. Africaisn't what it used

to be, too many politicians.”

"Nothing'swhat it used to be, Kent," Limaagreed. "L ook at me, down in the weeds to make a
living."
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Big Charlieingsted that hisfriend Kent Allard join him for adrink at the bar. The bar was
darker than the main gambling room. Big Charlie and Allard sat on stoolsin a corner away from
any other patrons. For atime Allard et Limatak about his new gambling business. Hismind
was on anew discovery-the bartender was another of the men in the raincoats! Allard waited
until the bartender was out of earshot.

"Y our employees, Charlie" Allard said, "did you bring them with you?'

"Sure, don't | dways? | moved 'em al down here, set 'em up in houses, you know?"

"Arethey morethan they seem?”

"Y ou mean are they hoods? Hell no, Kent, you know me better than that,” Limasaid. "They're
pros, you know? Experienced dedlers, cashiers, you nameit. | use only the best in my places.

Y ou can't run agood gambling place with hoods. Y ou got to have red skilled men, legit men.

Y ou need hoods, you can dways get the muscle.”

"They look foreign,” Allard said casudly. "That Cashier, for instance.”

"Anders?Heis" Limaexplained. "Y ou know that little guy at the roulette table? Well, he's
Count Istvan Papescu, runs an outfit called Liberation Front. He brings over these refugees from
the Commies, see? Well, he comesto me one day and says he's got some refugees experienced in
gambling houses. He saysthey need jobs. He saysthejobs got to be legit, only | can see heredly
don't care, so | hiresthe refugees when | opened down here. Between you and me | don't think
the refugees are using their right names, but who am | to yell?*

"How many arethere?’ Allard asked.

"Seven right now, | use some more back in New York,” Limasaid.

"Was Anton Pavlic one of them?' Allard said.

"Pavlic?' Limaconsidered. "No, | don't know one named Pavlic.”

"Perhaps he cdled himsdf Jonson.”

Big Charlie's face became cautious. The gambler looked around, and then at Allard. Lima
seemed to hesitate for amoment before he spoke again.

"The guy who got killed? Y eh, Kent, | knew him, only he didn't work here, hewasa
customer.”

"Hegambled alot?'

"WEell, that depends what you mean," Limasaid. "Hewasin herealot, regular like aclock
every couple of weeks or so, but he didn't gamble much.”

"What do you mean, Charlie?'

"Wdll, Jonson'd comein red regular every time he came down to Sea Gate. Hed Stay at the



roulette table playing real careful, small stakes, and then held cash in and leave after maybe an
hour."

"An hour?'

"No more," Limasaid. "Between you and me he wasn't no real gambler.”

"You sad small stakes" Allard mused, "'so he couldn't have won alot.”

"Didn't win or lose much,” Limasaid. "Funny, because he aways bought adamned big stack

of chips. never saw him play anything except roulette, and he played red and black only."

"How about the night he died?" Allard said. Big Charlie had been talking low, and now the
gambler studied Allard. Limaseemed torn between friendship and the natural caution and
suspicion of amanin hisparticular line of work.

"Y ou working on this case for someone, Kent?' Limasaid.

"Yes, Charlie, only keep it quiet, okay?' Allard said.
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"Okay, Kent, and let metell you I'm clean on this. | knew Jonson, but that was all. Besides, |
don't go around hitting guyswith cars. If it was me, you'd still belooking for the body."

"I'm sure of that, Charlie" Allard said. "Now what about that night?"

"Nothing specia. Jonson camein, got his chips, played maybe an hour, cashed in and left.”

"At what time?"

"About nine-thirty, sameasusud,”" Limasaid.

"How long would it take to get from here to the golf club gate?'

"Depends,” Limasaid. "By car acouple of minutes. If he waked maybe ten minutes, maybe
twenty, depending on if he cut across the golf course.™

"Atany event," Allard mused, "it lookslike heleft here and went straight to that gate.”

"Itlooks" Limasad.

"Thanks, Charlie, and keep it quiet, okay?"

"Anything you say, Kent. Keep the place out of it if you can, right?"

"Il try, Charlie."

Allard left Big Charlielooking somber at the bar. Limadid not like trouble anywhere near

him or hisbusiness. Before he | eft the bar, Allard noted that a new bartender had come on duty,
one he did not recognize. In the main gambling room he strode straight to the roulette table. He
placed a blue chip on red, and watched the spin of thewhedl. Helost, and placed another blue
chip on red. Thistime he won. He continued to play red for sometime. Then, having noted the
st of thewhed favored odd dightly and on the lower side, he began to play odd. He won dowly
but steadily. No one had paid much attention to him since it became clear that he was a cautious
gambler. After some twenty minutes, Allard had edged close to Altman. When both Papescu and
George were looking intently at the whed, Allard dropped a plague from Altman's pile, picked it
up, apologized, and handed it to Altman. With it there was a prepared note. Altman showed no
expression. The note told Altman to meet him out in the grounds of the house, and told who he
was-- Lamont Cranston.

The note planted, Allard was about to move to the blackjack table to keep asfar from Altman
as possible, when he looked up and saw her. The woman from the Mercedes and the Beach City
House dining room had walked in the door. Her beauty was even more pronounced in the
complimentary lighting and lush surrounding of the gambling house. She walked directly across
the room to the roul ette table. Count Papescu smiled. As she approached Papescu, the small man
took her hand and kissed it, his smooth voice murmuring agreeting.

"Charming, my dear," Papescu purred. "How isWadter?'

"Shaken, Istvan,” thewoman said. "He seemsto think he had some sort of an halucination.

I've given him sedation, Arnold is staying with him."

Wadter, Kent Allard guessed, was the frightened driver who had met The Shadow with such
unnerving consequences. As he had expected, the driver had only ahazy recollection.



"Such men are dangerousto us," Papescu said. "I thin!" we must get rid of Walter. He must

have been drinking.

They were speaking very low, too low for anyone to have heard what they were saying unless
that person a so had the heightened hearing power of The Shadow, as Kent Allard had. But they
became aware of being observed, and Papescu suddenly raised hisvoice,

"There, my dear, we are being rude. A husband and wife should never whisper their little

family secretsin public en? Come, my dear, try your luck."

The beautiful woman, then, was Mrs. Istvan Papescu. Again Cranston, or Allard ashewas
now, remembered that Anton Pavlic had been aladies man. He wondered if there might not be
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some more persona reason for Papescu'sinterest in Pavlic. Then he saw that the small count was
garing straight at him. Papescu had obvioudy noted Allard's interest in his whispered
conversation with hiswife. He was considering the import of this new knowledge, and Papescu's
interest, when hefelt alight touch on hisleg below the edge of the table. He turned casudly to
see the hand of FBI man Altman resting lightly on the edge of the table. There was a scrap of
paper in Altman's hand. Suddenly, Altman very faintly shook his head and removed his hand.
Count Papescu was smiling at Allard.

"l beg your pardon, sir,” Papescu said acrossthe roulette table, "but did | hear Mr. Limacall
you Kent Allard?

"Youdid," Allard said.

"Imagine,” Papescu said. "In such an out of the way spot. Y our adventures are legendary, Mr.
Allard. I understand you only recently returned from Africa? | would like to talk with you about
the political Stuation down there. My organization ismost interested in helping any refugees.”
Allard watched Altman from the corner of hiseyewhile amiling in afriendly manner at

Papescu. The FBI man inclined his head dightly toward the doors to the grounds of the casino.
Altman's hand held atwenty dollar chip out on the table. The FBI man wanted to meet Allard in
the garden in twenty minutes. There was obvioudy to much attention now to passthe note.
Already standing beside Papescu wasthe girl, Shirley Anders. There was an expresson on the
face of theyoung girl that Allard had seen too often before-- hero worship of the famous
explorer.

"Areyou really Kent Allard?' Shirley Anderssaid.

"l am, Miss--..?7" Allard was aware, of course, that as Kent Allard he did not know the

pretty young girl. Hefdt sorry for young Buddy Masters, the girl was more than pretty now that
she was dressed in evening clothes. She was awoman, her body curved and full beneath her
white dress.

"Shirley Anders" the eeger girl said. "I'veread dl about you! Y ou climbed the biggest
mountains, and. . ."

"The second biggest only, I'm afraid. Kanchenjunga."

"W, you climbed the Himaayas, and you went to Tibet, and you explored Africa, and New
Guinea, and Audtrdia, and China, and just about everywherel™

"Not quite everywhere," Allard said.

"Y ou're just modest, aman shouldn't be modest!” the girl said. "Y ou've done things. | never

do anything. | mean, you're so famous and important and areal man!"

Allard smiled as Shirley Anders continued to talk about him. He was afraid she would want

his autograph next. He was thinking of the fickleness of youth, the girl seemed to have forgotten
Buddy Masters dready, when his keen eyes saw the bartender who had been one of the menin
the raincoats. The short, dark man was standing in the doorway that led out to the grounds of the
gambling house where Altman wanted to meet Allard. The bartender was Sgnding to someone.
Allard still smiled and listened to the girl, but his eyes darted in the direction the raincoat man
was sgnding. He saw Michadl Masters leave hisblackjack tableto ardief dealer, and walk



quickly toward the bartender. The two men went out into the grounds.

"Can | have your autograph, Mr. Allard?' Shirley Anderssaid.

"Of course,” Allard said.

He quickly signed his nameto amenu of the casino, smiled at the girl, and began to wak
toward the door out into the grounds. He walked casually until he was outside and hidden from
view. Then he vanished into the bushes that surrounded the large house of the casino.
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THE SPRAWLING grounds of The Cedars touched the side road on one side, and led down to an
inlet of the seaon the other side. At the edge of the lawn, the trees, and the thick bushes that
formed the grounds near the inlet, there was alarge boathouse. The boathouse was two stories
high, had spaceinsde for three boats to tie up under shelter, and alarge spotlight was mounted at
the corner closest to the main house of the casino. Thislight was on to illuminate the grounds for
those who wanted a brief respite from the gamesinsde. There were two boatstied up insde the
boathouse. A third boat had just arrived and bobbed now against the wooden dock inside the
boathouse.

In this boat ashort, stocky man in araincoat held the boat against the dock, its powerful
outboard motor still on but idling as the man looked up at two other men. The two men on the
dock were Michael Masters and the bartender from the gambling house. All three men were
talking low and urgently. The man in the boat held the 15~at to the dock as he spoke. The two
men on the dock were squatted down so that they could speak low.

"Hell bedl right," the manin the boat said. "Helost alot of blood, but we had to get him out

of there"

"I know," Michael Magters said. " The doctor says he's going to recover?'

"Y es, the wound was not so bad, he has had much worse, Michael. Someday, | will have the
pleasureto kill that George!™

"What about Cranston?' the bartender said.

"No one has seen him since," Magters said. "Perhapsthey havekilled him."

"Thereis something very strange about this Cranston,” the man in the boat said. "The way he
struck me and Vincent. Thereis much training in him. He has no fear, and heisquick asacat,
Michadl. A man like him we could have used with us, yes?"

"Y ou are sure Papescu took him?' Magters said.

"Pauli saysyes," the man in the boat said, "and he was awake if wounded. Vincent here, and

[, that Cranston had placed usto deep.”

"What does he want, this Cranston?" the bartender,Vincent, said.

"I do not know," Masters said, "buit I, too, wonder about him. When he was with the police a
my house| fet that he waslistening to us, not to what we said. | fear we made some error when
we spoke, | saw it on hisface."

"Now Papescu has him,” the man in the boat said. "If you made some mistake in your story

now they know it. Cranston would tell, | have seen aman like that George do hisfriend'swork
before.”

"If only you had not bungled it with Cranston,” Magters said, "I'm sure he must know where it
ig"

"Wedid not bungle, Michadl, but we were beaten,” the man in the boat said. "It was that
Crangton himsdlf. Otherwise that pig George could not have surprised the three of us."

"Pauli ishurt badly. We have kidnaped,” the bartender said. "Isit worth it, Michagl ?'

"Yes, Vincent, itisworth it!" Masters said,
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Therewas aslencein the gloom of the boathouse. The three men were engrossed in their

own thoughts for amoment. The water |apped againgt the dock, and the small boat withitsidling
motor bumped lightly against the wood. The three men were so engrossed that they did not
notice afaint movement in the darkest part of the boathouse. A black shadow seemed to move. It
had been there for some time, the dark areain the boathouse, but now it moved toward the three
men. A faint cresking of the wood could have been from the wind that wasrisng now in the late
night hours. At last, Masterslooked at the man in the boat. The man till held the boat to the
dock by one hand as his motor idled.

"I can get nothing from thewoman.” Masters said. " Perhaps we should move her to the cabin
with Paull. It is dangerous to keep her here.”

"You had to talk to her, Michadl," the bartender said. Before Masters could answer, the eerie
laugh filled the gloom of the boathouse. The three men jumped, their eyes searching the dimness.
Thewelrd laugh came again. It seemed to echo from every corner of the boathouse, blending
with and dominating the lapping of the water and therising wind. Masters leaped up to stand and
gareinto the shifting shadows made by the dim light reflecting from the moving surface of the
water, The bartender, Vincent, froze where he was, crouched and unable to move. Themanin
the boat held tight to the dock and his eyes showed a sudden fear. The unseen voice mocked.
"Three conspirators,” the voice said, "what will your crimes gain you?"

"Whereareyou?' Magterscried. Thetal, dender man had much courage. He stood facing the
empty darkness with defiance while the bartender cringed at his feet and the man in the boat
watched warily.

"Theweed of crime bears bitter fruit, Michael Masters” the unseen voice said. "What have

you done with thewoman? What isit you seek at such cost?'

"Crime? We have done nothing we did not have to do!" Masters said, the tall man'svoice

angry, amogt hitter. "Who are you! ? Where are you hiding?'

"Papescu'strickd” the man in the boat said suddenly. "Get in, quick!™

Even as he spoke, the man in the boat threw his motor into gear and released his hold on the
dock. The boat began to back out of the boathouse. Masters moved like lightning. Both Masters
and the bartender jumped into the moving boat. They acted with the speed and precison of men
accustomed to moving in acriss. They weredl three in the boat, and out of the boathouse,
before the great black-cloaked figure of The Shadow could reach the edge of the water. The
Shadow stood on the dock and watched them vanish into the night out on the water. Angry with
himsalf for not redlizing what they could do to escape, The Shadow stood at the edge of the
water and listened until the sound of their engine faded to the east toward the open sea. Wherever
they were hiding wasin that direction, it was good to know that much at least.

Quickly, then, The Shadow began to search the boathouse. The whole boathouse was bathed

in patches of light from the spotlight mounted outside. But The Shadow found nothing on the
first floor. The door to the second floor was locked. The Shadow extracted aring of keysfrom
thefolds of the black cloak. Hislong fingers worked on the lock. It opened with the third key,
and the shrouded figure floated up the stairs. The Shadow moved swiftly but warily through the
sall lofts and storerooms. In the third room, asail loft filled with old and rotted sailsand a
fantagtic cluster of old booms and rudders, he found Helga Pavlic.

The woman wastied to achair, gagged, and her eyes were wide with fear and fright as she
heard The Shadow. In the palelight from the spotlight outside dl Helga could see was afigure
that approached her. She struggled in the chair, her head moving asif she wanted to tear away
the gag and scream. Then her fearful eyes saw The Shadow cross a patch of light and she knew
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him. 'Hope cameinto her frightened eyes. She sat motionlessin the chair as The Shadow
removed her gag and untied her hands from behind her. Helga Pavlic began to sob hystericaly.



Shefel forward and buried her face in thefolds of the black robe of The Shadow.

"Thank God! Thank God," Helga sobbed.

"Have no fear, Helga, you are safe now," The Shadow said.

"I knew you would find me," Helgasobbed. "1 knew! They made me come here. From the
train. They sat down with me on the train and they made me come here. | was afraid of them."
"Did they harm you?' The Shadow said grimly.

The woman shook her head, her sobs dready dying. She was a strong woman, and now she
regained control of herself as quickly as she had lost control in her rdlief at the Sght of The
Shadow.

"No, they did not harm me. But | was afraid of them.”

"You are sure?' The Shadow said.

"Y es, they did not touch me. They only tied me here and asked so many questions," Helga

sad. "They said they did not want to hurt me. | was afraid only of being held here. | think they,
too, are afraid.”

"Of what, Helga?' The Shadow said.

"I don't know, someone who threatens them. Perhaps more than one. They spoke of a George.
Do you know a George?

"l do," The Shadow said grimly. "Hewill be punished.”

"They are afraid of this George and of other people,”

Helgasad. "Thereis something they want that is dangerous.”

"Do you know whét it is?'

The woman shook her head, her blonde hair catching the light from beyond the window of the
sl loft.

"No, they just kept asking me where it was, who had it, what Atnon had done with it. They
wanted to know who Anton had met that night. | told them | did not know anything, but they
would not bdieve me."

"They asked who Anton met?' The Shadow said.

"Yes," Hdgasad. "They cdled Anton a swine. They said they were glad he was dead, and
they asked if | were part of hisscheme. | told them | did not know what scheme Anton was part
of."

"Do you think they killed Anton?" The Shadow asked. The woman again shook her head. "l
don't know. They spoke asif they did not know who killed him, but that could have been atrick.
They asked over and over where Anton had hidden it, who he had sold it to, and what did | know
about Papescu? | know only that Anton worked for this Pgpescu once, | told them that but they
did not believeme.”

"They were sure that you and Anton were in some kind of 'scheme’ together?”

"Yes" Helgasad.

"Had you ever seen any of these men before?' The Shadow asked.

"NO."

"None of them ever came into the Club Zagreb to talk to Anton? They were not among the
frightened men you said often cameto talk to Anton?"

"No," HelgaPavlic said, "I never saw any of these men before."

Beneath his black douch hat The Shadow's piercing eyes studied the blonde woman. It was
possible that she was lying, playing some devious and dangerous game of her own. Sheand
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Pavlic could have been in a scheme together, and now she had only to wait ashort time and then
she could have the scheme to hersdlf. But she could not have killed her husband, she had beenin
New Y ork. Altman had seen her there at the Club Zagreb al that night.

"Very wdl, Helga," The Shadow said. 'l am going to release you. Y ou will go Sraight to the
police station in Sea Gate, Do not tell the police anything except that you were delayed. They



will want you to identify Anton, and then | want you to wait for Lamont Cranston, do you
understand? Y ou are to wait for aman named Lamont Cranston.”

"Yes" Hegasad. "l understand.”

"Good," The Shadow said. "I think we are coming closer to the reason for Anton's death. |

must now find out more about these men who abducted you, and . . ."

The faint sound would have been heard by no one but The Shadow. A soft, stedlthy footstep
outside the boathouse. Someone was walking very softly near the boathouse. The Shadow held
his hand up to Helgato warn her to keep silent, and glided across the cluttered sail |oft to the
window that overlooked the lawn and trees on the landward side of the boathouse. At first The
Shadow saw nothing but the trees and thick bushes blowing in the late night wind. In the glare of
the spotlight mounted on the boathouse, the grounds of The Cedars |ooked like an eerie sceneon
the surface of the moon. Then The Shadow saw the man. He was walking cautioudy at the very
edge of the thick growth of bushes and trees that surrounded the boathouse and stretched in a
semi-circleal the way to the corner of the gambling house. The man appeared to be looking for
something-- or someone.

The man wasindigtinct, on the edge of the glare of light, asif carefully remaining haf-

hidden. He was not searching the ground or the bushes asif for some thing, but was looking
carefully around in the night asif looking for someone. Then, even as The Shadow watched from
the window above, the man cocked his head to listen. The Shadow listened. He, too, heard the
new sound. There was afaint rustling in the bushes below. The man standing below turned to
gareinto the thick bushes. Suddenly, the man walking below reached into hisjacket, insgde his
jacket to where a shoulder holster would be. From his window above, The Shadow heard another
sound-a very soft "plop” nhoise. In an instant the man at the edge of the bushes below staggered,
grasped histhroat, and fell to the grass. There was a sound of running in the bushes and a splash
of something thrown into the water. The man who had fallen crawled weekly on the ground.

The Shadow |egped from the window of the boathouse. In the full glare of the spotlight on the
boathouse, The Shadow plummetted to the ground afloor below like agresat bat flying through
the night. He landed amost on top of the man on the ground. The man lay face down, crawling.
The Shadow bent to help. He turned the fallen man over. It was FBI agent Altman! The FBI man
opened his eyesto stare up at the black-cloaked figure of The Shadow. Altman did not seemto
know what he saw.

"...pipe...gas...lsawthe..."

Altman shuddered and lay till, his eyes staring up into the dark sky. He was dead.

The Shadow saw at once that Altman was far beyond help. He stood up and turned to pursue
the unseen killer. Whatever Altman had seen, The Shadow would never know unless he caught
thekiller who had struck again. The Shadow was hafway to the gambling house when he heard
the shouting. The people were pouring from the main house and coming toward the boathouse.
They shouted and screamed like amob after some wild animal. The Shadow guessed at once that
he had been seen as he leaped from the boathouse in the full light of the spotlight. Someone had
seen him, perhaps many people on the wide casino verandah, and now they were amob howling
for thekill.
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The Shadow raced back into the boathouse and up the stairsto the sail oft. He repeated his
warning to Helga Pavlic to say nothing, to not Iet the mob see her, to blend into the mob or they
would perhaps harm her if they found her done in the boathouse. Then The Shadow leaped again
from the boathouse. He legped thistime from asde window and vanished into the night asthe
mob from the casino reached the boathouse and poured inside.

Some ten minutes later, asthe people were just returning from their fruitless search of the
boathouse, Kent Allard walked back into the gambling house. Big Charlie Limawas shouting



ordersto his gtaff, The big gambler was obvioudy very angry at this unwanted intrusion into his
orderly operation. Limahad no timefor hisfriend Allard now. The casino was a hubub of

excited voices dl talking about the giant bat the people on the verandah had seen fly out of the
boathouse. Many of the people seemed scared out of their wits, and the police had been called
aready. Altman's body had been discovered, and the people seemed close to panic. Allard let his
eyes search the room. Count Papescu, the woman, and George were still close to the roul ette
table, They were not close to panic, but they were clearly worried-they had seen the giant bat
before. Even as Allard watched, the three of them started for the door. They barely glanced at
Allard. He could not help thinking how much more worried they would be if they knew that
Allard wasredlly the supposedly dead and buried Lamont Cranston.

Cranston, as Kent Allard, decided to let them go thistime. He had noticed a much more
interesting fact. Thegirl, Shirley Anderswas wandering around the room asif frantically looking
for someone. Peter Anderswas not in the cashier's cage! The stocky man had been replaced by a
stranger. Allard strode across the excited room to where Big Charlie Limawastrying to cam
down his patrons.

"Pete Anders?' Charlie said, "He got acall, Kent, and had to run off. Said it wasimportant.

Whét the devil do you make of dl thisgiant bat stuff?"

"Hdlucination, probably,” Allard said.

"Thedead guy an't no halucination” Limasaid.

But Allard's mind was on Peter Anders. A telephone call before the bat had been seen. Allard
had a shrewd guess who the call was from. Masters and the other two would have wanted to talk
about the strange figure they had seen in the boathouse. Allard wanted to know alot more about
Peter Anders and Michagl Masters. He was on hisway to the tel ephone booth just inside the door
when hefet alight hand on hisarm. Shirley Anders stood beside him. The girl was scared out of
her wits.

"I saw it, Mr. Allard! 1t was awful! A redl giant bat. | don't care what they say!" the girl said,

and her eyeswere closeto tearsagain. "l can't find my father. I'm scared.”

"It'sdl right, Miss Anders, Mr. Limasaysyour father just had to leave eaxlier. I'm sure helll

be back for you."

"But I'm afraid,” Shirley Anders said. "Could you drive meto Seat Gate?"

"All right,” Allard agreed, "but | haveto makeacal firg."

In the telephone booth, sure that he was aone, Allard called Margo at The Beach City House.
Margo was more than excited. She reported that Burbank had located five bank accountsin al in
the name of Anton Pavlic. Thetotal sum was over $50,000!

"But that isn't the important news, Lamont,” Margo said into the phone, unable, of course, to

see that she was speaking to him as Kent Allard. "Interpol knows Masters and Anderswell, at
least they know two men of their exact descriptions. Interpol says even the diasesfit, their redl
names are Mastrovic and Andrevski. They were both famous freedom fightersin Poland. The
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Russans want them for revolutionary activities and politica assassnations! They both have

prices on their heads."

"All right, Margo," Allard said. "Now listen, | want you to meet me a The Sea Gate Motd,

I'll call for aroom. Bring your waitress disguise. No, you better wear it in case anyone seesyou.
Right. Start at once."

Allard arranged for aroom at The Sea Gate Motel, and | ft the booth. He was thinking about
two men named Mastrovic and Andrevski, Men with prices on their headsin Russawere
desperate men. And they were men of violence and conviction. He doubted that either of them
would have hesitated a second to kill Pavlic if he threatened them in any way.
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KENT ALLARD was il thinking about Mastrovic and Andrevski while the girl chattered beside
him al the way into Sea Gate. He drove fast. Shirley Anders seemed to have recovered from her
fright, as young people do, and now she chattered with excitement about the giant bat she had
seen.

"I redly saw it," the girl said. "Way off near the boathouse. It flew right out of the window!
That poor man, they say he must have died of fright. Not amark on him | heard Mr. Lima say.
Did you know him, Mr. Allard?"

"I didn't seethe body."

"Y ou didn't go down to the boathouse? Well, he was that man standing right next to you at the
roulette table. | remember him from when | talked to you."

"l remember him," Allard said, "but | didn't know him."

"What aterrible way to die-- scared to death!” the girl said. "I hate to think about desth, it's
soawful, so...wel ... nothing, you know?| mean, | never want to die, | want to live all the
way!"

"l supposeweadl do,” A]lard said. "How long have you been in this country, Miss Anders?'
"Me?How could you tell? Isn't my accent dl gone?!

"| talked to your father at the cashier's cage. Anders couldn't be your right name."

"He changed it," the girl said. "It was Andrevski. Daddy's afamous man, but he'sin danger so
we hide. | don't know just what it is, the danger, but | know Daddy and the others are dways
afraid of something. Sometimes|'m afraid of them, they seem so violent. | wasjust alittle girl
when we came here. That was nine years ago."

"Y ou've dways been in Sea Gate”?'

"Oh no, welived in New Y ork until about two years ago when Daddy started working for Mr.
Lima" Shirley Anderssaid. "l liked it in New Y ork, but Daddy liked it better down here.”
"Do you know why?"

"It'scrazy, isnt it? | mean, liking this hick place better than New Y ork. | guess he felt safer
down here. He wasn't so scared, until about ayear ago.”

"A year ago he became scared?' Allard said. That was just the time Pavlic began to cometo
Sea Gate.

"He sure did. | hoped we'd go back to New Y ork, but we didn't. I mean, | hate this awful
place, it'sso dull.”

70

Allard was thinking about two wanted revol utionaries, and Papescu who brought illegal
refugeesinto the country, and Anton Pavlic who had once worked for Papescu as well, perhaps,
as the Reds themselves. It was beginning to come very clear. But he had reached Sea Gate by
now, and beside him Shirley Anders suddenly spoke again.

"Y ou can drop me at the police station, Mr. Allard. Daddy was going to take me to see Buddy
before he went off."

"Hell probably look for you at the Sation,” Allard said.

"Anyway, | want to cheer up Buddy," the girl said. "Areyou staying in town?”

"I don't know, probably not," Allard said. He did not want Anders or Masters looking for

Kent Allard.

Heleft the girl at the police station and drove straight to the motel. They had hisroom ready,

but Margo was not yet there. He tipped the attendant to return his rented car and pick up his
Jaguar. Insde the motel room he went into the bathroom. He had made certain that the attendant
had barely seen hisface. Now, in the bathroom, he went to work. No one at the motel had seen
Kent Allard, and it was time for Lamont Cranston to return to life.

The dye came out easily, he recombed the hair inits Sde part. A specia solvent injected



under the skin of his nose harmlessly dissolved the wax that had changed the shape of hisnose.
He removed the mustache. When he heard the Jaguar drive up and park, he waited afew
minutes, and then dipped slently out and brought back the clothes of Lamont Crangton. A few
minutes later he emerged from the bathroom fully returned to Lamont Cranston. A half an hour
later Margo arrived wearing her waitress disguise.

"l used the same disguise, it was effective at the club Zagreb,” Margo explained. "Why do we
need it, Lamont?"

"I'm sure that the gambling houseisinvolved in thiswhole case, Margo,” Crangton said. "'l

want you to get ajob there and watch Anders and Magters. A note from Kent Allard to Limawill
get you the job, I'm sure.”

"Y ou think Pavlic waswinning at gambling?"

"No, Margo, but he went there very often. | found Helga Pavlic there, Anders and Masters
and their gang had her. I'm not exactly sure what they are doing in this case yet, but they are
obvioudy looking for something the same as Liberation Front. It gppears that Anton Pavlic died
for something he had, but no one appearsto have found what it was they wanted.”

"Would agang kill Pavlic without getting what they wanted if it wasimportant enough to kill
for?' Margo observed.

"Y ou have agood point, Margo," Crangton said, "but | have astrong ideathat it was equally
important for them to get rid of Pavlic. With the money Pavlic had, his connection to Liberation
Front, the three suicides of refugeesin hiding who dl knew Pavlic, it seemsto methat thereis
only one answer-- Pavlic was blackmailing the refugees on his own."

"Y ou mean, Lamont, that he stole Liberation Front records, and then used those records to
blackmail the same victims?' Margo said.

"That'sjust aout it," Cranston said. "He must have blackmailed the same people Papescu was
blackmailing. For three of the poor victims the double strain was too much. They felt so hopeless
that they killed themsdves rather than go on.”

"That would be very dangerousfor Liberation Front,” Margo said. "A blackmailer like

Papescu never wants hisvictims to become too desperate.”

"Precisdy,” Cranston said. "The great danger to any blackmailer is desperation to the point of
no longer caring. That iswhen the victim ether tdlls, fights, or gives up by suicide or confession.
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A blackmailer isonly safe aslong as hisvictim can afford to preserve his secret, or caresto keep
his secret. Aninternationa blackmailer of Papescu's proportions and respectability would be
particularly careful not to drive anyonetoo far."

"'So when Pavlic appeared and became greedy,” Margo said, " Papescu's operation was in
grave danger, Especidly after the three suicides. Papescu could never know when the next
squeezed victim would confess and implicate him ingteed of killing himsdf.”

"Exactly. So Papescu would want to stop Pavlic aswell as secure the return of the stolen
records," Cranston said.

"And so would the victimg!" Margo said. "They would want to stop Pavlic and destroy the
records!"

"Perhaps, Margo, but | have an idea those records are even more va uable. Papescu just about
said that the records would reveal his whole operation! Those records must be both identifiable
and tracegble to Liberation Front."

"What could they be?'

"I would say microfilm," Cranston said. "'Pavlic would not have been stupid enough to stedl

the originals, and quite clearly Papescu did not know of Pavlic's activities until very recently.
Pavlic must have been blackmailing for years, soit follows that Papescu did not know his
records had been pilfered until the three suicides, exactly the same aswe.”

"Who could possibly have the microfilm?”



"That isthe big question,” Cranston said. "'Possibly Papescu has them, and is hiding the fact.
Possibly Anders and Magters have them, and are dso hiding the fact. Frankly, I'm not sure. A
third possibility isthat no one hasthefilm, and Pavlic hid it."

"Isthat likdy?' Margo said.

"Yesand no," Crangon sad. "A blackmailer usualy has hisinformation carefully hidden,
especidly if heismeeting one of hisvictims a alonely gateway. However, | have avery strong
sugpicion that Pavlic was not meeting avictim, but a confederatel

"Y ou mean someone we don't know?"

"Possibly, or probably someone we do know but who is carefully hidden from us. Helga
would be the most logicd, but so far sheisthe only one actuadly ruled out. Anders and Masters
were herein Sea Gate, Papescu had alarge organization and it could have been any of them.
Sergeant Morgan knew more about Pavlic than he caresto say. And any single one of them could
have been double-crossing his own people! Whoever it may be, he undoubtedly hasthe
microfilm, and has aready killed twiceto protect that film!"

"Twice, Lamont?' Margo said.

"Yes" Crangton said grimly. "The FBI man Altman waskilled tonight. The same wegpon, a
gasgun.”

"That's a professiond’s wegpon,” Margo exclaimed. "And Masters and Anderswere
professona revolutionaries and assassns.”

"Papescu and George and the others are professiondss, too, Margo. Don't forget the woman,
Papescu's wife. And, Margo, Pavlic himsdlf was a professiond.”

"Y ou mean he could have had such weapons from hiswork with the Iron Curtain Sde?’
Margo said.

"It'spossible, Margo."

"Which means the guns could have been used by anyone who worked with Pavlic,” Margo
sad. "Why was Altman killed, Lamont?"
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"He obvioudy saw something, or someone, in that casino. He wanted to tell me, but we never
had the chance. Whatever it was it could not have been conclusive or he would have made an
arrest. And, aso, whatever it was, it was known to him but not to me. Thereis some element in
al thisthat | anmissing, | know that . . ."

The sound of glass smashing, of glassfdling to the floor of the motel room, and the sound of

the shotsloud and echoing like explosionsinsde the room, came al at the sametime. The
smashing of the window, and the first shot, and Lamont Cranston pushing Margo to the floor
before he dove for the floor himself, dl happened in thefirg ingant. Time seemed to stand till.
The brief secondsit al took stretched into an eternity. Thefirst shot smashed into the wall
behind where Cranston pushed Margo and fell himself.

The second shot buried itsdf in the floor. Thethird shot hit Margo. She screamed once.
Footsteps ran away from the broken window. Cranston crawled to Margo. Blood spread on the
cheap motel carpet. Margo was unconscious. Cranston searched for the wound. He found it high
up in her chest on theright sde. A bad wound. But, his practiced eyetold him, not fatal. Margo
had only fainted, but she was badly hurt. Cranston ran to the telephone and called Sergeant
Morgan.

"Morgan? Cranston here. Yes! Send an ambulance, my secretary has been shot! Hurry!"

When Crangton turned, Margo lay looking up a him with her eyes open. The beautiful

woman wasin great pain, but there was afaint smile on her face.

"Il be...dlright...Didyousee.."

"No, whoever it wasran too fast. | had to tend to you, Margo.”

"Areyou, . dl .. right?' Margo whispered from where she lay, her blood soaking the carpet
around her.



"Yes, damn it, that had to be meant for me! Someone must have seen me passthat note to
Altman and guessed | wasthereto talk with him. | bungled the wholething! That'sdl it could

be, Margo. Someone followed me back from the gambling house and tried to shoot me because
they were afraid | knew something the same as Altman. No one knew | would be in this motdl. |
only took the room just before | |ft the gambling house.”

"Someone could have. . . followed . me"

"In that waitress uniform? How would they have known who you were, or that you would

lead them to me?' Cranston said. "No, it has to have been someone who connected me to
Altman, and who thought | might have contacted him.”

"I'm.,.glad . ..youre.,.safe,.." Margo whispered.

"Someone has alot to pay for, Margo, and they will pay highly!"

In the distance the sound of the siren was faint but growing rapidly louder in the night. The
ambulance approached swiftly. Cranston kneeled beside Margo to comfort her. But shewas
growing wesk from the loss of blood, and when the doctor and the ambul ance attendants ran into
the room Margo was unconscious again. The doctor worked over her to stop the bleeding, but he
could only staunchit. A transfusion apparatus was set up in the ambulance. Sergeant Morgan
stood beside Cranston and took down the details of the shooting. Cranston gave Morgan the
details, but he did not tell the smdll sergeant of his suspicions or activitiesthat night. Cranston
answered Morgan's question in aflat, distracted monotone as he watched hisfriend and secretary
being carried out on a stretcher. Margo seemed not at al like hersdlf. Shelay pdeand forlornin
her waitress disguise, her face made up and changed for her role, the uniform now wrinkled and
bloody. Shelooked not at dl like Margo Lane, but only like the anonymous waitress from the
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Club Zagreb. Cranston suddenly stopped thinking. He stared at the vanishing form of Margo--
the waitress at the Club Zagreb!

"How come she was wearing that waitress uniform?’ Morgan asked. " She was your secretary,
yousad."

Cranston mumbled something in answer, he hardly knew what. He was thinking of Margo as

the waitress from the Club Zagreb. He, himself, had never been insde the Club Zagreb until after
the death of Pavlic. But Margo had, and so had Altman! All at once Lamont Cranston
remembered that he was, indeed, Lamont Cranston. Here, now, in thisroom he was Lamont
Cranston. But it had been Kent Allard who had passed the note to FBI man Altman. It had been
Kent Allard who had driven into Sea Gate, and then to the motel. But when the shotswere fired
he had been Lamont Cranston. Why would someone who wanted to stop Kent Allard from
talking shoot at Lamont Cranston? Unless the unknown attacker had seen him change, but he
doubted that, he had been hidden in the bathroom. It could have been-- asimple error, the killer
having seen Allard enter the motel room, and shooting without seeing that he was not shooting at
Allard. Cranston doubted this. The room waswell lighted, the window no more than ten feet
from where he had been standing.

"Y ou want to come down to the gation?' Morgan said.

"No," Cranston said. "But | suggest you get LaPine and Cardona back to Sea Gate as soon as
possible”

"Don't give me advice, Crangton!™ Morgan barked. The smdl sergeant had regained dl his
customary bluster and belligerence.

"I may well giveyou amurderer!" Cranston said. "Y ou seeto it that my secretary receivesthe
best of care, Morgan, | trust you."

Cranston spun on hished and ran out of the motel room to hislow, black Jaguar. Behind him
Sergeant Morgan was shouting for Cranston to stop, to come back, the sergeant was not finished
with him! Cranston ignored the choleric sergeant. In the Jaguar he started the engine, and with a
squed of tires, roared out of the motel along Cape Ambrose Highway. A mile or two away he



stopped. When the car started again, and roared through afaintly growing dawn past the fatal
gateway, it was The Shadow behind the whed, his piercing eyes burning with justice and
retribution, the black robes billowing enormousin thefaint grey light.
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MICHAEL MASTERS, born in afar-off country as Mikhail Mastrovic, sat at hisdesk in thetiny
study of his cottage on the beach. He sat in the dark. Therewas apistol in hishand. It wasa
large, heavy Mauser, and he rested it flat on the desk. His eyes were half-closed with a desperate
weariness. When the telephone on his desk jangled, Masters jerked awake, his hand raising the
pistol automatically. The telephone continued to ring. Magters tared at it. Then he lowered his
pistol and picked up thereceiver. For atime helistened. Then he spoke in aharsh, hoarse voice.
"No, nothing," Masters said into the receiver. "No. Y es, perhaps we are safe after all.

Whatever he was, perhaps he did not see us. We could not see him. Yes, atrick perhaps. A
microphone or such things. No, how can he know who we are? The woman did not know us,
how could shetell him?'
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The distant voice at the other end of the telephone seemed to grow louder. Init, even so far
away, there was aclear tone of hysteria. Masters sighed, and then spoke even more harshly.
"Yes, yes, | know we are not safe until wefind it, of course. Youthink | am afool? Very

wdll, I know what we must do, but | do not likeit! Yes, if the voice comesagain | am ready!"
Masters hung up the receiver. For atimethe tall man sat and looked at the silent telephone.
Then he sat back in his desk chair and gppeared to listen to the faint dawn wind. The whole
world was slent in the dawn but for the low brushing of the wind. Masters began to mutter half
aoud, "Stupid fears. Giant bats and voices! Childish delusons.”

The mocking laugh cut through the silence.

"For what are you ready, Michael Masters?’

Magterswhirled, cameto hisfeet, hispistol steady and pointed in an ingtant. Thetal man
half-crouched in the cover of hisdesk, hiseyes ng his position with the skill of atrained
guerilla

"Whereareyou? It isatrick, no?'

"A trick of your conscience, Michael Masters?' the voice said sernly.

"l have done nothing to.. . How do you know my name? Who areyou?' Masters said, his
pistal raised, his body tense and ready, his eyes searching the darkness of his small study.
"The Shadow knows all, Masters. The Shadow knows what evil lurksin the hearts of men!”
"Shadows? Evil? What stupidity isthis?* Masters cried. The tall man edged sideways around
his desk, the Mauser raised and ready. Master's eyes squinted to penetrate the darkness. It was
Only then that the tall man saw the looming black figure that had seemed to be only a darkened
area of the room. Now The Shadow stepped forward, his shrouded figure towering in the room.
The Shadow's eyes glowed in the faint grey dawn light through the sngle window of Masters
sudy. Thetal man raised hispistol.

"So, you arethen not invishle?' Magters said. "Are you aso human and can die?’

"Y ou will kill me, Masters?' The Shadow said.

"l havekilled," Magters said.

"Yes, you havekilled for areason, in defense, for acause,” The Shadow said. "But thereisno
evil inyou, Michael Magters, you will not kill without areason. Y ou will not kill what you do
not yet know isan enemy.”

Sowly Masterslowered hispistol. The tall man stared into the burning eyes of the Shadow.
He passed his hand over his eyes, and the gun dropped to hisside.



"No, | want no morekilling. | want only peace," Magters said.

"Was Pavlic, then, the last of your killings?' The Shadow demanded suddenly.

Masters jerked backward. "I did not kill Pavlic! My son did not kill Pavlic!"

"But you knew him! Y ou knew Anton Pavlic very wdl!" The Shadow thundered in the small
dark room.

"No! I know no Pavlic!"

"Do not lie, Masters! When the police came to you and asked about the death of the man who
was struck by the car, you cdled that man Pavlic. But no one herein Sea Gate knew him as
anything but Mr. Jonson! The papers called him Jonson! Y et you called him Pavlic. Because you
knew him!"

Masters stared at the black cloaked figure before him. The piercing eyes seemed to boreinto
thetal man.

"That wasit, what Cranston heard,” Masters said dowly. "We were stupid, and Cranston told
you! Y ou are with Papescu!™
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"No, Mikhail Mastrovic, | am not with Papescu. | fight dl evil, and the count isaman of

great evil. Tdl mewhy you hated Pavlic and Papescu.”

Thetal man now sat down heavily into hisdesk chair. The pistol rested on his desk, hishand
ill onit, but the pistol did not move. Masterslooked up at the figure of the secret avenger. The
tall man appeared crushed, the fight gone, atired and weary man.

"Y ou know who | am? Mastrovic. That was what you called me,” Masters said.

"Mikhail Mastrovic and Peter Andrevski, two names with honor," The Shadow said. "How

are you reduced to abducting women?'

"We thought she would know," Magters said dully.

"Y ou mugt tel methe whole ory, from the start,” The Shadow said.

Masters nodded dowly. The tall man pushed his pistol avay. Masters looked once at his

pistol lying on the desk, and then pushed it away. He leaned forward as he spoke, his hands
clagped between his kneesin the growing dawn light that came grey through the single window.
"We had families, we were too well known, we had to run. Peter Andrevski left hiswife dead
behind on our trip. We got out. Papescu found us and helped us. Oh, hewas so helpful. There
was a price on us, we had to hide, change our names. He got usinto this country many years ago.
Then hetold usit wasillegal and we would pay him or he would expose us. We could not risk
that, so we paid.

"Then ayear ago this Pavlic appeared here. He was clever, All these years we could not

accuse Liberation Front because that would expose us to deportation and to our enemies as well.
Besides, we had no redl proof againgt Liberation Front. We would endanger our families, our
friends, and could not be sure of hurting Papescu. So we paid. Then this Pavlic comes and we
must pay him. He was clever, he warned us not to tell even Liberation Front or lie would expose
ud

"He showed us hisfilmed copies of Papescu'sfiles. What could we do, we paid again. But this
Pavlic was a greater evil than Papescu. At first he threatened only we who Papescu had brought
to this country. But over the years we oursel ves had brought other friends into the country,
illegally because there was no other way. Soon Pavlic was bleeding them, too! He was so clever,
he found us dl, and we could not even tell Papescu of hisactions!”

"You paid a the gambling house?' The Shadow said.

Masters nodded. "Y es, it was Smple. When Pavlic came to the casino, Anders smply gave

him our money asextrachipsfor play. After Pavlic had played for atime, he cashed in dl the
chips and so had the money. The money itsdf Anders put into the cash box."

"A foolproof method," The Shadow said. "No money ever gppeared to change hands."

"The swine knew us al! We paid both Pavlic and Papescu for ayear! Then three of his



victimsin New Y ork, men we did not know, killed themsalves. We read it, and we knew. Soon
we saw that anima George watching Pavlic. We redlized that Papescu had found out. We saw a
chance. We had seen those microfilmed records, and they identified Papescu and Liberation
Front, showed what they had been doing to us. If we could get those records!

"So we organized to stop Pavlic, to watch him, to get our hands on the film. We had men who
were not known to Papescu go to New Y ork and watch the Club Zagreb. They found nothing,
perhaps Pavlic recogni zed them because he knew who they wereif Papescu did not. Pavlic came
here on hisusud trip. We paid him at the casino as usud. That same night he was killed and we
are glad heisdeed, but we could not find the film."

"Y ou paid him that night?" The Shadow said. "No money of that amount was found on him.
Thekiller took the money. How much wasit?'

76

"A thousand dollars, no more.”

"Go on," The Shadow said. It wasasmdl sum for aman like Papescu. But perhaps not for
some other person in business with Pavlic for himsdf.

"We heard how Pavlic died, my son came home with the car damaged. We knew someone
had used my son's car. We read about that watch charm heart! | knew my son was innocent, so
someone was involving us. We could not stand investigation. We were desperate. We had to find
both the film and the killer of Pavlic, and we had to try everything. We hoped Helga Pavlic
would know something. We thought Cranston might know after we saw him here. We did not
know what to do but try everything we could think of."

"Why did you keep the car in your garage?’

"It was too dangerousto destroy it," Masters said. "And, then, it would perhaps help the

police find out who redlly did the crime. We only hid it to try to find thefilm firgt. If we could
find the film, then we would be safeto turn in the car. But that stupid girl must tell you of her
heart charm!™

"Morgan is surethe charm wasin the car and fell out," The Shadow said.

"It must have been,” Masterssaid, "but . ."

"But . . 7" The Shadow said sharply in the room that was growing lighter each minute, the sun
about to come up over the sea outside the cabin.

"But my sonissure hedid not haveitinthecar.”

"Where did he think he had it?* The Shadow said.

"Inabox in hisroom. It iswhere he hides his specid things, you understand? He has his

school medd, hisrunning medas, some of the things we brought with us from Poland.”

"Y our son was sure the heart charm was in that box?"

Masters nodded. "Y es, because when Shirley and he they are not steady sweethearts any more
he says he stopped carrying it, but he did not want to give it back to her, so he put it in the box.
My sonisinlovewiththegirl, | think, but sheis so young, she changes so much.”

"Did you look in the box?'

"Of course, but it was not there.”

"When does hethink he saw it last?'

Masters hesitated. Thetall man glanced out the window at the thin streak of red low over the
sea through the single window. Then Masters shrugged and turned back to look up at the
piercing eyes of The Shadow.

"That iswhat makes us think my son does not know," Magters said. "He says he thinks he saw
it the next day, the day after the accident. But heisnot sure, and he could not have seen it then
because the police they aready had it. We read of it later in the paper.”

The Shadow watched the face of the tall man. Masters did not blink or flinch. The Shadow
thought. The day after the accident, and that could not be true. Still, the boy could be mistaken
and yet be right about the charm not being in the car. On the other hand, what if the boy were



right? The Shadow's piercing gaze fixed on the tall man again.

"Y ou said that Pavlic blackmailed even those whom Liberation Front did not know about?'
The Shadow said.

"He was afiend, worse than Papescul

"A man waskilled this night a the gambling house," The Shadow said. "Do you know who
the man was?"

"No. Some of uslooked at his body, we do not know him."

"Y ou had never seen him?"
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"Do you know who killed him?*

Masters shook his head, and then looked straight at The Shadow. "We heard of the giant bat.
Wethought you had killed him."

"Now you know | did not,” The Shadow said.

"Yes, you did not."

"Thenwho?'

Masters shrugged again. "Who can say? Papescu was there, and George, and the wife of
Papescu.”

"And you were there, and Peter Anders, and the rest of your friends,” The Shadow said.
"Wedid not kill him!"

"Do you know how he was killed?'

"No, we have wondered.”

The Shadow's eyes burned from beneath the wide douch hat and above the high collar that
hid al but hiseyes. His gaze was fixed on the face of Michae Magters.

"Hewaskilled with alethd gas gun, and so was Pavlic,”

The Shadow said. "Have you ever used such awegpon?”

Masters seemed to shudder. "No, but | have heard of such aweapon. | have never seen one,
but | have seen men who died by such agun. It leaves no trace, no clues. Many have died by that
weapon and have been buried without anyone knowing how they died.”

"Could any of your friends get such awegpon?'

"No! How could they?'

"Perhaps from your enemies years ago?' The Shadow said.

"I do not believe that! Wait, of course, Papescu, he could have such aweapon. He has the
money and the power. His men work behind the Iron Curtain.”

"So did you and your friends."

Magters sagged in his chair. "It ispossible.”

"And Pavlic?'

"He, too. | have heard things he did in the past. Such agun could have cometo him," Magters
said, and looked up at the black-cloaked figure of The Shadow. "But it must be Papescu. Yes, it
has to be Papescu and that animal Georgel"”

"Perhaps,"~ The Shadow said. "But | must know more. Do not think | am finished with you,
Michael Masters. Y ou have done wrong."

"l havetold you dl I know," thetal man said.

"Y ou may have told me more than you know," The Shadow said grimly. "Do not leave this
house, | will talk to you again!"

Magters sat dully in hischair. Thetall man seemed weighed down by a great weight. Perhaps
it was what the black-cloaked figure had implied-- that perhaps there was one of hisown friends
who had used aletha gas gun on two people. That one of his own friends was not what he
seemed, was nat, in fact, afriend at al. Mastersraised his eyesto ask the mysterious figure who
he thought it could be.

The small room, light now, was empty. Masterslooked al around him. There were no



shadows to hide aman or The Shadow. The small study was empty. Masters rubbed his eyes,
then jumped up and ran out of the cottage toward the home of Peter Anders next door.
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EARLY MORNING sun bathed the waterfront of Sea Gate in apae red glow. The early fishermen
were sorting their tackle. Motors were coughing and smoking in the still dawn air. A few people
grolled idly dong the seawall. Two young boys from the nearest hotel were dready plunging
and laughing in the water. The pleasure boats were il tied up and shrouded againgt the morning
dew, their owners not belonging to the breed of early risers. A long stream of outboard motor
boats, jutting with fishing rods, now began to wind out of the marinatoward the fishing grounds.
The day had gtarted.

Far out on the placid bay, just insde the inlet from the open sea, Count | stvan Papescu's giant
yacht rocked gently at anchor. From the marinaa smal inboard launch left awake etched like an
arrow in the smooth bay. The arrow of the wake pointed straight at the count's yacht. In the small
boat, asit approached the yacht, an old man stood |leaning on a stout cane. Asthe small inboard
swung closeto the landing stage of the yacht, a deepy-eyed sailor leaned over the yacht rail with
ascowl in hissurly face. He motioned the small boat away with an offhand, but impatient, wave
of hisswarthy hand. The old man standing bent and leaning on his canein the bow of the small
boat paid no attention to the sailor on the yacht. With an imperiousflick of his canethe old man
waved the boat to tie up at the yacht's landing stage. The swarthy and half adeep sailor seemed
unable to believe his eyes as the boat swung in and tied up. The old man with the cane legped
spryly to the landing stage. The sailor waved a the old man furioudy.

"Goway! Private! You go!"

The old man leaned on his cane and cocked one sharp eye up at the impatient sailor.
"Balderdash, young man!" the old man said. "Tell Count Papescu that Phineas Twambley
wishesto see him, immediately!"

The old man, Phineas Twambley, began to climb the sairway that swayed up from the

landing stage to the deck of the yacht. The swarthy sailor stood there unable to think of just what
to do in thissituation. He had his orders to keep strangers away, but the old man was aready
there. The sailor seemed relieved when another sailor came running up from forward. Thissalor
was obvioudy of greater authority, older, and carried ariflein hisright hand. The old man with
the cane, Phineas Twambley, jumped lightly from the top of the gangway stairsto the deck just
asthe second sailor ran up. The new sailor wasfurious.

"Get the hell off this ship! What the devil do you think you're doing, you old fool! Didn't

you hear ug! Thisisaprivate yacht! Now you get the hell . . .""Keep acivil tonguein your
mouth, young man!" the old man snagpped. "And one of you foolstell Count Papescu that
Phineas Twambley wantsto see him. If he doesn't know me, inform him that | represent the
Twambley Foundation. We give awvay money. That should interest him."

"Listen, you old jerk, | said best it, and | mean best it, or else.”

The older sailor raised hisrifle menacingly toward the old man with the cane. The old man
seemed to barely notice therifle. He never looked directly at the older sailor or the threatening
rifle. The older sailor took one step closer to the old man with therifle still pointed. The old man
hardly moved. There was aflash of sunlight, and the cane in the old man's hand flicked out and
gtruck therifle to the deck before the older sailor saw the cane move. Therifle clattered loudly in
the clear morning air asit hit the deck.

"Why you. . . I" the older sailor began as he bent and reached to pick up therifle.
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The old man flicked the cane again. It cracked across the man's wrist with amazing force. The
older sailor howled and jerked hisinjured hand back. The old man manipulated the cane again,
deftly picked up therifle by the trigger guard, and dropped it cleanly over the Sideinto the water
of the bay. The older sailor swore, and turned on his hedl to vanish into the nearest cabin, In the
morning sun the old man took out along, thin cigar, lighted it, and stood calmly smoking while
the younger sailor watched him. The old man had taken hardly three puffs on hiscigar when the
older sailor returned with another man.

"Mr. Twambley? Now what can 2' the new man began,

"Areyou in authority here?" the old man snapped? "'l want someone who can do more than
shout and point riflest Now my name s Phineas Twambley. | am founder and principle trustee of
the Twambley Foundation. We give away money, young man. | understand Liberation Frontisin
need of funds?'

"I am Count Papescu's private secretary,” the new man, Arnold, said. "Of course we are more
than interested in donations for our work, Mr. . ."

"Twambley!" the old man snapped irascibly.

"Of course. But it israther early, the count is adeep. We usually do business a our officesin
New Y ork, not down. ."

"Y oung man, do you or don't you want to talk to a man who represents twelve million

dollars" Twambley roared.

Arnold hesitated. Then the muscular secretary nodded to the old man with the cane.

"Very wdl, Mr. Twambley, if you'll comewith me" Arnold said.

The muscular secretary led the old man aong the deck of the yacht, and down asingleflight

of sairsin aforward companionway. He led the old man into a sunny room where there were
easy chairsand dining tables. The secretary told the old man to wait in the slon, and
disappeared somewhere to the stern. While the secretary was gone, the old man stood at the
porthole that faced the landing stage. As he watched he saw the secretary appear on deck and
lean over to speak to the boatman who had brought the old man out. The boatman protested. The
secretary motioned to the two sailors who still stood on the deck. The boatman shrugged and
garted hisengine. The old man in the sdlon watched his boat swing away from the yacht and
head back to shore. The old man walked quickly away from the porthole. When Count Istvan
Papescu entered the salon, the old man was standing admiring a shelf of books. Papescu was
smiling. The small count was not aone. Arnold, the secretary, and Papescu's wife were with the
smiling count. The woman was even more beautiful in athin housecoat that swept dong the
deck.

"Mr. Twambley?' the count said. "I understand you want to discuss a contribution to

Liberation Front?"

"I do, and damned hard it isto give you money," the old man snapped.

The count smiled. The woman appeared to casualy wander across the salon to the dining

table behind Twambley. Arnold, the secretary, took up a position near the only door out of the
sdon. The old man did not gppear to notice any of thismoving into position.

"Can we speak privately, Count Papescu?” the old man demanded.

"Hardly," Papescu said softly, "since | am quite sure thereisno Twambley Foundation. | just
checked my fileswhich, | assure you, are quite complete.”

"Redly?' the old man said. "Careless of me, wasnt it."

Now the smile was gone from Count Papescu's small face. The Rumanian curled hislipsina
wolfish snarl. Arnold, the secretary who looked like a light-heavyweight boxer, stepped closer to
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theold man, his hand in the pocket of hisvery proper blue blazer. Behind the old man the very
beautiful Mrs. Papescu had produced asmadl pistol from the folds of her voluminous housecoat.
Papescu sneered at the old man.



"Very careless," Papescu said. "Now if you will tell usjust who you are and what you are

doing here. ."

The sneering voice of the Rumanian stopped. He stared at the old roan. The old man seemed
suddenly much taller, the stoop gone. The old man's eyes were clearer. The whole face of the old
man seemed to relax, change, flow into anew shape there in the middle of the salon. Then the
old man reached up and pulled off histhick white hair and drooping white mustache. Papescu
gared. The Rumanian'seyesbulged in hissmal face.

"No...itcantbe...wekilled..." Papescu ssammered.

Therewasaloud cry of incredulousfright that ended in a choking rattle as the muscular
secretary, Arnold, collapsed in adead faint as he looked at the face of Lamont Cranston that he
had last seen lying dead in agrave. Before the muscular secretary hit the floor, Cranston whirled,
flicked his cane, and the woman's pistol went flying. The beautiful Mrs. Papescu was made of
much sterner stuff than Arnold. She darted after her pistol. A sharp command from Lamont
Cranston stopped her. She turned to face the .45 automatic now in Cranston's hand.

"Now, | think, we cantalk,” Cranston said evenly.

Papescu, too, turned out to be made of aconsiderable amount of solid stedl. The small count,
hisinitial shock over, and the Stuation clearly in Cranston's hands, at least for the moment,
turned to look at thefalen Arnold. The Rumanian shook hishead sadly.

"Poor Arnold, he was such apromising young cruiser-weight, but you see histrouble-avery
weak stomach, poor boy. So, Mr. Cranston, you are obvioudly not dead athough very much
buried. A remarkabletrick! A trance and shallow-breathing, of course, | have studied some Y oga
in my day, but you are clearly an adept. | knew you were more than you seem.”

Crangton motioned with hisautometic. "Tie him up.”

Papescu and hiswife proceeded to bind the unconscious Arnold with stout cord from the long
window curtainsthat hid the portholes. At another motion from Cranston's pistol, they dragged
the trussed Arnold into a closet and closed the door. All the Count's urbane suavity had come
back. Now he smiled at hiswife.

"Apparently Mr. Cranston wishesto talk, my dear,” Papescu said. " Perhaps he would care for
some breskfast. For mysdlf, | am famished.”

"Of course, breakfast by dl means,” Cranston said with equa urbanity.

While the woman ordered breskfast through a speaking tube to the galley, Count Papescu sat
down in an easy chair and studied Lamont Cranston. Cranston sat comfortably facing the
Rumanian. The woman soon joined her husband. She sat on the arm of his chair and stroked his
hand. There were avery cam pair of criminas. Now the count suddenly leaned forward.

"Y es, how stupid of me, that black-cloaked figure! Y ou have something to do with that, yes?
Sometrick of hdlucination, | expect.”

"Perhaps,”" Crangton said.

"Wll, no matter, | no longer care just who you may be, Mr. Crangton, it isnow clear that you
are aremarkable man in any case. A very remarkable man. Not even alimp! The power of the
mind, of course. What do you think, my dear?'

Papescu turned his face up to the beautiful woman. Until now she had not spoken aword.

Now she shrugged.

"| think we are besten, Istvan,” she said.
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The count nodded. "Y es, yes, you may be right. Well, at least we can enjoy our breakfast.

Here it comes now. My cooks know how | hate to wait."

Therewas asharp knock at the salon door. Cranston put his pistol into his pocket, his hand

gill holding it, hisfinger on thetrigger. The steward served the breskfast onto the table and | eft
quickly. The table was elegant with sausage, orangejuice, hot breads, muffins, bacon, ham, and a
large pot of steaming coffee. The woman served, and, their plates full, Papescu and Cranston



faced each other. Papescu chewed on a sausage speculatively. He looked at Lamont Cranston.
"Y ou want to know about us, yes?' Papescu said. "How much do you know already,
Crangton?'

"Enough to know that you bring inillegd refugees and then blackmail them for whét little

money they have," Cranston said.

"Y ou know enough, then, but it sound so, well, ugly the way you say it," Papescu said. "I do

not think of it quite that way."

"How did Pavlic think about it?" Cranston said.

"Yes, Pavlic, agreedy man. A worthless creature who

had no right to live or to have money," Papescu said. "But to understand | must start at the
beginning, yes?'

"Go ahead,” Crangton said.

The woman broke in. ™Y ou know, Mr. Cranston, we have done much good with Liberation
Front. We have brought in many redl refugees.”

Papescu waved his hand to dismissthis point. "Mr. Cranston is not interested in our helpful
byproduct. Naturally we did good, it was our, how do you say it, our ‘cover? Yes, our ‘cover.’
We had to be an authentic refugee organization in order to find those bigger fish who would pay,
yes?”

"Get to the point, Papescu,” Cranston said.

"Ah, yes, the point,” Papescu said. "What isthe point? | am aman engaged in crime, very

large crime. | was born Count Istvan Papescu, the last of along line of Count Papescus who had
ruled in Rumaniafor centuries, perhaps since the last Romans | &ft, who can say? | was born to
title and money, much money. | was afriend to kings. And yet the change had begun so many
years ago. By thetime | was the count it was dmost too late to save my way of life.”

Papescu reached into the pocket of hissilk robe. Cranston watched him. The count noted this,
smiled, and brought out only along cigar. The count lighted the cigar and looked at it
Speculatively, asif seeinginthefinecigar al hislost power.

"There were so many schemesin those years between the wars. The lineswere drawn, the old
way or the new; right or |eft; count or peasant commissar. Y ou will say there was athird way:
your vaunted republican democracy. But not in Rumania, not in my world. Besides, | despise
such weakness. Better the rule of apeasant commissar, then the rule of solemn shoemakers and
shopkeepers! But | digress. Sufficeto say there were many men fighting to save my world, and |
helped them. 1t was my money behind the schoolteacher Codreanu and his Iron Guard. Tin
soldiersl How did I know what they were, weak foolsin the end!

"Still, perhaps | knew, eh Cranston, because my name was never linked with such men. |
remained loyd to my king, | retained my good name. A conservative, yes, but alover of the
people-- thefools! So when Adolf Hitler bungled the job, my fortune was gone but not my
reputation. No one knew of my connection to Hitler. It was smpleto start Liberation Front, first
for Rumanian refugees from the Red swine, then for al refugees.
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"Asmy dear wife has said, we helped many, but it was the more important fish we hooked.

Why not? 1 wasacount! A count must have wedlth, lands, retainersl My fortune was gone, my
lands taken, my retainers turned Communist! | could not live like a pauper! Never!"

Cranston studied the count in disgust. "Think of the thousand who trusted you!"

"Trusted? Them?" Papescu cried. The smal count legped to his feet and went to the nearest
porthole. "L ook out there! See them walking on shore, playing on the beach. Look at them!
Insects! Worms! Who can care about the lives of insects when Count I stvan Papescu istorn from
hislands and power! What do | care for such stupid worms as those out there!

"Pavlic was more than a stupid worm," Cranston said.

The count turned from the window, his smdl face choleric with rage.



"Fools, dl foold My saff! They let Pavlic get hisfilthy hands on my privatefiles He
microfilmed them and used them to blackmail the same people. Stupid! He drovethemto
desperation. It could have ruined me. Only afew weeks ago did | discover what he was doing."
"Soyou killed him," Cranston said softly.

"1? Don't be another fool, Cranston. Would | use that ridiculous hit-and-run excuse? | know

the gas gun leaves no trace. Why call attention to Pavlic by such astupid action asthat hit-and-
run? No, if | had done it there would have been no evidence, | assure you.”

"What about your dear wife?' Cranston said quickly. " Pavlic was working with someone.

How did he get your privatefiles?'

For an instant Papescu turned to look at hiswife where she still sat on the arm of the chair.

The woman was red with suppressed rage. Papescu appeared to be considering Cranston's
suggestion. Then the smdl count began to laugh loudly. The woman smiled.

"Redly, my dear Crangton, it isgood | know how clever you are. My wife never leaves my

gde, and we are of one mind. Sheisan aristocrat, a Rumanian patrician, as| am. Work with that
Pavlic? No, Crangton, you are playing some game, baiting me, yes? Now let me offer you a
proposition. | can use aman who can rise from the dead. With your money and skill, and my
money and organization, we could have red power. Who knows how far we might go?"
"Perhaps very far,"” Cranston said, "but your organization does not have much to offer, you

don't havethat microfilm."

"Not yet, Cranston, but sconwe. ."

The count stopped in mid sentence. The woman sat siffly on the arm of the chair. Almost
together they both glanced at the ship chronometer on thewall of the salon. Together they smiled
and looked at Cranston. The chronometer read nine o'clock. All a once Lamont Cranston |ooked
dowly around the salon.

"George," Crangon said. "Whereis George?'

"Yes, Mr. Crangton, where is George," Papescu said mockingly.

"Breakfast al ready,” Cranston said. "Y ou were so reasonable. Y ou told me the long story of
your life. All for . ."

"Time, Cranston, of course," Papescu purred like some giant cat. "We needed only alittle

time. Y ou surprised us, and | had to play for time. Y ou did not even guess, you were so busy
thinking of who killed that insect Pavlic! Fooal, | know who killed Pavlie, but what does that
matter? The film, that isal that matters, and by now George hasit. Y ou aretoo late, Cranston,
likedl your stupid kind!"

Cranston reached quickly for the ship-to-shore telephone on the table. He asked the operator
for Sea Gate Police Headquarters. When he got through, he asked to speak to Lieutenant LaPine.
But it was Detective Joe Cardonawho came on the line. Cardona was excited.
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"Crangton! Where areyou?'

"Never mind that, Cardona,”" Cranston snapped. "I've got Papescu out here on hisyacht. He
says he knowsthekiller!"

"Well send some men out to help,” Cardona said, "but never mind about the killer. We've got
thekiller! LaPineisbringing him in now, what'sleft of him!"
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LAMONT CRANSTON and Count Istvan Papescu entered the small room of the Sea Gate Hospital.
Two silent policemen stood directly behind Papescu. In the room, Detectives LaPine and
Cardonawere standing above the bed that held the man who breathed with grest difficulty.

Cardona nodded to Cranston.



"How isMargo, Mr. Cranston?"

"She'sout of danger now, but ill in pain,” Cranston said.

Cardonalooked down at the bed. "Our man isn't so lucky, he may makeit, or he may not. Not
that it matters, it'sthe chair for him anyway.”

Cranston walked to the bed and looked at the pale face of Peter Anders. The stocky man,
Anders or Andrevski, had been shot twice in the chest. He bresthed now with a deep rasping
sound in his chest, abubbling of blood in histhroat. Behind the bed, Michael Masters stood
aonein front of the shaded window watching the suffering face of hisfriend. Andershad his
eyes closed in pain. When Cardona spoke, it was Masters who answered.

"Peter does not kill anyone!”

"It's open and shut, Masters, and you'rein it up to your neck. Y ou seem to have forgotten
Anders has confessed,” Lieutenant LaPine said.

"Peter did not kill Pavlic!" Magters said.

Papescu suddenly laughed. "Of course thefool killed Pavlic! To me, dso, he said so. Did he
not havethefilm?'

"Hesuredid," Cardonasaid.

Cranston watched the [abored breathing of Peter Anders. "Perhaps you better tell me what
happened?’

"Sure" LaPine said. "About an hour ago Shirley Anders, that'sthe girl, you know? Well,
Shirley caled the station. She was scared to death. She said her father and some man she didn't
know were shooting at each other outside her cottage. We went out there mighty fast, let metell
you."

"Shirley caled?' Cranston said.

"No one dsethere” Cardonasaid. "Magters and hiswife were in town here visiting Buddy."
"Anyway," LaPine went on, "when we got out there it was dl over. The shooting part, a

least. Anderswas shot twice and lying on hisfront porch. He had aMauser pistol with six shots
fired. He had aroll of microfilmin his pocket. The film lowers the boom on Papeseu's blackmail
racket but good.”

Papescu shrugged. "Poor George, even he bungled in the end.”

"George?' Cranston said.
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LaPine nodded. "We found him about twenty feet from the porch behind acar, hisown car,
Papescu says. He was as dead as yesterday's news. Shot once clean through the head. From the
look of it, Anders and this George tied up in a shooting match and shot each other down like clay
pigeons. It figuresthat this George was after the microfilm, and Anders didn't want to give it up.
Since Anders had the film he has to be the killer of Pavlic and Altman. Besides, as| said before,
Anders confessed it dl after we mopped him up.”

The smdl count nodded. "It can make no difference now, " George went to get the film from
Anders?' Cranston asked Papescul.

The small count nodded. "It can made no difference now, yes? Ah, it was o nearly al right

for me, but let that pass, eh? How do you Americans say, 'A missisasgood asamile? "

"How did you know Anders had the film?' Cranston said.

"Hetold us," Papescu said. "Thismorning, very early, we heard anoise. Therewasasmall

boat. It left amessage for me. The message was from this Peter Andrevski. He said in the note
that he had the film, he waswilling to sdll it to usfor afair price. Inaway it wasfunny, the

victim turnsto blackmail, yes? Naturally we do not intend to pay, thet is a dangerous precedent.”
"How did you know he wastdling the truth?"

"He enclosed asample of the film, one dossier document on himself, yes?' Papescu said. "So

| sent George. We must have the film, and George would pay this Andersin hisown way."
"Obvioudy Georgetried to jump Anders,” LaPine said, "and the shooting match Started.



Lucky for us Papescu decided not to pay."

The count sighed. "Perhapsamistake. Yes, | fear it wasamistake. | should have remembered
that Andrevski haskilled men before, that he was, indeed, ahighly skilled guerrilla. | suppose|
had too much faith in George. Poor George met his match.”

"Which finishesyou, Papescu,” Cardonasaid. "When | turn that microfilm over to

Commissioner Weston you're out of business. | don't think they give any privilegesto counts up
in Auburn Prison.”

"Therearedwaysrisksto livewell," Papescu said.

"So Pavlic found out,” LaPinesaid. "I guess bejust drove Anderstoo far with his blackmail,
Masters has given us the whole story, payoff at the casno and dl. | guess Andersjust decided to
handle Pavlic done. It was easy for him to fake that hit-and-run, he knew just where Buddy
Masters car would be since Shirley was on the same beach party. | guess he figured we wouldn't
ever find the car. He didn't know he had dropped that heart charm out of the car.”

Lamont Crangton listened to LaPine's summation. It waslogicd, and it fitted dl the facts.

Anders certainly had the motive. Double blackmail had driven three menin New Y ork to
suicide, it could just as easily drive to murder. Anders could have stolen the car; his printswere
onit. He could have killed Altman and shot at Allard. Y es, Andersfitted dl the facts, he was
capable of al thekillings, and yet Cranston did not think Anders was guilty. Somewherein dl of
it there was awrong note. There were many wrong notes. Why would Anders have killed
Altman? Perhaps Altman had discovered a clue that pointed to Anders-- the microfilm, possibly.
All right, Why would Anderstry to kill Margo, because Cranston was sure now that the shot that
hit Margo had been intended for Margo. Or, rather, intended for the waitress at the Club Zagreb.
Crangton had no answer for that. He was till puzzling over it, when he heard the wrong note
again. Thistime he heard it clear and sharp.

"...onething just led to another,” LaPine was still summarizing. "Altman must have gotten a

lead at the gambling house and Anders had to kill him. Then he redlly panicked, needed money,
and tried to reverse the blackmail on Papescu. George came instead of the money, and they shot
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each other. But it wasredly just that heart charm that did it. He should never have faked that hit-
and-run."

Cranston jerked his head up and out of hisreverie. The gas guns-- and the hit-and-run.

Papescu had said it. A man who knew about gas guns would not have faked a hit-and-run! No
need. The gas gunseft no trace. Anders was aman who knew the power of the gas guns. Where
could be have gotten them? Somewhere in the past during his underground fights againgt the
Soviet. But if he had gotten them then, he would have known their power. Cranston looked
sraight at Masters.

"Masters! Y ou said that Anders knew about those gas guns, knew what they could do!™

"Yes, heknew," Masters admitted, "but | . ."

"Crangton, what the devil are you talking about?' LaPine snapped.

Cranston ignored the lieutenant. He was |ooking down at the man in the bed, Peter Anders

had opened his eyes. The wounded man was watching Cranston now. Anderstried to move,
weskly, hishand making small motionsin the air above his shot chest. Anders stared at Cranston
and tried to speak. The effort cost the wounded man great pain. Anders lips moved, fought to
gpeak. The pain was etched in deep lines on his bloodless face.

"o L kil L Pavlic. .. George. .. gasgun. .. | kill. .. them..."

"What the devil are you doing, Cranston?' LaPine said again. "He confessed, damn it. He

knew Pavlic had been killed with a gas gun before we ever asked! Now how the devil would he
have known that if he hadn't used them?"

"Masters?' Cranston snapped.

Thetal man nodded. "Y es, | told him this morning about them. Peter knew al about such



guns”

The wounded man wasfrantic. Barely able to move, hiseyesrolled around in hishead wildly.
Hishands clawed & the air asif trying to draw dl their attention to himsalf. Hisweak voice
croaked horribly.

"I, kill...dl. .. gas...gun...I...kill..." Anders gasped, croaked, forced the words out

of hispain-wracked chest.

Cranston bent over the wounded man. Y ou knew those gas guns, why would you fake a hit-
and-run? Why use the car of your best friend's son!"

Thelook in the wounded man's eyes became one of sheer terror. Histerrible voice croaked.
"okl il

Cranston leaned close to the wounded man. "Why did you kill Altman and try to kill the
waltress?'

Andersfell back, dl his strength gone now. The wounded man just lay there, his eyes staring

up at Cranston. Cranston turned again to Masters.

"Magers,” Crangton said, "when was Andersin New York last?"

"Not for along time," Masters said. "New Y ork is dangerous for us. We do not want to be
seen. He has not left Sea Gate in perhaps ayear.”

"Has he ever been in the Club Zagreb?' Cranston asked. "Pavlic's club? No, never, why

should he?" Magters said. Through al the questions of Cranston, Lieutenant LaPine had been
smoldering. Now LaPine burst out angrily.

"I think you better get out of here, Cranston. Remember, you're just an unofficia visitor!”

"| think you'reright, Lieutenant,” Cranston said. "' had better get out of here.”

Without another word, Cranston turned and | eft the hospital room. He walked from the

hospital and through the sunny streets of Sea Gate to the Sea Gate Motel where his Jaguar was
86

parked. In the Jaguar Cranston drove fast out of Sea Gate toward the north. When he reached the
cluster of cottages on the beach, two policemen and Sergeant Morgan were till there. Cranston
did not let them see him. He parked the Jaguar in agrove of trees back from thewater and a
quarter of amile from the beachfront cottages. A few moments later neither Sergeant Morgan
nor the two policemen saw the black, batlike figure glide swiftly and slently through the trees
toward the cluster of cottages.

The small room was dark. Behind the drawn shades and closed curtains afigure kneded ina
corner of the room. The room, on the sSide of the cottage away from the sun, was nearly as dark
as at night. The person in the corner stood up and crossed the dark room to asmall dresser. The
person moved with the sureness of complete familiarity with the room evenin its present
darkened state. At the dresser the person paused to listen. In the distance there was the sound of
cars on the beach road, and the faint voices of the policemen on guard outside. The person
smiled in the dark, and glanced at the rumpled bed. The bed was unmade as if someone had been
desgpinginit only minutes ago.

The person who was hidden in the darkness picked asmall roll of film from benesth a pile of
clothesin the top dresser drawer. At the bed the person drew alarge pistol from beneath the
mattress. In the corner again, the indistinct figure knedled over the open holein thefloor. A
section of floorboard had been removed. Beside the hole therewas aring of keysand alarge
packet of money. The person placed the film, the money, and the keysinto the hole. The pistol
lay on thefloor. Asthe figure picked up the pistal to placeit, too, in the secret hiding place, there
was afaint noisein theroom. Asif the door to the room had been swiftly opened and closed, The
person whirled, pistol in hand.

The mocking laugh filled the smdl room.

"Will you kill again asyou killed your lover!" an unseen voice said softly in the darkness.
"Whoisit! Where are you!"



"Y our lover, and your father, too!" the voice said.

"Show yoursdf!" the figure cried, and moved forward to where asingle thin beam of light
came through the shades and curtains over the windows and fdll full on the pretty, childish face
of Shirley Anders.
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THE PRETTY young girl smiled. She looked down at the pistol in her hand, and stepped out of the
single beam of light into the darkness again. The pistol dropped to her sSide. She seemed to
shiver.

"You startled me," the girl said in her smdll, girlish voice. "'l found the pital. | wasafrad so |
kept it, | mean after what happened to Daddy. There might be more men, | mean, you know?"'
The unseen voice was stern. "Anton Pavlic was your lover, Shirley Anders. Y ou were his
partner inhisevil."

"Pavlic?' thegirl said, her voice questioning. "No, | didn't know him." She peered into the

dark areas of the small room. "'l can't see you? Who are you, one of the policemen? | was
deeping, but | couldn't deep. | mean, | was remembering poor Daddy. Did you just comein?”'
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Themocking laugh filled the small room. "No, Shirley Anders, | saw al that you have there
hidden under the floor. Pavlic'sring of keys, the money you took from his body, the second roll
of microfilm, and the pistol!"

"| found them, you know?" the girl said innocently. "They must have been Daddy's. Y es, of
course, hekilled that man, didn't he?!

"Peter Anderskilled no one," The Shadow said. "The police will soon know that."

Suddenly the girl smiled again. A cold, tigerish smile. The pistol in her hand whipped up and
pointed toward where she thought the voice had come from.

"S0, you're not the police! | can kill you! Y ou have no right to be here. I'm sick, haf-crazy

over my poor Daddy, they won't touch me! Whoever you are, you've seen too much!™

The pretty young girl, her face hard and cold and twisted with anger and hate, held her pistol
leveled steady before her. Her blue eyes, no longer wide or innocent, searched the dark of the
room like atiger looking for its prey. She was dressed in aman's denim jacket and denim
trousersthat clung like skin to her dim legs. The Shadow watched her now from where he stood
just insgde and to the right of the door in the darkest part of the room. From the girl'swrinkled
clothes, and the rumpled bed, it was obvious that she was supposed to be deeping away her grief
for her father. But when she spoke again there was no grief in her voice. Her voice was no longer
the voice of an eager teenager. It was the hard voice of akiller.

"I don't carewho you are," her cold voice said. "Y ou can't hidelong in herel”

Thegirl, her eyes steady, moved dowly forward in the small room. The pistal in her hand
moved steadily back and forth with her eyes, the pistol unwavering. Suddenly he stopped. Her
eyes blinked. She took a step backward. She had seen the burning eyes of The Shadow asthey
fixed their piercing gaze on her face. She brushed her hand across her eyes asif to clear amist
away. The Shadow's eyes glowed beneath his douch hat. Hisfire opd girasol glistened and
flashed in the dark with no light falling upon it. The girl stepped forward again. She blinked her
eyes. Her pistol was like an antennae searching the dark, probing.

"Damn you, where are you?' the girl cried.

"l am here, Shirley Anders, but you cannot see me now," The Shadow said. "Y our mindis
clouded. It ismy power."

"Who are you? What do you want?"

"Men cdl me The Shadow, Shirley, and evil men fear me."



"I don't fear you!" the girl cried, her eyes straining to see through the clouded fog that had
descended over them. | fear no one! Y ou hear me, Shadow? Why should | fear you?'

The mocking laugh echoed eerily again through the smal, dark bedroom of the Anders

cottage. Thegirl turned right and then left, searching for the direction of thelaugh. But it came
from dl directions, surrounded her.

"I know dl, Shirley Anders,” The Shadow said. ™Y ou cannot escape justice now.”

The girl sneered. Her small face was twisted with arrogance. She stepped back until her back
rested againgt awal. She laughed an arrogant laugh.

"What do you think you know? What are you? A voice, acoward who can't be seen? What do
| careif | can't seeyou. You can't hurt me, | have my gun, you hear? Do you think you can stop
me now? Y ou can't know anything!"

"The Shadow knowsdl evil."

"Y ou know nothing, and | will berich, powerful! Do you hear me, Shadow? What do you
think you know that will hurt me now?"
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Her back againgt the wall, the girl bared her pretty lipsin asneer that was half snarl. She

looked like asmdl wolf with her fangs bared. Her pistol never wavered in her small, dmost
childish, but deadly hand. The arrogance on her face had pushed away dl fear, dl innocence. She
was now agreedy anima defying the world, sure of her evil power. The Shadow stood there
ingde the door with his eyesfixed steadily on her childish face.

"I know that the fruit of evil ishitter, and that you are about to egt of it, Shirley Anders,” The
Shadow said with the voice of justice. "I know that Anton Pavlic was meeting someone that
night. Hewas awily man, hewould not have been killed so easily if he had not known and
trusted hiskiller. I know that he did meet and speak with hiskiller, awitness can prove that. Y ou
were heard to drive up and stop before the second time when you struck an aready dead man.”
"Liesl Therewasno oneto see!”

The Shadow did not pause in his damning statement. "I know it could not have been Anders

or Magters or their friends. Pavlic had aready met them, he had been paid that night. Liberation
Front would not have killed him without securing the microfilm. They would have captured him
and tortured him to get thefilm."

Thegirl laughed awild laugh where she stood with her back pressed hard against the wall of

the room.

"Guesses! Pavlic could have had the film with him! My stupid father killed him and took the
film!" thegirl sneered.

"Pavlic waskilled with agas gun,” The Shadow went on. "But any professona with sucha

gun would have known that it left no trace, no clues, and would never have faked that hit-and-
run! If the hit-and-run had not been faked, Pavlic would have been found dead of asimple heart
attack, and there would have been no investigation! Only an amateur who did not know the
power of those guns would have been so foolish. An amateur who had access to such weapons,
to only two of them. They were Pavlic's own gas guns, and you knew their power, but you did
not know that they left no symptoms! Y ou were Anton Pavlic'slover, and you knew how to get
hisgasgund”

The girl was pale as death in the dim light of the shaded bedroom. Frustrated hate and anger
filled her bloodless face now as The Shadow told her of the power of the gas guns. She bit her
small lip until afaint drop of blood showed clear against the pale pink.

"You can't provethat," Shirley Anderssaid in alow, deadly voice.

"Helga Pavlic suspected that Anton had alover,” The Shadow said, "and | know that Pavlic

had a partner, someone who knew more about your father's friends than even Liberation Front or
Pavlic. He was blackmailing even those Liberation Front had not brought into this country.
Someone had to have told him who those people were, and where they were. It wasyou! You



betrayed and blackmailed your own people!

Now the smdll girl waved the pistol wildly. She began to scream in the dark room.

"Coward! Show yoursalf! Come out, you coward! Come. . ." the girl stopped screaming. She
listened. Far off therewas till only the sound of steady traffic on the distant Cape Ambrose
Highway, and the closer sound of the cars that came past from time to time on the beach road.
Therewasthe light sound of the calm surf across the road, and above the light surf the voices of
the policemen outside. The voices of the police, were il faint and dow and unhurried. They
had not heard the girl's screaming. She seemed to nod, and rubbed her eyes again. Shelicked the
drop of blood from her lip. The pistol steadied in her childlike hand.

"Y ou want to make me panic,” she said inacam voice. "But you won't do that. That's ways
the big danger, panic. Y ou have nothing but guesses, accusations. And even then you won't live
89

to repeat them. Y ou have to leave this room through the door or the window, and then I'll see
you."

"You will add meto thelist asyou did your own father?' The Shadow said.

"Another accusation?" the girl sneered. "There was no one herewho istill divel”

"Y our father was not a man who would betray hisfriends The Shadow said. "Masters knows
that, and so do I. It was you who sent the note to Papescu. Y ou are avery clever girl, and you
planned it just asit happened. Y ou knew Papescu would not pay, but was sure to send someone,
probably George, to take the film. Y ou shot George, you shot your own father, and you planted
haf the film on your father.

"It was aclever plan, if it had worked. Y ou were afraid of George, and he was dead. Y ou

were afraid of Liberation Front and Papescu, and with haf the film in police hands they would
be broken and out of business. Y ou gtill had half the film for future blackmail when everything
died down. Y ou only needed one more thing-a person to be given to the police asthe killer of
Pavlic. Y our own father was a perfect victim, hefitted dl the facts. So you shot him and planted
the film to make the police sure he wasthekiller. A clever plan, Shirley Anders, but your father
isnot dead!"

Thegirl blinked. "Not dead? Not yet?'

"No, Peter Andersis il dive," The Shadow said.

For amoment the girl seemed puzzled. She looked around the dim room as if wondering why

no one dsewasthere. Then she smiled her tigerish smile.

"Then why haven't the police come?' Shelaughed. "He's il alive and the police haven't

come here. He didn't tell them, did he? No, and he never will! HEll take the blame himsdlf, won't
he?You see, I'm dl he has. Thefool. Besides, hewill die, he hasto die!”

"And if he doesnt?' The Shadow said. "How long will helieto protect you? How long will

he believein you when | tell him what you have done?"

"Forever, you supid fool," the girl said, "because he won't believe you!"

And then the smal room wasfilled with the sudden and inhuman sound of the girl'slaugh. It
wasahigh, endless, chilling laugh asweird as the laugh of The Shadow himself. A loud, shrill,
wild laugh that froze the blood of even The Shadow as he stood therein the room and listened to
the childlike girl. Therewas an anima horror in the insensate laugh of the innocent-seeming girl.
The savage laughter pealed through the silent room, and the eyes of the girl glowed now like the
eyesof atiger prowling the depths of some savage jungle.

"Hethinksl| killed Pavlic for him!" the girl said suddenly, the laugh ceasing for the moment.
"Hethinks| shot him by accident! He saw mekill that George. He ran out onto the porch. When
| turned and shot him | was horrified, you see, Shadow? | cried, | begged him to forgive me! |
said | thought he was another one of Papescu's men after me! | told him | had killed Pavlic to
help him and our friends, to stop Pavlic and get thefilm! | told him Papescu had found out and
sent George after me. He believed me. It was his own suggestion to put the film in his pocket.



Y ou hear, Shadow? He believes me! He will protect me until he dies!™

The animd laughter welled from deep within the childlike girl. It carried insdeit the horror

of forgotten beasts and savage junglesfilled with terror. A savage and bestia laugh from deep
within the heart of darknessthat |urked beneath the thin veneer of civilization. A laugh that
carried within it the howl of the walf, the chilling roar of thetiger at itskill. Thelaugh of a
savage loping down hidden jungle paths. In the laugh The Shadow heard dl the evil he knew
lurked within the wide heart of al darkness. And suddenly it stopped, the laugh, and the girl's
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blue eyesfilmed with cunning. They were the eyes of asmall anima who carried her own jungle
locked inside her soul.

"What can you do now, Shadow? He will not tell, and you have nothing but guesses.”

Thefinal ped of savage laughter died dowly in the dark of the small bedroom shut away

from the sun and air and distant sounds of human life.

"No, Shirley Anders," The Shadow said softly, "I have more than guesses. Y ou have forgotten
Margo Lane!"

The girl blinked warily where she stood with her back pressed to the wall, her pistol pointed
into the dark.

"Margo Lane?1 don't know any Margo Lane!" the girl said.

"No, you don't know Margo Lane," The Shadow said, "but you tried to kill her. Shewasthe
waitress at the Club Zagreb! Y ou tried to kill her for the same reason that you killed Paul
Altman. You did not know Altman either, but he knew you! He was often inside the Club Zagreb,
and he saw you come to meet your lover Pavlic! Helga Pavlic said that many woman cameto see
Pavlic-some trying to look younger, and some trying to look older. Y ou went to the Club Zagreb
to meet Pavlic, and Altman recognized you.

"When you saw Kent Allard pass Altman anote, you were afraid. Then you saw Altman try

to passanote to Allard, and that was when you stepped in to talk to Allard. Y ou killed Altman,
but you did not know how much Allard knew, so you rode to Sea Gate with Allard, You
followed him to the Sea Gate Motel. Only Allard disappeared. There was another man at the
motel, Lamont Cranston. But there was a so the waitress from the Club Zagreb, and you knew
she might recognize you so you tried to kill her.

"Y ou see, Shirley Anders, your one most important asset was that no one knew you had any
connection to Pavlic at al. The waitress and Altman could prove that you knew Pavlic! Once
anyone knew you were connected with Pavlic, you would be a possible suspect! Y ou could not
risk that, because you had made one fatd mistake, and you knew you had!™

The girl's voice was like the hiss of a cornered snake.

"And what mistake was that?"

The Shadow laughed. "The heart charm! Y ou stole Buddy Masters car and killed Pavlic when
you met him as you dways did when he was down here. That loud music he played was your
music when you sneaked into his cabin. After you had killed him and faked the accident, you
hoped that no one would ever find the car. But you read about the heart charm, and you had to
act. You see, | know that the heart charm that was found in the road was not the one you gave
Buddy Masters-it was an identical second charm you had given to Pavlic!

"It was the only explanation for your peculiar actionsin coming forward to tell the police the
charm was yours. Y ou knew they could trace it sooner or later, but you would not have cared
about that if the charm had redlly belonged to Buddy Masters! No, it was the charm you had
given to Pavlic asalove token that worried you. If that were traced you werein trouble. So you
came forward and told the police about Buddy's charm to stop any further investigation of the
charm.

"But Buddy had seen hischarm initsbox after the death of Pavlic and before you had timeto
stedl it and throw it away! Y ou had read the paper and learned about the charm before anyone



€l se because you were vitally interested in the ‘accident.’ It dmost worked, and you did not care
what happened to Buddy Masters."

Suddenly the girl stepped away from the wall. Her hand was shaking now. She began to
scream again, her small, childish face contorted with rage and hate.
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"Lied All lies Coward! Where are you, coward! All lies" The mocking laugh of The

Shadow came from every part of the dim room.

"The police will find where the second charm was made, there will be ajeweers mark onit.
And Margo Laneisnot dead. The waitress you tried to kill is not dead, she will know you asa
vigitor to the Club Zagreb. Masterswill tell that someone was giving information to Pavlic, and it
had to be you. Y ou have the film and Pavlic's keys and money. That pistol isthe onethat killed
George and shot Margo Lane! Y our father will .."

The girl came away from thewall. Her screams were now hysterical. All humanity was gone
from her now, and she stood there in the dark room awild and cornered animal. The pistol
waved in the air. Then she began to shoot. The shots plit the silence of the room, splintered
wood from thewalls, shattered pictures and glass, tore the silent afternoon. She shot wildly,
spraying the shots without direction. Her hysterical voice babbled madly.

"Hewasgoing to leave me! I'll kill you too! | loved him, he was aman! He was so strong. |
loved him. He was going to leave, run away, cheat me of my share after dl | had doneto help
him! | killed him! Now | will kill you!"

Her shots smashed the walls, tore the room, ripped into the bed and dresser. She shot at
everything and a nothing, and till the mocking laugh of The Shadow goaded her to madness.
Where he lay on the floor now, protected by the bed, The Shadow watched the violent girl with
the childlike face asdl the fury poured from her like astream of blood that would, soon, leave
her empty and broken.

"Where areyou! There and therel” the shots roared and shattered. "He was going to run! He
was afraid of them, of that George! | loved him but he was going to run! No one leaves me! No
one cheatsme! Noone. ."

The door to the small bedroom burst open. Sergeant Morgan and the other two policemen
stood there in the doorway, their guns drawn and ready. They stared at the maddened girl. She
whirled, her pistol aready firing at Morgan and the policemen, Morgan shot her. She redled back
againg the wall. Sheraised the pistal to fire again, and the hammer clicked on an empty gun.
Morgan fired again, and Shirley Anders crashed against the wall, her chest bloody, and did down
the wall to the floor. Her wide blue eyes stared up innocently at Sergeant Morgan.

"I killed them dl," Shirley Anderssaid. "I'm glad | killed them! I'mglad ., glad.”

Then Shirley Anderswas dead.

Sergeant Morgan looked down at the dead girl. He looked at the room torn to a shambles by
her fury. His eyes dowly went around the whole smashed room. The single window was open,
the curtain blowing lightly in the breeze as the sun flooded in. Sergeant Morgan studied ever
inch of the room, and then looked down at the dead girl.

"Nothing at dl,” Morgan said, " She was shooting at nothing.”

"She must have gone crazy,” one of the other policemen said, "that laughing we heard, you
know?"

"Yeh," Morgan said, " She must have gone crazy. Shooting a nothing at al.”

None of them heard, far off now, the final mocking laugh of The Shadow that rose clear in the
dlent afternoon over the dead body of Shirley Anders.

Two weeks later Detective LaPine of the Beach City Police stood with Lamont Cranston in
Margo Lane's hospital room. Margo till lay on the bed, but she was dressed now, and ready to
go back to New Y ork in Cranston's limousine. LaPine held apicture of the dead Shirley Anders.



Margo had identified the girl.
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"Yes, | saw her inthe Club Zagreb," Marge said. "But I'm not sure| could have sworntoit.”

" She couldn't take the chance, Margo,” Cranston said.

"Y ou were right about that heart charm, Cranston, only | don't know how you guessed,”
LaPinesaid. "Wetraced the jeweder's mark to New Y ork. Pavlic was even with her when she
picked it up after it was made. The jewder identified his picture.”

"Anders has admitted she shot him anyway," Cranston said. "Will he be dl right now?"

"Yeh, he'sout of danger, except for the Government's case againg dl thoseillegd refugees.”
"Will they be sent back?' Margo said.

"I don't think so, Margo," Crangton said. "Commissioner Weston is helping them al he can. |
think helll save them, get them to be admitted legally.”

LaPinewasangry. They'd bein red troubleif that Helga Pavlic would admit they kidnaped

her, but shewont. | know she never went with them voluntarily even if she sayss0."

"Pavlic and the girl hurt them dl enough,” Margo said.

"Yeh'" LaPinesad. "It'sfunny, you know? Pavlic comes down hereto blackmail her father

and the girl fdlsinlovewith him! He dazzled her, | suppose. The big internationd operator. She
met him when he blackmailed Anders, and shejoined him. Shewas quite agirl, ared bad one."
"They weretwo of akind," Cranston said, "but at least it dl finished Papescu and Liberation
Front. HEll beinjail along time."

"Thewhole bunch will,” LaPine said. "Onething | till don't understand, you know?Why did
the girl crack? What was she shooting at in that room?"

"At shadows," Lamont Cranston said as he held out his hand to help Margo to her feet to walk
to the limousine for the trip back to New Y ork.

"Yes, Lieutenant," Margo said. "A shadow destroyed her." A few minutes|ater, asthe
limousine drove away toward the north aong Cape Ambrose Highway that was bright in the sun
now, Lieutenant LaPine was sure he heard a strange and mocking laugh drift back on the gentle
wind.

THE END
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