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GREAT CITIES havealife of their own.

New York isacity that never rests. At any hour, by day or by night, the Streets of the city are
quick and restless. In the day the noise and movement blend into a crescendo of constant motion
that boils and surges through the wide streets and the narrow streets-- ariver of humanity that is
never gill. From dawn to dusk the city dancesin the light of day to its own massive and swirling
music.

At night the city dows, but it does not stop-- the river runs on, quieter but deeper and darker.
On the night streets of the city, the dark and hidden side Streets or the wide avenues bright with
neon, there are always the shadows of men moving. Some move openly and with the echo of the
vanished noise of the day. Others move quickly, without sound. Behind the now silent facades of
the buildings thereis a clandestine world of footsteps that echo through deserted corridorsand in
abandoned rooms while the city of the day degpson inimagined peace.

Fifty-Seventh Street is one of the wide streets. All night there are neon lights and people
walking. It isabusy sireet in the heart of Manhattan, and there is no hour when the traffic does
not move aong itslength. Inthe day it isa Street of music and foreign tearooms. Along its
length dl things exist from the dums of Hedll'sKitchen to the rich East Side streets of the
exclusve and wedlthy. Theriver isnot far away from Fifty-Seventh Street near First Avenue and
between the avenue and theriver are the small rich and hidden streets.

Queengtanding Place is one of the smdll, rich and elegant streets of f Fifty-Seventh Street near
theriver. Itisadtreet of art galleries. The private art galleries where the rich come to buy culture
and ameasure of immortaity. The galeriesline both sides of the street. Some are on the street
level and have windows like shops where paintings are displayed to entice buyersto enter.
Others are above on the second and third floors and are identified only by polished brass plates at
the Street entrances below. There are gdleries above gdleries; galeries next to gdleries; and
galeriesfacing galleries across the quiet street.

At night the galleries are dark and empty, the paintings and sculpture hidden in darkness and
waliting for the morning to be seen again. Unlessthere is an opening of anew show. A party to
honor anew artist, agathering by invitation to launch anew nameinto theworld of art. At an
opening agdlery will blaze with light and noise far into the night beyond its normad timeto be
dark and slent. The guests, and the critics, and therival painters, and the smply curious will
crowd into the festive gallery where the opening isbeing held.

On thiswarm summer night, a atime just before midnight, the gdlery that blazed with fina

light before the party ended wasthe Adrian Gallery. The Pauli Gdlery, at the other end of the
block, was dark and deserted. Close on First Avenue the traffic still moved, and people passed in
the heat, but insde the dark rooms of the Pauli Gallery on the street level dl was silent and till.
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Nothing had moved ingde the many rooms of the Pauli Galery for many hours. Nothing moved
inthe dark and slent Pauli Gallery until just before midnight.

There was afaint sound at the rear door of the gallery. The sound was a quick rasp of metal
and then afaint clicking. Footsteps moved stedthily through the corridors and rooms of the
gdlery. The sound of the footfals moved deliberately from room to roomin astraight line,
without hesitation or faseturns, asif whoever were now in the gallery knew exactly where they
were going.

The two men stepped into one of the smaller rooms where the thick curtains hid the windows.

It was aroom of glass casesthat covered small statues of dull-colored stone or clay.

Thetwo men were only vague and indistinct outlinesin the dark room. They did not pause as
they entered the room, but moved directly to aglass case that stood near the center of the room
beneath a skylight that let the light of the moon into the room. They made no sound, and moved
not together but one behind the other. The man in front, obvioudy the leader, stepped up to the
glass case near the center of theroom. Heraised hisarm and let it fall.

Therewas aloud shattering of glass.

His hands shaking, and breathing heavily now, the first man reached quickly into the case and
withdrew asmall, squat statue. The second man stepped forward with asmall bag held open. The
first man carefully dropped the statue into the bag. The second man swiftly closed the bag. Both
men turned and started for the door.

Suddenly, the two men frozein their tracks.

A weird, mocking laugh echoed through the small room like achilling wail of the unknown.
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THE MACABRE laugh rang out again, reverberating among the glass cases of the room, filling the
darkness and the silence. An unseen voice spoke from nowhere.

"Do not look for escape,” the voice said, mocking and yet cold and hard. "Thereisno

The second of the two men, the one who had not shattered the glass case, had taken two steps
toward the door. Now this man stopped, his mouth open, athick fear deep in hiseyes. He stared
straight ahead into the gloom of the dark room, his eyes staring asiif a some horror he had never
in hiswildest fear expected to see.

"Place your wesgpon on the floor. Now!"

Thefirgt of the two men, the obvious |eader, hesitated. On hisface wasthe clear battle

between hisfear of the unseen voice and his greed for the squat statue in the bag he held in his
left hand. He looked quickly at the open door that seemed to offer such asmple escape. The
pistol he had used to break the glass case was il in hisright hand. His whole body tensed,
shivered, with an effort to raise the pistol and dash for the open door at the sametime.

Theman did neither.

The chilling laugh rang out athird time and filled the smal room of the Pauli Galery. There

was afaint sound of movement. The shadows of the room themselves seemed to move.

A face appeared bathed in asharp red glow.

The face transfixed the two thieves, rooting them to where they stood staring at the glowing

red face.
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Thewide brim of ablack douch hat shaded the face, its crown fading into the darkness above
the red glow. Benegth the brim two fiery eyes burned with an inner power greater than the red~
glow that lighted the face. A hawk nose stood out like a deadly sword in the glow above the
black folds of agreat cape that covered the lower part of the glowing face. The red glow of light
itself came from one hand of the shrouded figure where ared gem shed aburning inner light
upward to outline the grim face whose thin lips were stern and yet smiling athin, cold smile.

"So, Pedro Mingo," the voice of thelooming black figure said, his stern lips barely moving,

"we meet again.”

It was the second man, the follower, to whom the shrouded black figure spoke. Pedro Mingo
had not once moved his eyesfrom the face that shonein thered light of thefiery ring. Now he
opened his mouth to speak. Twice hetried to speak but the words would not come. When they
came at last, the words were more aterrified croak than human speech.

"The. .. The Shadow!"

"Yes, Pedro," the shrouded figure said, " The Shadow. Again you have crossed the path of The
Shadow! Was once not enough? Y ou are not afraid of me? Have you not learned that the weed of
crime bears bitter fruit, Pedro Mingo?"

Mingo sad nothing, his mouth moving, hislipsworking, but no sound coming from his
frightened mouth. The Shadow had turned his face toward Mingo, and now, suddenly, the first
man moved. He stepped toward the open door, raised the pistal in hisright hand. The face of The
Shadow turned quickly toward him.

The man stopped moving. His hand that held the pistol stopped moving. The pistol seemed
suspended in the air, not pointing up or down. The man blinked, brushed his eyes, shook hishead
asif trying to clear away athick fog. A heavy cloud seemed to cover hisbrain. He could not
remember what he had wanted to do, what he had been about to do. Heforgot the pistol in his
hand. The cloud settled over hismind and he could think of nothing, remember nothing. The
cloud seemed to come from the shrouded and indistinct figure in the gloom before him. Not from
the burning eyes done, but from the whole figure-- from the face in the red glow, from the wide-
brimmed hat and the great cape and the glowing red jewe on the long finger, from the whole
person of the strange man before him.

"Who. . . who ishe?" the man said to his partner, Pedro Mingo. "What . . . what does he
want?'

It was the Shadow who answered.

"You areathief, MorrisKitt," The Shadow said. "Y ou are athief and you will be punished.

Y ou cannot escape The Shadow. Y ou will tell me now who e'se you are working with!"
MorrisKitt, the leader of the two thieves, battled the cloud covering hismind. Kitt moved his
head from side to side, his whole body shivered and trembled.

"No," Kitt croaked. "No."

"Youwill tel me!"

The eyes of The Shadow bored into the man.

"No...no...no..."

The second man, Pedro Mingo, spoke.

“Tel him," Mingo whispered, "tel him."

“l...no...no..."

"Tel him!" Mingo hissed. "Hell find out, | know him! Tl him, Kitt!"
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MorrisKitt, thief, fought against the cloud that pressed down and down over his mind,
blotting out hisbrain, destroying hiswill. He fought, but the cloud enveloped his mind until he



could no longer remember why he should not do what the mysterious black figure asked.
"I...1...1...yes dl right, I'll tll youwho..."

The sound was no more than afaint hissin the dark room of the Pauli Galery. A soft, light
sound like asharp puff of wind. No more than aquick blow of bregth in the night. it came from
the blackened doorway behind where The Shadow loomed, hisface in thered glow fixed toward
the stammering figure of MorrisKitt. A short, sharp rush of air, aclick, and nothing more.
MorrisKitt fell without asound.

Onthefloor Kitt gasped once, touched histhroat with aclawing hand, and lay sill.

For along second that seemed like hours there was neither motion nor sound in the dark of

the small gallery room. Pedro Mingo looked down at Morris Kitt and blinked. The Shadow took
asingle sep toward the fallen man. MorrisKitt himsdlf lay with his eyes bulging and wide open.
Eyesthat glazed and went cold even as The Shadow took his single step toward the fallen man.
Morris Kitt was dead.

Suddenly, recovered from the instant of shock, The Shadow whirled and glided away into the
dark. His shrouded figure went through the open doorway like a piece of the night itself. His
great black cape flying out behind like the dark wings of agiant night bird, The Shadow raced
through the rooms and corridors to the back door that stood open with the faint moonlight
flooding through. He ran through the doorway and emerged into an aley behind the buildings.
The thin moonlight bathed the dley in apae, sted-bluelight. The deep eyes of The Shadow,
with their power to seein the darkness, searched left and right. To the left there was nothing but
adead-end at therear of atdl building. To theright he saw nothing at first but another dead-end
far in the distance at the other end of the block. Then his keen eyes saw the running figure. Even
as The Shadow watched the figure vanished.

The Shadow raced through the dley in the hot night toward the figure he had seen so briefly.
The black douch hat and black cape seemed to move over the ground without touching it, the
capeitsdlf streaming out in the darkness. He reached the far end of the dley. There was nothing
but awall and door that was locked on the inside. The figure he had seen for an instant hed
vanished into thin air. The Shadow turned and dowly retraced his steps.

His piercing eyes noted every dark window and doorway. He tested all the doors and
windows. All were securely locked. He found no trace of the passage of an escaping killer. Ashe
searched hiskeen earslistened. But there was no sound, not until he reached the single building
on the block that showed light through its windows. In thisbuilding, on the ground floor, there
was light through the windows and noise. The Adrian Gallery.

Inthe dark dley The Shadow stood motionless, blending into the night, and listened to the
sounds of music and laughter, the ebb and flow of voices, insde the Adrian Gallery. He knew
what was going on insde the Adrian Gallery-an opening night party for anew Turkish painter.
The Shadow himsdlf, in his dter-ego guise as Lamont Cranston, had been invited. But, until this
moment, The Shadow had had other businessthis night. Now he stood and his eyes|ooked at the
lighted windows of the Adrian Gallery.

Heglided slently to the rear door and windows of the Adrian Galery. All werelocked from
theinside. They could have been left open and locked only after the unseen killer had goneinto
the building. But the figure he had seen had not turned toward the buildings. The figure had
amply vanished in mid-alley. Turning, The Shadow moved soundlessly back to the center of the
moonlighted aley. Helooked down. Then he bent close to the ground.
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The dley was paved with a combination of asphalt and cobblestones. It was old, the dley, and
the cobblestones were worn smooth with use. They bad not been tampered with. But set in the



stones, directly behind the Adrian Gallery, The Shadow saw the round meta top of an old coa
chute. At onetimethe dley had been open a both ends and used for the ddlivery of fue and
other necessities to the buildings. Now the aley was closed off, and the fud ail, was pumped

into the buildings through smadl vaves set in the sidewalk in front-- or the buildings used centra
steam to hest. There was no more need for acoal chute.

But thiscoa chute cover had been used recently.

The Shadow bent closer to the round metal cover to make sure he had seen the marks. There
was no doubt. This cover had been lifted and replaced within the week. For another few seconds
he remained bent, over theiron cover. Then, satisfied, he straightened up and glided away down
the dley back toward the open rear door of the Pauli Gallery.

Insde the Pauli Gallery he moved swiftly through the dark and empty rooms, the paintings on
thewdls dull and colorlessin the night, until he was again insde the smal room wherethe
Smashed glass case stood in the center of the floor. The bag with the statue in it was ill there.
The body of MorrisKitt lay where the thief had fallen. But Pedro Mingo was gone. The Shadow
smiled when he saw that Mingo had taken his chance to escape. He was not disturbed by the
flight of Mingo, that was taken care of .

Quickly, and in silence, The Shadow went to work. He opened the bag and removed the

satue. He studied it carefully, and then returned it to the smashed glass case. Thisdone, he
turned to the body of the dead man. His quick, sharp eyes studied the body of Morris Kitt from a
distance. From the bulging eyes, the grimace of the tortured lips, the twisted position of the legs,

it was clear that Morris Kitt had died quickly and not from any smple cause such asabullet.

The Shadow crossed to the body and bent closer. The bands of the dead man were il tensed
into aclawlike shape, the right hand il touching the throat where he had clawed in the instant

of desth. A tiny hole, a point of blood and no more, showed on the throat. The blood was aready
dry, crusted over the smal, pin-point wound. A pin prick and no more, but it had been enough.
Not as high asthe sky, nor as degp asawell, but it had been enough, it would serve. Swift, slent,
sure and deadly.

Too deadly. From the bulging eyes, the clawlike fingers, The Shadow knew that the tiny

missile had not killed MorrisKitt by itself. Not the missile, the needle-like bullet, but what had
been insde the bullet. Poison. And shot without any sound beyond the puff of air. He began to
search thefloor of the slent gallery. He searched in the dark, his eyes seeing in the dark amost
aswdl asinthelight. He searched al around the body, and then began to cover the floor
outward from the body inch by inch. At last hefound it.

In hislong, thin fingersit was no more than atiny, thin glass needle. Thicker and squatter

than aneedle, and hollow. Meta-ringed for strength. Shot from an air gun. Silent, apin prick,

and death within moments. The Shadow studied the lethd little dart. The point had broken off

and would still bein thewound. He put the pellet-dart insde the secret folds of his cloak, and
returned to his search of the body of MorrisKitt. But he found nothing else. Kitt had been too
experienced athief to work with identification of any kind. The dead man's clothes yielded no
clues. A swift but careful search of the galery room offered no more.

For some time The Shadow stood in the small dark room among the glass cases. His gaunt

face wasinvisible now, the glow of thefire-opa girasol down at his Sde as he sood in thought.
Someone beside The Shadow had known, or guessed that Morris Kitt would burglarize the Pauli
Gdlery that night. Someone whom Kitt could have named, perhaps was about to name. That was
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amogt certainly why Kitt had been killed. And yet how could the killer have known that the
Shadow, or anyone el se, would catch Morris Kitt this night and force him to talk? The killer
could not have known that. Y et the killer was there waiting in the shadows.



His eyes grim, The Shadow left the smal room and the body of MorrisKitt, and moved

slently through the rooms of the dark galery until he reached the office. In the office he picked

up the telephone. His voice disguised, he told the police of the burglary and murder. He hung up
before any questions could be asked. That done, The Shadow glided from the desk and faded into
the darker part of the office. Moments later he emerged again into the faint light of the moon that
came through the office window. But it was not The Shadow who stepped into the thin bluish
light.

Lamont Cranston, internationally known wedlthy socidite and businessman, now stood in the
office of the Pauli Gallery. Prominent member of New Y ork's exclusive Cobalt Club, confidante
of police theworld over, and persona friend of Police Commissioner Weston of New Y ork,
Lamont Cranston was afamiliar figure to people on many levels, but there were few who knew
that the sociaite was aso the mgjor ater-ego of the mysterious Shadow. The complete muscular
control learned by The Shadow long ago in the Orient from the great Master Chen T'aTze,
enabled him to make Lamont Cranston gppear shorter, heavier and less like some greet bird of
prey. In Cranston'simmobile face the hawklike features had become impassive, the eyes now
half-closed and steady, no longer aflame with theinner fire of The Shadow.

With swift efficiency, Cranston returned the specia black garb of The Shadow, and thefire-

opd girasol ring, to their secret hiding places within hisinnocent business suit. Helooked at his
watch. The placid eyes of the weslthy socidlite, so unlike the eyes of The Shadow, became
thoughtful. Morris Kitt was dead, the killer had escaped, and, for the moment, Pedro Mingo was
gone. But Kitt was an art thief, the Adrian Gallery was an art gdlery, and Kitt had been seen
entering the Adrian Gallery afew times. It wastime for Lamont Cranston to attend the opening

at the Adrian. An art gdlery, and art thefts, and yet-were Kitt's theftsworth killing for?

Using akey from his specid ring of keys, Cranston opened the front door of the Pauli Gallery

and dipped out into the quiet of Queenstanding Place. He began to walk openly and casudly
toward the lighted entrance of the Adrian Gallery. He was now no more than the wedl thy
socidite on hisway to agallery opening. He looked neither right nor |eft so asnot to seemin any
waly suspicious. For this reason, and because he was now only Cranston and not The Shadow, he
did not see or know three actionsthat his sudden appearance set into motion.

AsLamont Cranston, and as al the many alter-egoes of The Shadow, he had every

mysterious power learned in the Orient and later by the Avenger-- except one. The power of The
Shadow to cloud men's minds, to reach out with his own mind and enter other minds, required
him to aways wear the black cloak, the douch hat, and the fire-opal girasol ring. The power did
not resde in these things, nor did it come from the burning gaze of The Shadow's eyes. The
power was of the mind, and of the whole person of The Shadow, and could be used only by The
Shadow when he wasin entirety The Shadow. Such had been the wish, the condition, of the great
Chen T'a Tze when that Master of the Orient had passed on his power to The Shadow. A power
that had been known and used only by The Master, and was now known and used only by The
Shadow. So great apower must haveitslimits, Chen T'a Tze himself had commanded, and o, as
Lamont Cranston, the crime-fighter did not sense the three occurrences his appearance created.
High above Queenstanding Place, on the roof of the building that housed the Adrian Gdlery,

two men stood in the dark night and looked down into the peaceful street where Lamont
Cranston walked casudly toward the lighted entrance to the Adrian. As Cranston reached the
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entrance and went in, both men quickly Ieft their vantage point, crossed two roofs, and went
down afire escape into the alley where The Shadow had pursued the killer. One of the men
moved rapidly toward the rear door of the Pauli Gallery that still stood open. The other man used



akey and entered adifferent building through the back door. Both men vanished from the dley
as police drens began to wail in the distance and come closer.

At the same time that the two men had been watching Lamont Cranston, another man had
observed both the two men and Cranston from a darkened doorway across Queenstanding Place
that faced both the Pauli and Adrian Galleries. This man remained motionless and watching from
his hidden doorway. Neither Cranston nor the two men on the roof bad seen this watching man.
And thisman in the doorway, in histurn, did not see the fourth man who had observed al that
had happened in the street, on the roof, and in the darkened doorway.

This fourth watching man had been seen by no one. Or, more accurately, he had been seen by
everyone on the street, but no one had noticed him. He was afamiliar figure on the streets of the
city, seen but never redlly noticed. A taxi driver in his parked taxicab, one insde his darkened
taxi and, seemingly, adeep asthe two men |eft the roof above and Lamont Cranston went into
the Adrian Gdllery.

Thetaxi driver was not adeep.
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THE ADRIAN GALLERY was acauldron of sound and motion. Men with glassesin their hands
talked in loud voices, gesturing at the gaudy paintings on thewalls, shouting the names of artists
living and dead as they andyzed the work of the unknown Turk who was making his American
debut as an artist this night. Women with glassesin their hands laughed, and talked, and swirled
the bright colors of their summer dresses.

Lamont Cranston stood just insde the main room of the gdlery aglassin hishand, and

observed the scene. He had been extravagantly greeted at the door by the owner of the gdlery,
Hubert Adrian, and by his assstant, a pretty girl named Penelope Drake. Adrian and the Drake
girl had swirled off to some other art patron aswell known as Cranston, and Cranston was |l eft
now with his glass and the paintings themselves. They were large canvases belonging to the
school known worldwide as " abstract expressonism'-- the outpouring of theinner visons of the
artist in abstract shapes of color that took no form from the real world.

Crangton studied the paintings with histrained eyes. He was known as an amateur critic of

art, and he was more than an expert. He examined the Turk'swork carefully. They were not, he
saw, very good paintings, and he had come to the Adrian Gallery for other reasons.

Heturned his attention to the people. The Turk himself wasthere, Turhan Kemel, as gaudy

and flamboyant as his paintings. Keme had gathered a group of young, pretty, and too-well-
washed young ladies around him. The American girls seemed fascinated by the wild Turk.

Keme was dazzling them with wordsin histhick accent, but there was something about the Turk
that was strange. Cranston saw that Kemel's eyes were not laughing with his mouth. The Turk
had aworried expression in his eyes, amost alook of fear. And the look was directed constantly
toward Hubert Adrian.

Adrian himsdlf, atall, elegant man dressed in the best and most expensive clothes, circulated
from group to group making pleasant and witty remarks, but, actudly, selling his goodsto any
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prospective buyer. Adrian was quick-mannered and sophisticated. A man in hisforties, he
worked through the crowded room as if he had no cares or problemsin the world. He barely
noticed his debuting artist, Turban Kemel, and ignored hiswife. Hubert Adrian seemed in his
element, and gave every sign of enjoying himsdf hugely. Avis Adrian was not enjoying hersdlf.
The wife, ahandsome blonde woman in her late thirties, seemed nervous, worried. A tal and



elegant woman, Avis Adrian helped her husband run the gallery, Cranston knew, and now she,
too, was moving among the crowd of guests offering food and drinksin a disguised attempt to
sl paintings. But Cranston could seethat Avis Adrian did not have her husband's apparent lack
of cares. The éegant blonde had something on her mind.

While he thought about this, and continued to walk through the various rooms of the gdlery

in apretense of interest in the paintings, Cranston let hisimpassive eyes search every inch of the
place. Thekiller of MorrisKitt had vanished from the dley behind the Adrian Gallery.
Somewherein thiscrowd thekiller could easily be lurking, watching. But Cranston saw nothing
suspicious as he went on looking at the paintings-- those of Turban Kemel, and thosein other
roomswheretheregular artists of the gallery were on display. His mind on other things than art
tonight, he turned to go back to where the main party was being held. He stopped.

Something was strange about the artists displayed by the Adrian Galery. He turned back and
looked a many of them again. They were of dl styles, and had little in common. His hooded
eyes narrowed. The artists had only one thing in common-- they were dl foreign. There was not
one American among them. Cranston looked around for a catalogue. He found one on asmdll
desk at the rear of aside gdlery. He opened it and studied it. The artists of the Adrian Gallery
were from countries al the world, but none were from America

"Areyou interested in our catalogue Mr. Cranston?"

It was the assistant of Hubert Adrian, Penelope Drake, who had spoken. The pretty girl stood
behind Cranston as he turned. A girl in her mid or late twenties, perhaps twenty-seven yearsold,
shewas dark-haired and pretty, but her eyes were hidden behind thick-rimmed glasses. Cranston
had met her once or twice before at art functions, and he remembered

her as the serious, almost studious type. Now he smiled at her.

"I'm always interested in new artists, Miss Drake," Cranston said. | seethat most of your
artigs are unknown, at least in this country.”

"We specidize in young and unknown painters, Mr. Cranston,” Miss Drake said.

Her voice was cool and pedantic in odd contrast to what Cranston saw was aremarkably good
figure. The girl had abeauty contest body, and she wasredlly very pretty behind the glasses and
the cool, academic manner. Cranston had the impression that Penel ope Drake wasin sharp
control of her body, that she was efficient aswell as cool. Her eyes behind the glasses watched
him without aflicker, and yet there was aglint in them, a sense of considerably more passion
than her manner would make one think she bad, and a certain hint of amusement as she watched
him.

"Modtly foreign it seems” Cranston said.

"Mr. Adrian believesin fogtering both new talent and better understanding among the

nations,”" the Drake girl said, and now shedid smile. "In addition, it appears that foreign artists
tend to sdll better than our own painters, especidly to our less sophisticated clients.”

"Thelure of the unusud,” Cranston said. "Or isit just that theignorant dways think men with
strange names make better artists?”

Thegirl laughed. "A little of both, I should think."
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"The samekind of attraction we fed for such things as Pre-Columbian art, | imagine,”

Crangton said casudly.

He watched the Drake girl intently from beneath thelids of hishooded and impassive eyes.

The statue that Morris Kitt had tried to steal was a Pre-Columbian statue-- one of the works of
art made in the Americas before the arrival of Columbus, native art of the Indians of North and
South America, but mostly of Mexico and south. Cranston watched, but the girl showed no



surpriseand very little interest.

"Probably,” shesaid.

"There seemsto be agrest ded of interest in the Pre-Columbian period of late,” Cranston
persisted.

Againthegirl did nothing at al suspicious. She seemed unaware of what Cranston was

talking about. Hubert Adrian was not unaware. As Cranston had spoken about the sudden interest
in Pre-Columbian art, the galery owner and his wife had approached him and the Drake girl.
Hubert Adrian smiled as he heard what Cranston had said. Avis Adrian did not smile. Thetall
blonde had an expression on her face that was close to fear. Hubert Adrian gripped her aam as he
spoke.

"By interest, Cranston, do you mean that strange sexies of thefts of Pre-Columbian works?"
Adrian asked.

"l wasthinking about it," Cranston said. " Seven robberiesin two months. The Commissioner
mentioned it to me.”

"Don' tel me that Commissioner Weston isworking on the case?' Adrian said with surprise.
"Why, the whole thing, everything taken, can't be worth more than five thousand dollars at most.
That'srather small for the Commissioner, isnt it?"

"He only mentioned the matter,” Cranston said. "A rather strange series of burglaries. Who
would be so interested in such unprofitable thefts?

"A crank, no doubt," Penelope Drake said.

"Cranks usudly sted more obvious things than ancient native American statues, Miss Drake,"
Cranston said. "It takes a certain knowledge of art to know Pre-Columbian works."

Hubert Adrian laughed. "These days everyoneis an expert, Cranston, and everyone knows
about Pre-Columbian.”

"Perhgps,”" Cranston said. ™Y ou don't happen to handle such works yoursdlf, do you, Adrian?"
"Me?No, Cranston, I'm gtrictly modern. Much easier to sall these days, and alot easier to
oet," Adrian said.

Cranston looked at Avis Adrian. "What about you, Mrs. Adrian? Y ou don't happen to be
interested in primitive art, do you?'

"l..." Avis Adrian began.

Hubert Adrian held hiswifesarm and smiled. "My wife just helpsme, and alot of help she

Is"

Penelope Drake looked at her watch. "We must be closing soon, perhaps we al better go back
to Kemd, heisthe reason for the party after dl. Tell me, Mr. Cranston, just how do you like
Keme'swork?"

Hubert Adrian nodded quickly. "Y es, we better get back to Turban.”

Now Adrian seemed nervous, and Cranston watched the tall gallery owner from beneath his
hooded eyes. But he allowed the Drake girl to lead him back into the main room where the Turk
was gtill holding forth to hisbevy of young ladies. Adrian mopped sweet from his brow in the
hot night, dthough the gallery itself wasfully air-conditioned. Avis Adrian had vanished. Adrian
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himsalf resumed his round of talking with his guests, the party less crowded now. Penelope
Drake excused hersdlf asthey reentered the main room. Cranston watched the pretty girl turn
quickly away and go up the stairs to the second floor offices of the gallery.

"Mr. Crangton, | believe," avoice said behind him.

Cranston turned to see atall, dapper man of average height. The man was about thirty-seven
yearsold, perhaps older or younger by afew years, and was now smiling directly at Cranston.
Therewas atense, wiry qudity about the dender man. He wore athin pencil mustache barely



visible on his upper lip because it was the pale and sandy color of the man'shair. Cranston heard
thefaint trace of an English accent in the man's precise voice.

"| thought | recognized you," the man said. " Should have guessed you would be here, en?1've
heard of your work with the younger painters.”

"Haveyou?' Cranston said.

"Of course. Name's Lambert, Jonathan Lambert from The Critic in London,”" the man said.
"That would be an English art magazine, | remember it," Cranston said. "'I'm pleased to meet

you, Mr. Lambert."

"The pleasureisal mine, | assure you, my dear chap,” Jonathan Lambert said. "Thought this
affair was going to be atotal washout, en? Terribly bad stuff. The Turk should go home without
amoment's hestation. Frightful work, redlly.”

"You don't think Kemd isvery good?' Cranston said.

"Don't tell meyou do? Of course not, bloody terrible. | can't imagine why Adrian brought his
stuff over. Adrian can't be that lacking in judgment, can he? | suppose he can, Can't think why he
bothered with the man otherwise.”

"No," Cranston said. It had aready occurred to him to wonder about Adrian. Kemel was not a
good painter, although not as bad as Lambert wasimplying.

"Bethat asit may," Lambert said briskly, "'l can savethe night by interviewing you. The

Critic knows all about you, as| said. Now, aside from this Turkish nonsense, what about the rest
of Adrian's painters? Some of them seem not bad. Tell me, areyou asinterested as Adrian in the
work of foreign young painters?'

"I'minterested in al good young painters,” Cranston said.

"Of course, very good,” Lambert said. ™Y ou rich men have to help out, en? But why

gpecificaly foreign, en?1 mean,

Adrian obvioudy specidizesinit. Unknown and foreign, that's Adrian's cup of tea. You're

here so | expect you share that interest. Why else would you be here, you're not a critic, you don't
have to come to these things."

"l like openings,”" Crangton said, and smiled. "Persondly, though, | like the younger

American painters. Johns, Rauschenberg, Saul Lambert, your namesake.”

"Very good,” Lambert said. "Always stick to what you know, eh? Stay in your own bailiwick,
asit were. No end of trouble when you get into something you don't know much about.”
Cranston looked sharply at the English art critic. Had there been asmall but definite note of
something very much like awarning in Lambert's voice? Cranston could not be sure. A warning,
or, perhaps, athreat? If there had been such ameaning in Lambert's voice, it was gone as quickly
asit had come, and now the English art critic was jabbering on about the state of art on both
sgdesof the Atlantic.

Yo really can't understand why Adrian imports these second-rate foreigners. . . ."

Crangton smiled and nodded politely as he pretended to listen, but his quiet eyes glanced
carefully and unobtrusively around the now half-empty gdlery. It wasjust past 1:00 A.M., and
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the party was ending. Hubert Adrian still moved through the room smiling, cgoling, sdlling his
waresto potentia art patrons. Avis Adrian and the Turk, Turban Kemel, had gotten together. The
Turk did not seem happy about hisfirst showing in New Y ork. Avis Adrian had been watching
Cranston until the wealthy socidite looked at her. Penelope Drake had apparently not come back
downstairs since she had gone up. Cranston was wondering abouit thisfact when hisimpassive
eyes saw aman standing in the main entrance to the gdlery.

The man, who wore a chauffeur's uniform but did not look much like a chauffeur, was



beckoning to Cranston. Lambert, who was till talking, noticed the chauffeur at the sametime.
The English art critic nodded toward the chauffeur.

"| think that chauffeur wantsto see you, Cranston.”

"Yes," Cranston said. "I had better see what he wants."

"Well then, glad | met you, eh?' Lambert said. "I'll look forward to our next meeting."

"Can | drop you somewhere?" Cranston said.

"No, thank you, Cranston,” Lambert said quickly. "Decent of you, but I'm expecting acall.”
"Good night, then.”

"Good night, Cranston,” Lambert said.

Crangton took hisleave of Hubert and Avis Adrian. He noted that the tall blonde woman till
seemed nervous. The Turkish painter, Kemdl, only glared moodily at him, probably because he
had not spoken to the Turk al night. He then walked casualy across the room and out the main
entrance into the dark night of Queenstanding Place. Thetraffic still passed, thinned out now,
and along, black Rolls Royce stood at the curb. Cranston walked to the Rolls and got into the
back seat. The chauffeur turned to speak to Cranston.

"Margo called Burbank," he said. " She's got areport. Shrevvy'swaiting, too.”

"Very wel, Stanley," Crangton said. "WEell go to the room."

Stanley, chauffeur and bodyguard to Cranston, and one of The Shadow's most trusted agents,
nodded and put the car into gear. The big Rolls Royce moved silently away from the curb and
into the thin stream of late night traffic. Soon the big car turned downtown on Park Avenue
toward the office building where Lamont Cranston had his offices- and where The Shadow had
the hidden secret room that was his headquarters. Stanley did not turn as he spoke to his chief.
"| saw the police go into that Pauli Gdlery," Stanley said.

"MorrisKitt waskilled, Stanley," Cranston said.

"Killed?" Stanley said in sharp surprise. ™Y ou mean someone killed him for those old statues
he's been eding?’

"No, Stanley, not for the statues," Cranston -said grimly from the dark interior of the back

seat. "Those few gtatues are not nearly important enough to kill for. There is something more
going on, Stanley, something much bigger.”

Moments later, asthe big Rolls Royce drove down Park Avenue in the late night hours,
Lamont Cranston no longer sat in the back seat. Now The Shadow sat there, hisburning eyes
deep in concentration as he thought of the desth of Morris Kitt-- an unimportant art thief.
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4

A CITY that never degps can beafriend or an enemy. A friend to the lonely, solitary man who
walksthe streetsin search of faces. An enemy to the man who runs through the streetsin search
of escgpe. For Pedro Mingo, the city was aterrifying enemy this night.

From the moment The Shadow had appeared, and Morris Kitt had died, Mingo had been
afraid, terrified. When The Shadow ran from the inner room of the Pauli Gallery, Mingo had not
moved for along time. No thought of escape, of running, cameinto hismind for many endless
minutes. Then, The Shadow gone and with no Sgn of hisreturn, Mingo began to redize tha he
had been |eft alone. He had been forgotten. Or, at least, The Shadow had left him alone and free
to escape. He did not fed free. He knew that aman did not escape The Shadow. And yet,
perhaps he had been forgotten. Perhaps The Shadow did not care about him!

Heran.



Mingo ran out into the aley and turned left to the building at the end of the alley where there

was an open cdlar door through which he and Kitt had entered the dley less than fifteen minutes
before. Now Kitt was dead, The Shadow was after him, and Mingo was on the run. He crept
through the dark cellar and out into the busy streets of the city.

To aman on therun al faces are the faces of the enemy.

Pedro Mingo moved through the city west and south from Queenstanding Place and the Paulli
Gdlery with his eyeswatching every face that passed. He lurked in the shadows close to the
buildings, crossing the wide avenues on the dead run to gain the shadows on the other sde. He
ran, and hid, ran, and hid al through the city until hewas at last closeto hishotel deepinthe
heart of the Chelseaditrict of lower Manhattan.

Chelseaisan area of piers and waterfront taverns, of garbage and dark back aleys, of rat-
infested tenements and smdl rooms where nameless men live their forgotten lives, of thievesand
racketeers and murder done for small pay or sudden hate. Housing projects béttle the dums, and
the police and respectable people battle the criminas and the drifters, and the ships are unloaded
with few questions asked by the owners of the ships. A scar on the city, a place of work for the
belly dancersin the chegp night clubs, and ahome for men who hope no one will remember their
names. For Pedro Mingo the digtrict was home, and he did furtively, but with adow sensation of
relief, into the lobby of hischeap hotel.

The dozing night clerk did not ook up as Mingo passed silently through the rotted and stained
old furniture of thelobby, acrossthe baretile floor, and up the stairstoward histhird floor room.
There had been no one dsein the deazy lobby. Mingo paused at thefirst landing to look back to
be sure that no one had been hiding in the lobby, but it remained deserted except for the dozing
night clerk. Mingo went on up the sairsto hisroom.

Theroom was small and bare. Light from the single naked bulb that hung on along cord from
the celling barely reached into the dark corners. The celling itsalf was cracked and pedling. There
was agaping holein thewall beside the narrow unmade bed. The faucet in the stained wash
basin dripped. Roaches ran across the floor, and there was a sound of small feet scurrying inside
the single chest of drawers. Two straight wooden chairs stood beside a bare table where the
remains of ameal had turned hard on asingledirty plate.
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Pedro Mingo saw and heard none of this. Neither the room nor the roaches were new to him,
and one room was exactly like another in his half-adeep life. Mingo had more on hisfrantic
mind than the sght and condition of hisroom. Theinstant he had locked his door behind him, he
crossed the shabby room to its single closet. He took out a battered cardboard suitcase and began
to pull hisfew clothesfrom the closet and throw them into it. He picked up hissingle extra pair
of shoes and threw them in. He crossed the room to the chest of drawers and took out his few
shirtsand other small clothes and packed them. He went to the holein hiswall and took out a
half-full pint of whisky. He turned to carry the whisky to his suitcase when there was aknock on
his door.

Mingo froze where he stood.

Theknock came again. A light knock, soft and careful. Mingo did not move. He seemed to
have stopped breathing. Only his hands moved. The hand that held the whisky bottle shook like
the hand of aman with pasy. The other hand held onto the table. The knock came again, more
ingstent now.

"Pedro?' avoicesad. "I know you'reinthere. Let mein."

It was the voice of awoman. Mingo went limp. His shaking hand wiped the swesat from his
facein the stifling heet of the room. He put the whisky bottle on the table and went to the door



and opened it. Thewoman smiled at him and came in. She was aso carrying a bottle of whisky,
afull bottle, which she placed on the table beside the haf-empty one.

"There," shesad, "get us some glasses, | need ashot.”

She was awoman of average height, and pretty in acoarse way. Her dark hair was swept up
and piled on her head in astyle that had gone out of favor years ago. The hair itsalf was streaked
with the remains of what had once been ablonde bleach. At this moment large Strands of hair

had fallen and hung loose and unkempt about her face. Her face itself was heavily madeup with
thick, heavy red lipstick, green eye shadow, heavy mascara, and even atrace of rouge. The
makeup was worn and caked on her skin asif she had forgotten to removeit the night before and
had dept with it sill on. She wore rings on dmost every finger, and her wrist wasencased in
chesp, tarnished brass bracelets.

"What anight, you got no idea," the woman said as she found two glasses and sat on the edge

of the table to pour two long drinks of straight whisky. ™Y ou figure aguy's got money, why's he
got to be so cheap, you know? | mean, after | been on my feet modeling old Schultz's chesp
dressesfor them al day, the least they could doisbuy agirl adecent mea and take her for some
redl fun. Not them. Beer and hamburgers and they figure they got the world coming.”

As shetaked and poured, her long legs swung in the air where she sat on the table. She had

very good legs and she knew it. The cheap print dress she wore had hiked up above her kneesto
show black garters. The dresswas cut low and loose at the neck and her breasts rose full and
provocative in the deep V-neck. A thick strand of cheap pearls hung at her throat. When she had
poured the drinks she drank hdf of it in asingle gulp, and then sat there swinging her leg and
playing with the gaudy string of pearlsat her throat.

"I mean, who do they think they are, you know?' she said. "Just because they buy from

Schultz they think they can treat me like dirt. Beer and hamburgers and dancin’ my feet flat up to
threeinthe A.M.! Then they want to play, you know?"

Mingo had not stopped packing al thistime. Now he turned and walked to pick up his

whisky. Hedrained it in asingle gulp and poured asecond drink. He was no more than afew
inchestaller than the gaudy woman hersdlf, and his eyes stared straight into her face when he

spoke.
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"| told you to lay off goin' out with them buyers” Mingo said.

"Aw, Pedro," the girl said, "you know Schultz says we got to be nice to the out of town

buyers.”

" told you to quit that job," Mingo said, drinking the raw whisky.

The woman suddenly swore. "Damn, how do | quit? Y ou gonnakeep mein lace and panties?
All you got ishig tak. A month | been going with you, right, and what you done for me?
Nothin'! A whole month and al | got from you is sweet talk and big talk! All thetimeyou talk
about how much dough you're gonna make, but do | seeit? No. You just talk, and talk. ."
While the woman had been talking angrily, Mingo had finished his second whisky and hed
returned to his packing. There waslittle |eft to pack, and Mingo put hislast few poor articlesinto
the suitcase. He looked around once. Then he went to the bottom drawer of the bureau and
brought out a small, snub-nosed .38 Police Specia revolver. He placed that into the suitcase
under his shirts. The woman was so busy talking she did not seem to notice the pistal.
"...yourejust smdl time! A smdl time punk!" the woman concluded.

Mingo whirled. "Shut up! Y ou hear me, Mally? Just shut up!”

The girl opened her mouth to say something in anger. But she said nothing. She stared at

Pedro Mingo asif alittle afraid of him. Mingo turned back to his suitcase and snapped it shut.
Hetightened a belt around the cheap suitcase, and then walked back to the table to pour athird



drink from the bottle the woman had brought. The woman, Mally, suddenly stared at the suitcase
asif shehad only just seenit, had only just thisinstant become aware of the fact that Mingo was
packing.

"Y ou goin' somewhere?' Molly said.

"Yeh," Mingo sad, "I'm goin' somewhere. I'm goin' asfar as| can get, and fast.”

The woman's face changed. Some of the cheap hardness seemed to flow out of her faceto be
replaced with something softer, more concerned with Mingo and histroubles.

"You'rein trouble? Oh, Pedro, honey, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to push you. It's been agood
month, take me with you."

Mingo nodded amost to himself. "A good month, yeh. | kind of like you, Mally. Y ou got

more than them other girls. Only thistime| got to travel done.”

The woman poured two more drinks and lighted two cigarettes. She gave one of the cigarettes
to Mingo. He began to smoke it drawing deeply on the cigarette. The woman sat back on the
edge of thetable, her eyes on the floor as her hand stroked her whisky glass.

"The job went wrong tonight?" she asked.

"Wrong? Y eh, it went wrong. Kitt's dead."

The woman looked up sharply. "Dead? Kitt got killed?!

"Yeh. Don't ask me how or why. We got in smooth as sk, Kitt had the larm fixed like

aways. | opened the door, | got the touch for that, and we walked right to that statue he wanted.
Just like al the other statues, you know? He cracks the case, the statue's in the bag, and we're set
to blow the scene. Then the roof caved in."

"How?What happened?’ the woman said quickly, dmost anxioudy. "The cops had the place
staked out?!

"The cops? Hell no. If it wasthe copsI'd fed lucky," Mingo said. He looked at the woman.
"The Shadow showed up.

"The Shadow?' the woman said, her eyes mydtified.

"Y eh, The Shadow. Maybe you don't know The Shadow, but | do. | tangled with him once
before and it got me sent up river. When you look at The Shadow you can't think, you can't
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move, you can't run or do nothin'. HE's got some power, some kind of power you can't fight, and
antnoonedseintheworld got it. | just wish it was the cops after me.”

"What about Kitt?' the woman asked. "Did this Shadow. . .7"

"No, it was someone else," Mingo said. "The Shadow, he had us dead to rights. Even Kitt
couldn't fight him. Then someone shot something at Kitt and he just dropped dead right there. |
figure maybe | was next only The Shadow went after the killer and chased him off. Then | best it
fast. Now I'm gonnarun asfar asthereisto run."

"Someone € se? Who?' the woman said sharply.

Mingo did not notice the sharp tone of her voice. The small thief just shook his had and began

to shiver again. His scared eyes |ooked up at the woman who till sat on the edge of the bare
table in the shabby little room.

"l don't know who or why, you know? That stuff wasn't worth that much. Kitt paid me good

to help him with the jobs, but the stuff we got wasn't worth any real dough. | only went along
with the capers'cause | figured to tak him into somered big jobs. Only now | got The Shadow
after me, maybe the cops, and maybe the people who killed Kitt. I'm scared, Molly. I'm running.
The Shadow is bad enough, but guyswho kill and | don't know why iseven worse."

"What about me?' Mally said. "Take mewith you, honey."

"Not thistime. Fast and light, that's how | got to go. Maybe in acouple of months| can send



for you."

"A couple of monthsisalong time, honey," the woman said.

"So you find another boy! | ain't dying for you."

"You'rethat scared?"

"I'm that scared, baby. Kitt got killed, maybe I'm next."

Mingo turned then and picked up his suitcase. He took one last long pull on the whisky bottle,
and started for the door. His pae face never turned to look at the woman again. She sat there
with her long legs swinging, her fingers playing with her gaudy beads. Mingo opened the door
and looked out. He closed the door asif be had seen a snake about to strike. He dropped the
auitcase and leaned with his back againgt the door. He was breathing heavily, thickly, hiseyes
filed with sudden fear.

"What isit?' the woman said.

"Out there," Mingo said, "aguy watchin'! Some guy | never seen before. They found me! I'm
finished."

"Y ou sure you never seen the man? Take another ook, the woman said.

"l don't got to,” Mingo said. "l got agood look. Maybeit'sacop | don't know, but I know al
the cops. Maybe it's one of The Shadow's boys, or maybe it's one of the guyswhat killed Kitt. It
don't matter much no more."

The woman stood up now and walked close to Mingo. She leaned close and hissed in his ear.
"Did he seeyou?'

"No, hewaslookin' away."

"Okay, | got anidea. He knowsthisisyour room, right? Okay, I'll sneak out the fire escapeto
my room, it's around the corner, right? I'll go out and kegp him busy. When you hear me givea
cough, you cut out of here and go to my room fast. Y ou got that?"

"l don't know," Mingo said, the fear shaking hisvoice.

"Y ou haveto, honey," the woman inssted. "Y ou're boxed in here. What do you want to do,
wait for him to come for you? He's just watching now, that means he's probably waiting for
friends. Y ou want to wait for hisfriends?'
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Mingo shook. "Okay, okay. But why your room? I'll cut out of the whole hotdl, out of the

city."

"No! How do we know hisfriends aren't watching the hotel downstairs? Maybe that's what

they want, to make you run out right into their handgl"

Mingo paled where he stood. The small thief till shook, but now he nodded his head to

indicate that he agreed. The woman patted his arm and crossed the tiny room to the window. She
opened the window and climbed out, her tight dress clinging to the curves of her body. She went
down thefire escape to an aley behind the hotdl. Around the corner of the building wasthe
ladder of asecond fire escape. Deftly she piled garbage cans until she could stand on them and
reach up with along pole that she had picked from behind the cans. The pole pulled the weighted
ladder down and she went up this second fire escape to another window of the third floor.

Inside her own room she crossed to the door. She listened for amoment, and then opened the
door and stepped out into the dingy corridor. She walked to the end of the corridor to where it
joined the corridor that led to Mingo's room. At the head of the stairsatall man stood against the
wall on the far Sde of the door to Mingo's room. The woman smiled. Mingo would not have to
pass the man to get into her room. She took a deep breath and stepped into the cross corridor.
She walked dowly, provocatively toward the man. She passed the door to Mingo's room and
stopped in front of the stranger.

"Alone?' shesad.



"Busy," the man said shortly, hiseyes gtill on the door to Mingo's room.

The man was smoking, and leaning quietly against thewall. It was obviousthat he had no
intention of gpproaching Mingo, but was smply watching the small thief'sroom. Thewoman
gmiled a him.

"Too busy for me?'

"Best it, adter,” theman said curtly. "Y ou could get into trouble that way."

"What way?' she said innocently. "l just asked if you were done."

The man's eyeslooked her up and down. Her cheap clothes, the degp neckline, the cheap
pearls, the thick and caked makeup, all seemed to bereflected in his eyes as he looked at her.
The distaste was clear on hisface.

"I'm not interested, sister. Now begt it before you find trouble, okay?"' the man said.

The woman shrugged, coughed loudly, turned and suddenly missed the top step of the sairs.
Her high-heeled shoes buckled under her and she lost her balance and started to fall headlong
down the stairs. The man leaped and caught her. She clutched at him, her weight wrestling him
around until his back wasto the door to Mingo's room. He half staggered himsdlf as she clung
and pulled him down the sairs. Her face rested againgt his shoulder for an ingtant. In that instant
she saw the smdll figure of Pedro Mingo vanishing around the corner toward her room. She
smiled and managed to stand up. The man stepped back.

"Thanks," she said. "That could have mussed my hair some.”

"Watch your step. Those hedls you wear must be four inches high,” the man said.

"It makes my legslook good. A girl'sgot to show her wares," she said.

The stranger turned away and resumed his post againgt the wall. His cigarette had falen, and
he lighted afresh one. His eyes were fixed again in the door of Pedro Mingo's room. The woman
gmiled to hersdlf as she went down the stairs to the lobby. She wondered how long the man
would watch the empty room.

In the lobby she passed the clerk who still dozed fitfully at his night desk. She went Straight to
atelephone booth in the far corner of the small, shabby lobby. Insde she dropped in her dime
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and diaed. As shelistened to the distant sound of the telephone ringing she seemed to change.
She seemed to become tdller than she was, and her eyes seemed to become deeper, clearer, and
more intelligent. When she spoke there was no trace of her former uneducated speech. Her voice
was clear and low and precise.

"Burbank? Margo here. I'm ready now."

5

THE ROOM hidden high in the Park Avenue office building was lighted by adim bluelight that
seemed to come from nowhere and everywhere. The blue glow filled the room asif it came from
the wdls and ceiling themsdves, and yet no walls or ceiling were vishble. Nothing could be seen

in the room except alarge, rectangular box that glowed a deeper blue. On the box itsdlf there
were dials, and gauges, and asmall round grid that looked like a speaker.

From the blue gloom of the room afigure materialized. It was The Shadow. Garbed dl in

black, his cloak around him and the broad brim of the douch hat pulled low over hisfiery eyes
and hawk nose, The Shadow glided to the glowing instrument and sat down. Hislong finger with
thefire-opal girasol burning red on it reached out toward a switch. The opal seemed to burn more
brightly and there was alow hum from the instrument.



"Report, Margo,” The Shadow intoned.

Thevoice of Margo Lane, The Shadow's most trusted agent and the executive secretary of
Lamont Cranston, seemed to emerge from the instrument itself and fill the blue room. Margo's
voice, and the faint hum of the specia communications ingtrument, were the only soundsin the
hidden secret headquarters of The Shadow.

"Pedro Mingo returned to his hotel after the desth of MorrisKitt. | met him there, asusual.
Heisvery afraid, he was ready to run without hisgirl friend Moally, in short myself. But there
was aman watching, and | persuaded him to hide in my room. Heisthere now. | think | can hold
him for some hours, at least until morning.”

"Good," The Shadow said into the instrument. "Now repesat dl that happened in complete
detail "

Margo's voice continued to fill the sillence of the dim blue room shut away above the city. No
sounds from the street or from anywhere e se within the giant building could reach into the
sanctuary of the hidden chamber. Margo repested her entire conversation with Pedro Mingo in
complete details. When she had finished, The Shadow spoke again.

"Mingo does not know who killed MorrisKitt?"

"Apparently not,” Margo's voice said. "Unless heis abetter actor than | think heis, hehasno
ideawho killed Kitt or why. He appearsto know very little about Kitt beyond the recent thefts.
He a'so does not seem to know who the stranger watching him could be. My impression isthat
the stranger in the hall is some kind of policeman.”

"Areyou sure hetdls you the truth, Margo?' The Shadow asked from the blue room.
"Asmuch as hetdlsthe truth to anyone,” Margo said from the telephone booth of the shabby
hotdl. "He likes me. In the month I've been working on him weve become very close. Hetells
me as much as hetdlshimsdf, | think. I'm not &t al sure, though, that he even tdls himsdlf the
red truth.”
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In the dim blue light of the hidden room above the city The Shadow stood up and began to

pace slently. His shrouded black figure floated back and forth through the diffuse bluelight like
some greet bird of prey circling the sky in search of avictim. But it was an answer The Shadow
searched for, and as he moved soundlesdy through the silent hidden sanctuary his voice reached
to Margo far away in the telephone booth of the Chelsea hotel. He spoke softly asif shewerein
the blue room with him.

"Was Mingo part of the whole series of thefts?"

In her solitary telephone booth in the chegp hotel Margo watched the deeping clerk through

the glass of the booth. Her eyes watched the stairs to be sure that no one came down to se her in
the booth. Her mind worked now on two levels, one part of her consciousness dert and involved
in the shabby hotel and her immediate surroundings, the other part of her in the distant blue room
with The Shadow.

"Mingo was only hired,"” Margo explained as the strange conversation went on acrossthe
distance, and yet asif there were no distance between The Shadow and his agent. "He was paid
to help-- in advance and in cash. Kitt was the organizer and leader of each theft. He chose the
target and took the statues.”

The Shadow paced, glided, through the blue room. "Why, Margo? Why hireaman, pay him,
and then sted only art works so specid only museums or collectors would want them? They
have no real market value. And where are they?"

Margo agreed from her booth in the hotel. "I have found no trace of the statues. Ming knows
nothing about where they are. He does not know Why Kitt wanted them. He worked only for the
cashin advance, and hishopethat Kitt would eventualy decide to stedl something of red vaue."



"No one has seen the Satues, Margo. They have vanished. The police have no clues,” The
Shadow said softly as he paced the hidden room, as much asking questions of himself astelling
Margo the facts of the case. "Now Morris Kitt has been killed. Somehow, Margo, the stolen
statues and Kitt's desth must be connected, but it is not because of the value of the statues. There
must be some other connection, some other reason to kill Kitt."

"But what could it be? Kitt was only athief, an unimportant ex-convict.”

"Perhaps, Margo," The Shadow said grimly, "and perhaps not. | begin to think MorrisKitt
was more than he seemed. Thekiller could have shot Mingo, and even myself, but he only shot
Kitt and ran. And he knew Kitt would bein the Pauli Galery.

"I think, Margo, it istime The Shadow |learned more about the past of MorrisKitt. | will have
Lamont Cranston talk to Commissioner Weston tomorrow. If that man watching Mingoisa
policeman, Margo, | have the feding that the police know something we do not, and we know
what they do not know."

"Two different cases both involving Kitt?' Margo asked.

"It beginsto seem that way, Margo. Cranston will find out from Commissioner Weston, but
first | will talk with Pedro Mingo. Return to your room, Margo, and keep Mingo there until |
come. Mingo knows The Shadow and is afraid of me, perhapstoo afraid. | will talk to him as
Crangton, | may learn more that way."

"Il hold him," Margo Lane said firmly.

In the tel ephone booth the beautiful agent of The Shadow hung up and walked out into the
lobby. Her manner changed again, and she was once more the woman Molly, the new girl friend
of Pedro Mingo. Shewalked provocatively past the deeping night clerk and went up the back
gtairsto reach her room without passing the man who was gill watching Mingo's empty room.
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The Shadow passed the fire-opd girasol ring through the air above his communications
ingrument and the machine became slent. For along minute The Shadow remained standing in
the blue light above the instrument. Then he passed his hand again across the instrument console
and aman's voice spoke at once.

"Burbank," the voice said.

"Y ou made the recording of Margo Lan€'s report?' The Shadow asked.

"Made and filed," Burbank answered from his post in another secret room where he
maintained the records of The Shadow's far reaching work againgt crime, and where hewasin
congtant touch with al agents of The Shadow across the world.

"Shrevvy iswaiting?' The Shadow snapped.

"In the office of Lamont Cranston.”

"Good."

The Shadow again passed thefire-opa girasol across the humming console and it went slent
again. The Shadow turned and glided in swift silenceto ablank wall of the hidden room. He
touched the wall and vanished through the wall itself. He stood in anarrow corridor. But now it
was not The Shadow who stood in the dark corridor. Lamont Cranston smoothed his greying
blond hair, returned the garb of The Shadow to its hiding placesingde his clothes, and touched
thewall of the dark corridor. The wal siwung open and Cranston stepped through.

Crangton stood now in his private office high above the city in the Park Avenue office

building. The section of bookcase closed silently behind him, sedling off the hidden room of The
Shadow. Cranston had made no sound, and the man who sat near Cranston's large desk had not
turned to look. Cranston smiled as he observed the small man. Moe Shrevnitz was one of The
Shadow's most secret and useful agents. The people who had walked on Queenstanding Place



this night would have known him, if they had remembered the taxi driver who had been parked
there apparently adeep.

"Y ou have areport to make, Shrevvy?' Cranston said.

Moe Shrevnitz, Shrevvy to The Shadow and his agents, showed no surprise at the sudden
appearance of his chief. The small, peppery taxi driver grinned as he turned to face Cranston.
"l sure do, boss," Shrevvy said.

Cranston sat behind his large desk, the skyline of New Y ork spread out below and behind him
through hiswide office windows, the lights of the city still bright at thislate hour. He touched a
switch to start the tape recorder inside his desk. One of the secrets of The Shadow's efficiency
againgt crime was that no report was ever forgotten no matter how unimportant it seemed.

"Go ahead, Shrevvy," Cranston said.

Moe Shrevnitz stood up and walked as he reported. "1 parked where | could see both galeries
like you told meto. | didn't see anyone go into the Pauli Gallery, and no one came out until you
did. But therewas alot of interest on that street in both galleries.

"Two guyswere watching from the roof of the Adrian Gallery building. When you came out

of the Pauli Gallery, they both |eft the roof. | saw them cross acouple of roofs, then | didn't see
them again. | figure they took one of the fire escapes down into that dley.”

"When they saw me?' Cranston asked.

"At the sametime boss. | ain't sure that was what made them move, but I'm pretty sure they
saw you dl right."

"Goon," Crangton said.

"WEell, there was this other guy, kind of tall, who was watching from a doorway acrossthe
street from both galleries. He just stood there out of sight and didn't move amuscle, not even
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when he saw you come out of the Pauli Gallery. | figure he saw everything though. Anyway, he
stayed put until the cops showed up and went into the Pauli Gallery on the run. Cardonawas
withthem."

"I called and reported the murder,” Cranston said. "What else, Shrevvy?"

"The bet," Shrevvy said. "When the cops showed up, the guy in the doorway walked over

and sort of watched up close. He sneaked inside the Pauli Gallery. He came out pretty fast, and
went back to his doorway. When you came out of the Adrian Gdlery he wasright after you and
Stanley. Hetalled you, and | tailed him!"

"Hefollowed me?' Crangton said. "I never saw him!*

"He was good, boss, real good. Only not good enough. He didn't spot me after him, and he

lost you when you went in the secret door down in the street.”

"Y ou mean he lost The Shadow,” Cranston said. He had been The Shadow when he had | eft
the car to take the secret elevator up to the hidden room. "Are you sure, Shrevvy?'

Shrevvy nodded. "Y eh, boss. He went right on after the Rolls and Stanley after you had

dipped out. It was dark, | never saw The Shadow leave the Rolls mysdlf. Y ou was just part of the
dark."

Crangton rubbed hisjaw in thought. " So he followed Cranston, and then Stanley. Presumably
he was surprised when Stanley took the car to the garage at my town house and | wasn't init. He
undoubtedly backtracked, but he would find nothing.”

"He backtracked dl right," Shrevvy said, "and then he spotted me at last. He gave methe dip,
boss. | told you he was good.”

"A professond," Cranston said. "But who is he, and what was he doing on Queenstanding
Place? Who was he watching? Who were they dl watching? They could have been watching
Kitt, or mysdlf, or the Pauli Galery. Or they could have been watching the Adrian Gallery.



"There are too many loose ends here, Shrevvy. We have aseries of minor art thefts, al Pre-
Columbian statues, that had the police baffled. The Shadow became interested when he
recognized the MO of Pedro Mingo in the entries. Y ou remember Mingo, Shrevvy. We caught
him some years ago in connection with that attempt to wipe out the whole UN with the specia
cyanide gas. Mingo was used by those plotters for thefts, and he has characteristic entry
technique.

"Margo went on the case, gained his confidence, and he led her to MorrisKitt. | discovered
that Kitt was an exconvict, released only ayear ago from a sentence for art theft. That wasal |
discovered, except that Kitt visited the Adrian Galery from timeto time, until last night. Now
Kitt isdead."

"Maybe the statue businesswas just acoverup,” Shrevvy said. "Maybe he wasin something
that meant alot more cash in the bank.”

"Perhaps, but then Mingo. . ." Cranston began, and stopped. The hooded eyes of the wedlthy
socidite flashed suddenly with thefire of The Shadow. Cranston sat up in his chair behind the
large desk. "Cash! That'sit, Shrevvy. Kitt paid Mingo in cash and in advance. For five thefts, six
counting last night. Where did he get that money? He apparently sold none of the statues. What
was Kitt's source?!

"Wasit alot of money, boss?' Shrevvy said.

"I don't know, Shrevvy, but it'stime | found out.”

"Y ou want meto drive you to Mingo's?'
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Crangton shook his head. "No, Shrevvy, you must never be connected to Lamont Cranston or
The Shadow. Go out the secret way down the private elevator. Return to your post at the Adrian
Gdlery. I'll take another taxi, the Rolls Royce would attract too much attention in that district."
Shrevvy put on hisold leather cap and stepped through the opened bookcase into the narrow
corridor behind the wall of the private office. The bookcase closed silently behind him. Lamont
Crangton turned and walked from his private office. In his outer suite of officesthe deskswere
nest and deserted in the dark, the empty chairslike grey ghostsin the faint light through the
windows. The clock on thewall read two o'clock. Only two short hours since the death of Morris
Kitt.

On Park Avenue Crangton hailed apassing taxi, itstop light visible far down the avenue long
beforeit reached him. Thelights were till onin the giant buildings thet lined the broad avenue
with itsgrass divider in the center. Chrome and glass glistened with light through the city, the

night world awake and moving. Thetaxi driver eager at thislate hour for afare, drove off

quickly toward Chel sea and the shabby hotel where Pedro Mingo hid now in the room of the
woman he caled Mally. In thetaxi, asit passed through the darkened theater district and turned
south on Ninth Avenue, Cranston thought again about MorrisKitt and his source of money. Cash
and in advance. A smdl-timethief and exconvict. only recently out of prison, who stole statues

he could not sell and paid his confederate in cash. Kitt must have a source of cash, perhaps
someone behind the scenes pulling the strings. A source, an unknown someone, who had

certanly killed him.

Thetaxi pulled up before adirty, grubby hotel of Six stories. The entrance was old and worn,
stone columns that had once been white were now grey and stained with age. Garbage cans stood
infront and a the sde of the shabby building in an aley. Thetaxi driver seemed surprised at the
contrast between where he had picked up Cranston and where they were now, but, in the manner
of New York taxi drivers, he took his money and roared away without aword and without
looking back to where Cranston stood aone on the sidewalk. Cranston walked into the shabby



hotel.

The night clerk was awake now, and yawning. A tdl, thin man, the clerk leered a Cranston
when the socialite asked for the room of Molly Bader. Cranston ignored the clerk and walked up
the stairs. He moved cautioudy, but the stranger was no longer watching at the head of the Sairs.
Cranston moved quickly past Mingo's room and around the corner to the door of the room where
Margo was keeping Pedro Mingo. He knocked softly-- two long, a short, and along.

The door did not open. Inside the room there was no sound.

Cranston came alert. He listened. Nothing moved inside the room. He knocked once more

with the private sgna. Even the super-keen hearing of The Shadow detected nothing moving
ingde the slent room. Cranston took out hisring of specia keys and inserted akey in the lock.
The door opened silently and he stepped inside.

Thelight shonedirectly into hiseyes asit went on.

He saw ahand. The hand projected into the light from behind the small desk lamp. The hand
held asmal pistol pointed straight at Cranston.

"Closethe door! Quick!"

The voice was harsh and low. "Quick!"

Cranston closed the door.
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THE LIGHT shined into hiseyes. The man stood behind the light acrass the room, only his hand
and thesmadll pistol visble. Even with hisnight vison learned in the Orient, Cranston could see

no more than a vague shape behind the light.

"Three steps! Now!"

Crangton took three steps toward the indistinct figure. He watched the figure intently, strained

to see through the glare of the light. He noted every detail he could make out. The figure was
thin, dender. Not tall, but the man could be crouched. The pistal in the left hand was a Beretta
from thelook of it. Now he saw that it was sllenced. On the hand, the left hand, there was asmall
scar livid on thetrigger finger.

"Turn around. Quick!"

Cranston turned around. There was a sound of quick movement. He tensed histrained
musclesto take the blow and roll with it. But there was no blow. Hefelt ahand near his head and
then the light was gone. He stood in darkness. A bag had been dropped over his head.

"Clasp your hands behind your neck! Now!"

Crangton did as he was told. There was more movement in the room. Crangton strained his

ears. He heard the lock turn. The man had locked the door. A chair scraped. Hands pulled him
down, and he found himself seated in achair. Through al this one thought went insstently
through hismind-- the man had had the bag ready.

"Empty your pockets! On thetable!”

Cranston emptied his pockets. He reached out to fed the edge of the table, then emptied his
pockets and placed the contents on the table: keys, money, penknife, matches, handkerchief,
checkbook, wallet. There was along silence and sounds of his possessions being examined. Then
he felt the man close to him. A quick hand searched his clothes with the deft touch of an expert.
The man would have found anything Cranston had tried to hold back except the black garb of
The Shadow that was undetectable in its secret pockets. He was glad that thistime he had not
come armed. His captor moved away again.



"Handson thetable. Hat!"

Crangton placed his handsflat on the bare table unseen in front of him. The bag was some
specid materid, not aray of light filtered through. He sat in tota darknesswith hishandsflat on
the table. He sensed the cool and efficient stranger Sitting across the table and watching him.
"Very wdl," the cold and deadly voice said. "What are you doing here?

"l cameto vist the young woman who livesin thisroom. What have you done with her?!
Cranston demanded.

Something hard, heavy, smashed down on the fingers of hisleft hand. Cranston cried out in
pain. The man had hit his hand with the pistol. The cry of pain was partly real and partly feigned.
Redl because in the dark with the bag over his head the blow was a surprise. Feigned because his
years of training nerves and muscles under the mystic teaching of Chen T'aTze had given his
mind the power to rise above the momentary pain of the body, the power to have his body fed
little pain even under the mogt severeinfliction. The mind can do anything with the body, The
Master had said, if the mind believes. The blow was asurprise, and with hisinstantaneous
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reflexes Cranston made his cry of pain louder than it really was to make his captor think he felt
great pain.

"l ask the questions,” the cold voice said. ™Y ou answer. Why are you here? Are you one of
them? Answer!”

"| cameto vidt the woman," Cranston said, histeeth clamped together to feign the pain he no
longer felt at dl.

"There was no woman," the voice said.

"A woman and aman,” Crangton said. "They should be here.”

"Why would awedthy and important man come caling on the kind of woman who livesin
thisplace?’

Crangton tensed. The most clever men made such glaring errors. This man knew who he was!
Hewasidentified in his papersin hiswallet, but the papers did not tell the man that Lamont
Cranston was wedlthy and important.

"I have my reason for being here," Crangton said, "As| am sure you have your reasons.”

The gun smashed againgt hisleft hand again. Crangton cried out, prepared thistime for the
blow and cringing in the chair in pretended pain. The unseen man neither laughed nor sneered.
Crangton's cgptor took no pleasurein inflicting pain, neither did his voice show trace of guilt or
reluctance a inflicting pain. The man smashed Crangton's hand coldly and efficiently as other
men performed the necessary routine of their work.

"| ask the questions," the steady voice said. "Who isthe smal man?Why are you after him?"
"Y ou wouldn't be hereif you didn't know that," Cranston said.

"Youtdl me"

Crangton felt the pistol poised again above his hand. He pretended to shrink away from the
impending blow.

"An unimportant thief," he said quickly. "His nameis Pedro Mingo."

"Why do you want him?"

"He and another man wereinvolved in a series of thefts.”

"Thefts?'

"Art thefts" Crangton said.

"You are apoliceman?’

"No, | sometimeswork for afriend. | have accessto art circlesand | could help in thiscase.”
"Why did you kill the other man?’



"l did not kill him."

"Y ou were seen leaving the Pauli Gdlery. The man, Kitt, was dead in the gdlery," thevoice

sad coldly.

This unseen man had seen him leave the Pauli Gallery. Then the man had to be either one of
them on the roof of the Adrian Galery or the man in the doorway whom Shrevvy had reported as
following Cranston. And this deadly man he could not see did not gppear to know about Mingo,
Kitt or the thefts. Then what was his part in the whole thing?

"l did not kill Kitt. Someone dsedid,” Cranston said.

"Why?Who wasthisKitt?'

"I don't know why," Crangton said. "Kitt was only asmdll thief, an exconvict."

"Who isthe man in black?' the deadly voice asked.

So the man had seen The Shadow. Cranston pretended an eager surprise.
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"So you saw him too?' Cranston said asif he, too, had seen The Shadow and had not redlly
believed what he had seen. And then he said, "'l wasn't sure| had seen him. He must have been
the onewho killed Kitt!"

Thistimetherewas along silence in the room. Cranston sensed, felt, that the deadly stranger
was dtaring at him and thinking hard. The bluff Cranston had made, the suggestion that he
thought The Shadow could have been the killer of MorrisKitt, seemed to be working. The
sranger must have had the same thought. A bluff, to be effective, must strike aresponse. The
way, in apoker game, to bluff that you have four aces when you do not you must find your
victim dready believing that you might have four aces. The unseen captor had aready thought
that the mysterious black figure he had seen might be the killer of Kitt.

Unlessit wasdl an act. Unlessthiswhole interrogation was a carefully planned ruseto

deceive Crangton, and his unseen captor was himself the redl killer of MorrisKitt! This man had
been waiting in the room of Pedro Mingo. Perhaps the stranger knew much more about Kitt and
Mingo than it seemed. If he did not know who Mingo was, how had he found this room, and why
had he come? The killer of Morris Kitt might very much want to find Pedro Mingo. On the other
hand he could have followed Mingo.

Cranston sensed the man move again. The man was standing.

"Why wasKitt killed?'

"Perhaps he was part of the gang," Cranston said. "They had an argument over the loot.”
"Thegang?' the voice said waily.

"Yes, the gang of art thieves! It'slogica.”

"So?" the cold voice said.

Again therewas slencein the room, and again Cranston felt the man was staring a him.
Crangton's sham at being no more than an eager amateur detective on the trail of some minor art
thieves could be convincing the unseen questioner. The man'svoice was till low and deadly
when he spoke again, but now there was a hint of caution and doulbt.

"What connection did thisKitt have to the Adrian Gdlery?' the voice said carefully.

Crangton continued his act of the eager detective. "They must be buying the stolen art! That

fits. Y ou must have seen Kitt going into the Adrian the same as| did.”

There was a pause. Then thelow, cold voice said, "That iswhy you were in the Adrian
Gdlery?Tolook for solen art?'

"Yes" Crangton lied.

But his mind was not thinking about stolen art now. This unseen man had been in the Adrian
Gdlery tonight! Then perhaps the man was no stranger to him. The man knew who hewas. And
yet Crangton did not recognize the voice. A man who could have two voices so different that



even the ears of The Shadow could not connect them was not an amateur in hiswork. This man
was an expert. An expert in something far bigger and more deadly than the theft of small works

of art. And if this unseen questioner redlly did not know about Mingo, Kitt, and the thefts, then

he had not been watching them, he had been watching the Adrian Gallery!

Now Crangton remembered some of the first words of his unseen interrogator. Are you one of
them? And he remembered the tone of the man's voice when Cranston had suggested that The
Shadow was part of the gang. A wary tone, unsure, asif not sure just what gang Cranston meant.
Them! The gang. And Cranston knew that them was not Mingo and Kitt, and the gang was some
other gang than agang of art thieves! This man wasinterested in some other gang, and this other
gang was, somehow, connected to the Adrian Gallery.
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The man had told Cranston far more than he knew. And perhaps the deadly stranger had
suddenly redlized this. He did not speak again. Cranston heard movement. The Stranger was
moving toward him. Cranston tensed to spring when the man reached him around the table.
Therewas alight tapping sound. The sound of fingerstapping glass. Cranston felt the stranger
pause somewhere in the room. The tapping on glass could only be awarning of somekind. The
man who had interrogated him took a quick step toward him. The gun smashed againgt the Side
of hishead. Cranston rolled with the blow and fell to the floor asif knocked unconscious. The
blow would have rendered an ordinary man senseless, and the stranger did not pause to make
sure that Cranston was indeed unconscious. There was the sound of feet going away, the sound
of the window opening, and then silence.

Cranston lesped to hisfeet. He tore off the bag over his head. The room was pitch dark.
Cranston crossed quickly to the single window. Below in the side aley two figureswere just
disappearing around the corner and into the street in front of the hotel. Something had scared
them away. But the man who had questioned him would have had timeto kill him. Whoever
these men were, they would not hesitate to kill, of that Cranston was sure. He was aso sure that
the only thing that had saved him was that whatever they were after was too important for them
torisk being involved in amurder.

Or wasit? Where were Margo and Pedro Mingo? Perhapsj it had been only Cranston's
importance, hisfriendship with Commissoner Weston, that had made them not kill him.
Cranston turned from the window and the fire escape and switched on the light. His keen eyes
searched the room quickly. There was no sign of violence and no sign of anote from Margo. The
closet was empty except for some of the clothes Margo wore m her impersonation of Mally
Bader. There was no trace of Margo or Pedro Mingo.

Crangton was worried. He must find Margo. He waked to the table to pick up the contents of
his pockets that he had placed on the table. As he began to return the materid to his pockets he
suddenly stopped. He looked at the things that lay on the table. The keys were there, and the
wallet and checkbook. The matches and the handkerchief and the pen knife. But his money was
gonel

His money! Why would the strangers want his money? No more than afew hundred dollars,
and they did not seem like men who would bother to stedl afew hundred dollars. He was sure
that at the end, after the lightly tapped warning on the window, the cold-voiced interrogator
would not have stopped to pick up afew dollars. Then when had he taken the money, and why?
Early, at the start, before he had questioned Cranston. The man had taken the money! Why. . .?
There was a crash and a splintering of wood and metal and the door of the small hotel room
burst open. Cranston whirled.

Three men burst into the room. One stood at the door. One dashed to the left behind achair.



Thethird jumped to theright, crouched low and with ashort, snub-nosed pistol trained on
Crangton.

"Hold it right therel" the man with the pistol barked, the pistol never wavering an inch from
Cranston.

Now Cranston knew what the tapping on the window had been awarning of. The man with

the pistol was stocky and swarthy and Cranston knew him well. Detective Joe Cardonaof the
New York Police.

"Just get your hands up!" Cardona barked again. The man in the doorway was aso aNew

Y ork policeman whom Cranston recognized but not by name. The third man who was behind the
chair on the left was a stranger to Cranston. This third man now stood up and looked at Cranston.
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"That'shim, Cardona. HE's our killer. Get him out into a better light,” the stranger said.
Cranston stepped into the light of the smal table lamp. Cardona stared a him and began to
swear.

"Damnit, Lamont Crangton!" Cardonasaid. "Y ou know him Cardona?" the stranger said.
Cardonanodded. "Sure | do, he'safriend of the Commissioner. Heain't no killer, Ralston.”

"l don't care who he'safriend of, he was the man who came out of the Pauli Gallery tonight. |
saw him, and | followed him."

So the stranger had been the man in the doorway. Then the other two had been the ones on the
roof. Cranston studied the stranger now. Hewastall and dender.

Cardonawas unhappy. "He's got to have a good reason, right Cranston?”

"Damnit, Cardona," the stranger, whom Cardona had called Ralston, exploded, "we lot Kitt
and this man was there when he died!”

"Tdl uswhat's going on, Cranston,” Cardona said. Cranston now had to use the story

prepared for such an emergency. He never appeared in acriminal case without a"cover” story.
Thework of The Shadow had to remain hidden, hiswork and mysterious powers known to only
afew trusted agents.

"The Robbery Squad had a peculiar series of art robberies,” Cranston explained. "The
Commissioner mentioned them to me. Asyou know, Cardona, | anwell known in art circles,
and the Robbery men thought | could use my connection to help them solve the robberies.”
"Art circles?' thetdl man, Raston, said. "But the Pauli Galery was closed.”

"I had reason to think an attempt would be madeto rob it," Cranston said, and then asked,
"How did it happen that you came here?"

Cardona said, "Ralston there backtracked on you. He remembered that your car had owed
down at a Park Avenue building so he staked it out. He spotted you coming out, and followed
you here. Then he called us and walited. | guess | should have recognized his description of you,
Cranston, but this case has me going crazy, and now we've logt Kitt."

Crangton studied thetall, dender Ralston. The man was ahighly skilled follower. Twice now
Crangton had failed to detect the man following him. And Ralston had backtracked after losing
him and still picked him up later. That took ability and agreet ded of training and practice.
Cardona had not said who Ralston was.

"Then you weren't after Mingo?' Crangton said.

"Y ou mean Pedro Mingo?' Cardonasaid, "Washein on this?'

"Kitt's partner for the robberies,”. Cranston said.

"Perhaps you had better explain about these robberies, Mr. Cranston,” Ralston said.

Cranston explained about the peculiar robberies of Pre-Columbian art, and the involvement of
Kitt and Mingo. He knew amost a once that neither Cardona nor Ralston knew about the
robberies. Thiswas not surprising. While the Robbery Squad was working on the thefts, they did



not yet know about Kitt and Mingo. Only The Shadow and his agents knew of the involvement
of those two men. The Shadow worked alone until acase was solved, and it was only tonight that
the Avenger had caught Kitt and Mingo in the act.

"So that's what he's been up to,” Cardona said. "'l should have guessed. Robbery is part of his
record.”

"We were too busy with our own matter. We weren't looking for robberies,” Ralston said.

"Y ou think Mingo killed Kitt, Cranston? A fight over theloot?"
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"No, | don't,” Cranston said. "l said the robberies were peculiar. One of the peculiaritieswas
that the stolen objects were very specia and amost unsaleable. They have not been seen
anywhere snce solen.”

"Thenwho did kill Kitt?' Raston said.

"Perhgps you can tell me," Cranston said. "I you did not know about the robberies, why were
you interested in MorrisKitt?"

"I'm afraid | can't tell you that,” Ralston said.

Cardona put his pistol away now. "Washington likes to keep things secret, Crangton.”
"Washington?' Cranston said. "Then Ralston isan FBI man?"

"No, Crangton,” Ralston said. "I'm a Treasury Agent, and that'sal | can tell you. | think we
better dl leave here and you can forget we ever mentioned anything.”

A Treasury Agent. A T-Man, and Ralston was not interested in Morris Kitt or Pedro Mingo

for the art thefts. Cardona and Ralston and the Treasury Department were after Kitt for some
other reason. And they were not the only ones after Kitt. It was clear to Cranston now that the
man Margo had seen in the hail watching Mingo's room bad not been a policeman, athough
Margo had fdt that he was. The man had amost certainly been one of the two men on the roof of
the Adrian Gallery tonight. Either the deadly voiced man himsdf or his partner. And the man
who had questioned him had taken hismoney!

"Counterfeiting,” Cranston said.

Ralston amost jumped. "What?"

"Counterfeiting, that hasto beit, right?' Crangton said. "MorrisKitt wasinvolved with a
counterfeiting operation. That was where he got the money to pay Mingo in advance and in
cash!”

And that was why the cold-voiced stranger had taken Cranston's money-- to seeif it could be
counterfait! The stranger and his partner were also on thetrail of the counterfeiting gang. Who
were they? Margo thought they were policemen, but neither Ralston nor Cardona had mentioned
any other policein the case. But whoever they were, they were after the counterfeiters, and they
had been watching the Adrian Gallery!

Ralston and Cardona looked at each other now. Raston was grim as he faced Cranston.

"All right, Crangton, | think we had dl better go down to headquarters and talk to the
Commissioner. And | mean now!"

"At thishour?' Crangton said. "The Commissioner will be adeep.”

Cranston was thinking of Margo and Pedro Mingo. Margo could bein grave danger, and The
Shadow wanted to find her at once. Ralston swore.

"Then well wake him up. Cal him, Cardona. Damn it, Crangton, thisisn't just asmple gang

of counterfeiters, thisisthe biggest operation we ever came across They play rough, and | have
to know where we stand!”

"I am aware of how rough they play," Cranston said.

Only then did Detective Joe Cardona notice Cranston's left band. Both Cardona and Ralston



stared at the cut and bleeding hand, the bones of two fingers broken and smashed.

"We can stop a the hospita on the way, Cranston,” Ralston said.

Cranston agreed, athough his broken hand gave him no pain. The powersgiven to him by The
Magter in the Orient resisted all pain, and secret ointments passed on by Chen T'a Tze would
hedl the hand quickly. But the bones had to be set, and Cranston did not want even the T-men to
guess the secrets of The Shadow.
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AN HOUR later, his hand set and bandaged, Lamont Cranston sat in the office of Commissioner
Weston and listened to the three men talk. Weston, dragged from deep, sat behind his desk, his
digtinguished iron grey hair ill rumpled from deep. Cardona smoked asthey al watched
Raston pace the room. Cranston remained silent, his eyes quiet and hooded in hisimmobile face.
But behind hisimpassve mask his mind was working on the mgor problem-- why had Morris
Kitt stolen the art works, and what was the connection between the thefts and the counterfeiting
rng?

"Kitt was an engraver, Lamont,” Weston was saying. "It wasn't too well known because his
arrests bad aways been for theft.”

"He was agood engraver,” Ralston said as he paced the room, "not the best, but good. We had
afileon him, but wed never convicted him for counterfeiting. Asfar aswe know he only made
one st of platesyears ago until this new stuff started turning up.”

Cardonalaughed. " Seems like the guy thought he was some kind of an artist, used to send his
engravings to the galleries and magazines even from prison.”

"Hewasn't bad as amatter of fact,” Ralston, the T-man, said. "He always seemed to fed he

had too much talent to waste on counterfeiting plates, and we were surprised when this new stuff
began to show up. They must have made him agood dedl to get him to make new plates.”
Weston looked at the silent Cranston. " Perhaps you better start at the beginning, Ralston.
Lamont might know something we don't know if he hearsdl the facts.”

Ra ston nodded and continued to pace the large, elegant office of the Police Commissioner.

The Treasury Agent spoke in hard, clipped accents without pause or reference to notes, asif the
story were engraved on hismind.

"About ayear and ahdf ago agreat deal of counterfeit money began turning up al over the
world-- here, in England, France, Itdy, The Netherlands, you nameit. The stuff isfird rate,
some even better than fird rate. There were two peculiarities about it the expertsin our
department spotted after awhile.

"Fird, indl countriesthe pattern of passing, and the engraving work itsdf, was the same.

Some of the billsin dmost dl countries were clearly the work of the same engravers! The
volumeisenormousin dl countries, and the bills are not large. Both things mean abig operation
because small bills mean lessimmediate profit, most counterfeiters make only large bills.
"Second, the money in dmost every country was of uneven quality. This meansthe work of
more than one engraver! In fact, our experts have detected at least three different engravers
making the plates. That's something we never ran into before. Good counterfeit engravers are
hard to find, but this outfit has at |east three!

"Everything pointsto avery large organization functioning in amost every country. Thet is

bad enough to scare us, but the thing that really bothers usis one of the engravers. Asl sad, dll
the work is good, but some of the bills are so good it's frightening. Our experts can't even be sure



they've spotted al the work of thisengraver, it'sthat good. They say even they could be fooled
by it, and that isa Treasury nightmare!

"Tomakeit far worse, we do not recognize the work! Until four months ago we could not
identify any of the engravers. Then some American bills started showing that struck amemory in
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one of our experts. They were good, but not as good asthe redly fine stuff. It took usawhileto
track down themanin our files, as| said, Kitt hadn't worked on phony money in years.

"Well, wefindly identified these bills as Kitt's work. We found hed only gotten out of prison
thisyear. It was clear that the gang had picked him up to work for them. Y ou see, U.S. money is
about the hardest in the world to counterfeit. | suppose they wanted to produce more, so needed
more American plates. It takes time and hard work to produce good plates, alot of time.

"They probably figured Kitt was afair risk snce wed never arrested him for counterfeiting,

and his one st of plates had been made so long ago. Anyway, with the size of their operation,
they must have alot of presses running, and Kitt was an expert on production aswell asan
engraver. Good production men, and engravers who will do the work, don't grow on trees. |
expect they fdlt they had torisk it."

Cardona snorted. "Lucky for usthey did. if crooks didn't make any mistakes we'd never catch
them.”

Crangton was listening carefully to therecitd. So far he had heard nothing that gave him a
clueto the reason for the art thefts. The thefts seemed ridiculous, even stupid, for aman in
MorrisKitt's position. A gang of the size Ralston was describing would have paid Kitt well.
Then why steal dmost worthless art? Ral ston continued to pace as he talked.

"Up until we spotted Kitt'swork, we had no lead at al. We can't trace the distribution, we

can't pinpoint the source, and no one had come up with any lead to where the stuff was being
made. But spotting Kitt's work gave us something to go on. We knew Kitt usudly operated in
New Y ork. I came up here and contacted Commissioner Weston, and Cardonaant | started
looking for Kitt."

Cardona lighted afresh cigarette where he sat in the far corner of the eegant office of The
Commissoner.

"It wasn't easy to find Kitt, let metell you," Cardona said.

"I checked out everywhere he was known to go, and nothing! 1'd begun to figure he wasn't
working out of New York at dl thistime. | never figured on checking out Robbery Squad, you
know? 1 mean, it didn't make sense heldd be stealing when he was engraving!™

Cranston spoke for thefirst time since Ralston had started his story.

"No," Cranston said, "it doesn't make sense.”

And there was the problem. It did not make sense that Kitt would steal while working for the
counterfeiters. And yet he had! That wasthe peculiar part. There was nothing very peculiar about
how hard it had been to find Kitt. The Shadow himself had only found Kitt tonight, and then only
through Margo'sinside work with Pedro Mingo. Cardona and Ralston had not known about
Mingo.

"We gtill don't know where Kitt was holed up,” Cardonasaid, "but | spotted him late last

week. We put atwenty-four-hour tail on him, but he gave usthe dip a couple of times. We
spotted him going in that Adrian Gallery acouple of times. We checked and found out they have
some of hisart engravings at the Adrian. Tonight Ralston there followed him to the block of the
Adrian but logt him again.”

"| staked out acrossthe street,” Raston explained. "I wasreally watching the Adrian. There
were two men on the roof | didn't recognize, and then Cranston there came out of the Paulli



Gdlery. | didn't pay much attention at thetime, | didn't know Cranston, and | didn't know Kitt
wasin the Pauli gedling. But when Cardona and his men came roaring up to the Pauli, | went
over to investigate . ."
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Cranston now stopped listening. He knew the rest of Ralston's activities that night from
Shrevvy'sreport. Cranston thought about the Adrian Gallery. Kitt had been seen entering the
Adrian, Kitt had been killed, and The Shadow was sure that the killer had vanished through the
cod chuteinto the Adrian Gdlery! The two strange men on the roof had been watching the
Adrian Gallery, hewas certain of that. And they had not known about the art thefts, or about Kitt
being an engraver. Therewere two trails in the case. One that had led Ralston and The Shadow
to MorrisKitt. And asecond that had led the strangersto the Adrian Gallery. He knew the first
trail, but not the second. What had led the deadly voiced man to the Adrian Gallery if it had not
been Kitt?

Cardonawastaking, . . . he must have died within seconds. After we got that anonymous

cal, we got over therefast, and he was aready cold. Medica Examiner saysit was some kind of
nerve poison, a curare type but new to the ME. Shot into him by akind of needle. We didn't find
the weapon, but there was a piece of hollow glassin the wound. My guess would be somekind
of air gun, but it could have been ahypodermic up close, or abow and arrow for al | know."
"A weapon for spies,”" Cranston said. "Silent and close range and instantaneous. A spy'stype
of weapon. Y ou said the gang operates dl over the world, Raston?’

"l did," Ralston said.

Crangton stood up. Inthe quiet of the early morning hour in the Commissioner'sfine office,

his hooded eyes glinted for an instant with a hint of the power of The Shadow.

"We know now why MorrisKitt waskilled," Cranston said grimly as he stood therein the
quiet office. "To prevent him leading usto the counterfeit gang.”

"Y ou think they knew the Treasury Department was after him, Lamont?' Commissioner
Weston asked.

"Perhaps, Commissioner,” Cranston said.

Raston swore softly. "I'm sure he never spotted us, and | don't think anyone else did.”

"Y ou could beright,” Cranston said, remembering how skilled Ralston was at trailing aman.
"Then why be afraid of Kitt?' Commissioner Weston said, "if they hadn't guessed the

Treasury men wereon to him?"

"| think because of the robberies, Commissioner,” Cranston said dowly. "I think his robberies
scared them, he could be caught and might have talked. Or it could Ssmply have been that they
were afraid the robberies would draw too much attention to Kitt."

"Then why did he do the robberies, Lamont?' Weston asked.

"l don't know," Cranston admitted.

Therewas along silence in the fine office as each man sat with his own thoughts. Cardona
seemed puzzled. Commissioner Weston furrowed his brow in thought. Ralston paced, hisface
bitter and discouraged.

"Whatever made them kill him, the result wasthe same," Ralston said "It sops us cold. Kitt
was our only lead to the gang!"

"What about the Adrian Galery?* Commissioner Weston asked.

"Well watchit," Raston said, "but | don't seeits connection. Kitt had engravings on display
there”

"On top of that, Kitt's record shows he knew Avis Adrian from years ago, even before she
married Adrian," Cardona said. "Maybe she'stied into the robberies, but nothing else."

Lamont Cranston said nothing. He had his own thoughts about the Adrian Galery, and he had



the advantage of suspecting that the killer of MorrisKitt had escaped into the Adrian. But he
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could not tell them that. Only The Shadow knew where the killer had gone. And The Shadow
had work to do.

"If that'sall, Commissioner, | think we could al use some deep. It's been along night,”
Cranston said.

The Commissioner nodded. 1 think that's all, Lamont. But since you are now involved, |

don't think Ralston would object to your continuing to help on the case. Perhaps you can find out
something by being ingdethe Adrian Gdlery."

"I'll do my best, Commissioner,” Cranston said as he | eft the room.

Weston held Raston and Cardonain the office for amoment as Cranston walked down the
hall and took the elevator down to the street. The wedlthy sociaite looked up and down the dark
late night street.

Along black car materidized and rolled up to the curb in front of him. It was hisown Rolls
Royce. Stanley opened the rear door. Cranston did quickly inside. Then he saw her there.
"Margo! | wasworried.”

The beautiful, dark-haired agent of The Shadow sat therein the rear seat till wearing the
cheap and gaudy clothes of her assumed role.

"They searched his room, and then that one watching must have guessed what 1'd done,
Lamont," Margo explained. "I heard them coming toward my room. The door was locked, and
we had time to go down the fire escape. They weren't police, Lamont.”

"I know, Margo," Cranston said, and told her about his experience with the deadly voiced
stranger.

He aso told her everything he had now |earned about the giant counterfeiting ring.

"It's now more important than ever that | talk with Mingo," Cranston said. "Where do you
havehim?'

"l wasafraid | would lose him, Lamont, he was afraid of his shadow after those men amost
caught us. So | called Stanley for help. We took him to the secret room. Stanley drugged him
firgt, of course”

Cranston |leaned forward toward the front seet. "To the room, Stanley."

"Lamont," Margo said, "he's so frightened now that | don't think you could make him talk
evenif he knows anything. | think The Shadow will have to question him. He needs something
to fear more than the killers of Kitt."

"Very well, Margo," Cranston agreed.

In the back seat he sat back in dlence as Stanley drove fast toward the Park Avenue office
building. It had been along night, as he had told Weston, but The Shadow could not deep yet.
When they reached the building, it was The Shadow who glided out and melted into the darkness
of thecity night.

Pedro Mingo shivered in the bluelight. The smal thief shook where he sat donein the room
that seemed to have no walls and to be lighted from nowhere. The room itsalf seemed to glow
with the dim bluish light. Since he had awakened from his drugged stupor over an hour ago, the
small man had not moved. He sat frozen in terror. Only his eyes moved, searched the blue
gloom. He saw nothing. There were only deep black shadowsin the dim blue room.

One of the black shadows moved.

Mingo cried out in horror and fear.

"Do not be afraid, Pedro," an eerie voice said.

The smdll thief moaned like atrapped anima . Histerror-struck eyes searched for escape. His



lips shivered.
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"I will not harm you thistime, Pedro," the voice of The Shadow said. "'l only want

information. Y ou are safe here aslong as| protect you."

Mingo closed hiseyes asif that would save him. He hunched in his seet like asmall boy

afraid of thewrath of the darkness.

"I want to know who killed MorrisKitt and why," The Shadow's voice ingsted. "Here you are
sdfe. If youtdl mel will keep you safe”

Mingo sat hunched, his eyes closed. "How do | know you can? Maybeit'satrick.”

"Look a me, Pedro!" the chilling voice commanded.

Mingo opened his eyes dowly and looked. A face and two

burning eyes floated above himin the blue light. From a source unseen athin beam of light
illuminated the face beneath a wide-brimmed douch hat. The hawk nose jutted benesth the
furrowed brow and piercing eyes. Below hisface The Shadow's black cloak swept avay and
blended into the gloom of the room. The only other light in the room came from the glowing red
stone on The Shadow's finger, the fire-opa girasol handed down to him from The Master.
"Doyou believe | can save you?' The Shadow demanded. Mingo nodded, his eyes caught by
the gaze of The Shadow, hisface staring up, transfixed.

"l believeyou," Mingo said. "Only | don't know nothin'.”

"Y ou do not know who killed Kitt or why?"

"No. | don't know nothin' about Kitt. I knew himin the old days, and he looked me up for the
statuejobs. | got paid to open up the places like dways. To help out, and that's all.”

"Y ou must know hisfriends, his associates?' The Shadow said.

"No! | didn't even know where belived. He called me. He planned the jobs. That'sal!”

The smal thief was shaking again where he sat in the macabre bluish light of the secret room.
His eyes had widened, and moved in terror.

"He sold the statues to someone! Who?"

"l don't know!"

"Where did he get the money to pay you if he did not sdll the statues?"

"I don't know! | don't know!" Mingo cried.

The Shadow moved closer, his chilling voice hammering a the small man.

"Why only those Pre-Columbian statues?"

"Hewasanut! | don't know, only | think he just wanted them. Y ou should of seen how he
looked at them! He just wanted them. Y eh! | remember. Once he laughed at me when | asked
him who the hell would buy that junk, lousy hunks of clay! He laughed. He said | wastoo dumb
to understand. He said no one would see them again except him! Yeh, | remember! Hewas anut.
What did | care?| got paid!”

The Shadow watched the shaking thief. The fear in Mmgo svoice lft little doubt that he was
telling the truth. The words had come rushing out, vomited forth by terror, the need to spesk, to
have something to tell. The smal man had remembered one incident, but it was enough for The
Shadow. It told much. MorrisKitt had been a collector, a self-deluded lover of art, of Pre-
Columbian art. Kitt imagined himsdf an artist in engraving, and a collector of PreColumbian
statues. That explained the stupid robberies-- Kitt had been pushed by acompulsion! He had to
sted the statues.

"Y ou were paid, Pedro, but the money is probably useless,”" The Shadow said mockingly.
"What?' Mingo croaked. "What?"

"Kitt worked for acounterfeiting ring! Most of the money he gave you will be false money!"
The Shadow said.
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"Phony money?1 . ."

Mingo stopped. The smadl man shivered again, trembled there in the blue and hidden room
above the city. The Shadow moved even closer, looming like agreat black hawk above the thief.
“Tdl me”

"No'l...lcant'l..."

"Tell me!" The Shadow commanded, hisvoice low and cold and sharp asasword.

Mingo trembled. . . . . | think he was afraid of them, yeh. He was afraid of something.
Alwayshiding. | couldn't ever call him. Always looking around like he expected something to
gethim.”

"Something did get him, Pedro!" The Shadow hissed.

"Yeh," Mingo said, and be blinked in the gloom. "1 ain't sure, only he wasred scared of
something. He said something about the worst held known, yeh, the coldest person he ever knew.
And somethin' about aguy named Wolf. Maybe they was the same.”

"Wolf?' The Shadow demanded. "Wolf who?"

"I don't know! Maybe it wasn't nothin', be just talked once about some guy named Wolf. Only
he talked like he thought alot of thisWolf, not like he was scared.”

"Who was he afraid of 7"

"l don't know!"

"Wasit thisWolf?'

"No, | don't know, | can't think!" "You'relying! Think, Pedro!"

"Therewas aforeigner! Someonewasaforeigner!”

"What kind of foreigner? Wasit the man named Wolf?' Mingo shook likeathin lesf ina

cold, chilling wind. Thesmadl thief bunched again, hiseyesrollingindl directions.

"l don't know!"

"Where was Kitt working?'

"l don't know!"

"Tdl me about the Adrian Gdlery!" "I an't never heard of it!"

"Kitt went in there many timed"

"l don't know nothin' more! Stop it! Stop!™

"Who wasKitt afraid of 7"

"I don't know! I'm scared! They'll get me! | didn't do nothin! | . ."

Mingo choked, coughed. Therewas alow rattleii histhroat. His hands went up to hiseyes.
He seemed to sway. Hunched there in the chair he swayed, paled, hiseyeswide. Then hefel
from the chair and lay on the floor huddled into aterrified ball.

The Shadow |ooked down &t the small thief. Then the great black figure bent down. Mingo
had fainted, no more. Sheer terror had finally reached the impossible stage and Mingo had
collgpsed. The Shadow stood up and glided through the blue light to his communications
ingtrument. He passed the glowing girasol across the instrument. The console began to hum.
"Stanley, you will comein and take Pedro Mingo to the police. | have clouded hismind, he
will not remember thisroom. Tell the police he smply came looking for Lamont Crangton. That
will be believed.”

"Yes, Boss" Stanley's voice said from the instrument.

"Margo will resume her role as Lamont Cranston's secretary, and have Burbank search the
past of MorrisKitt for aman named Wolf, any foreigners, and anyone e se he may have known.”
"Right away, Boss"

A
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In the dim blue room The Shadow's eyes burned with thought. Outside in the city agrey dawn
was beginning to break in the hot summer day. The Shadow would return to the Adrian Gallery.
But even The Shadow needed deep.

A few moments|ater Lamont Cranston |left the Park Avenue building and was driven home

to histown house just as the sun began to rise above the low buildings and the river to the east.
Another day, and dready the heat was rising from the streets. It was going to be agood day, hot
but bright and sunny. Perhapsit would be the last day for the killer of MorrisKitt.

8

THROUGH thelong, hot day the city shone like burnished bronze under the bright sun. A giant
city like New Y ork makesits own climate, and it took the sun and warmth of aglorious summer
day and transformed them into athick, fetid, airlessinterior of aman-made oven. The streetsand
the buildings grew hot to the touch, and the never-resting people mopped the swest that poured
from them, gasped for some breath of air, and had no time to see the beauty of the sun and
warmth. Summer in New Y ork isnot atime of beauity, it isatime when nerves wear thin,
tempersflair, and when night comes murder often lurks no more than ahair away inthe airless
rooms and streets.

Night brings darknessto New Y ork; if not relief in summer. The heet, held by the miles of
concrete and asphalt, radiates far into the tifling night. The day people, released at last from the
rushing of necessity, hidein the air-conditioned taverns, the cool movie houses, or drink cool
drinks motionless before their television sets. In the dumsthey, the day people, St on fire
escagpes or out on chairs on the sdewalk in search of some faint movement of thethick air. The
day peopletak of the heat and hope that they will find some deep before morning and thetime
to move again.

The night people go on as usud. In the secret world of the city night neither heat nor cold

brings change.

At the Adrian Gallery it was the second day of Turban Kemd's show. On this second day

there were il drinks offered, but now the time of serious business had arrived, and the people
who came talked not in color and form but in dollars and future value. Hubert Adrian still moved
from group to group, but now thetall gadlery owner taked more serioudy, urging the vaue of
Turban Kemd'swork. The Turk himself studied his paintings to see if perhaps he could reduce
the pricesto sdl more. Avis Adrian laughed with men who might buy, and the assigtant,
Penelope Drake, worked long and carefully noting the names and addresses of al who cameto
view thepaintings

Inthe cdllar of the Adrian Gdlery nothing moved. The cdlar was cool and pleasant, dark and
dlent. Air-conditioned and climate controlled to protect and store the paintings not on display,
thelarge cellar was divided into many smal rooms each with its own climate and temperature
control. In each small room crates of paintings stood stacked on walk boards to raise them above
thefloor. To the rear there was one larger room where empty crates were piled to the ceiling and
leaned againgt each other. At thefar end of thislarger room asmall opening led into the unused
coa room.

It wasin thislarger room that there was now movement.
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From the heavy shadows atall figure appeared, emerged. The figure was indistinct, as black

as the shadows themsalves, and as slent. The figure moved through the larger room, seeming to
gppear and disappear like no more than atrick of shifting light and dark. Nothing relieved the
solid black shape except asmall red glow. It was the girasol fire-opa. The Shadow had returned
to the Adrian Gdlery.

The cloaked Avenger moved in sllence through the cdllar, searching, until he came againinto

the larger room of tal crates piled to the ceiling. The Shadow looked at the crates. He examined
them carefully. Some still contained paintings carefully wrapped and protected, otherswere
empty, and gill others appeared to contain printed matter-- |eaflets and booklets. The crates with
paintingswere dl addressed to The Adrian Gallery. The empty crates were without labels,
waiting to be used. The crates of printed matter were also addressed to The Adrian Gallery, but
had on them return label s showing the address of the shipper. The Shadow narrowed his piercing
eyes as he noted the crates of printed matter. Each crate had the same return address-- The Coffin
Press, Edgartown, Mass.

Working quickly and in silence, The Shadow opened many crates. He searched insde them
among the paintings, the printed matter, and the empty space of the empty crates. He found
nothing. The crates of paintings contained only paintings. The crates of printed matter contained
nothing more than booklets and leeflets. The empty crates were completely empty. The booklets
and legfletsin the crates of printed matter were nothing more than advertisementsfor the Adrian
Gdlery's painters, cataogs of various Adrian Gallery shows, priceligts, and some few treatises
on various aspects of art. There was one group of booklets on Pre-Columbian works, complete
with pictures and locations of the work in various museums and galleries!

The Shadow remained for some time motionless with the booklet on Pre-Columbian worksin
hislong fingers. Thefire-opda girasol flashed red inthe dim light of the cdllar. All the stolen
satues were listed, and pictured, in the booklet. The author of the booklet waslisted as Gideon
Coffin. And the Coffin Press had printing equipment, and no one knew where Morris Kitt had
been living since his release from prison. The Shadow placed the booklet within the flowing
foldsof hisgresat cloak.

His burning eyes saw the open entrance to the abandoned coal room. The Avenger glided
acrossthe large room to the small, low entrance. Bending, he entered. The room was lower than
the other rooms, its celling the paving of the aley behind the gdlery. In the ceiling the round
manhole cover was snugly fitted some eight feet above the dirt floor of the coa room. The
cloaked Avenger looked around the small room. The empty crates were in the coal room. The
Shadow dragged one of the crates directly beneath the manhole and climbed onto the crate.
Where he sood on the crate it would be asimple matter to open the manhole and climb out into
thedley.

The Shadow's stern gaze ingpected the manhole. From theinside, as earlier from the outside,

the manhole had obvioudy been opened recently. Dirt and cobwebs that had grown up on the
cover over the years had been disturbed. No new cobwebs or caked dirt had adhered yet to the
manhole cover. Satisfied, The Shadow legped from the box and turned to leave the coa room.
He stopped. His eyes studied the second crate in the coal room. From the marks on the dirt floor
the second crate, too, had been dragged across the floor only recently. The Avenger looked at the
first crate beneath the manhole, and at the second crate.

Suddenly, The Shadow came dert. His keen ears listened. Then he moved swiftly from the

coa room and blended into the dim and dark corners of the cellar. Histrained ears had heard a
sound in the large room.
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Someone dsewasnow inthecdlar.



Invisblein the dark of the cellar, The Shadow watched and waited. He did not have long to
walit. His grim and penetrating eyes observed the movement that would have been unseen by
anyone but The Shadow.

The vague shape wasaman. A tal man. Theintruder had

athin, pale face beneath thick black hair. He held asmall flashlight in hisleft hand, and apistol

in hisright hand, as he stepped dowly through the large room, his eyes studying the crates
exactly as The Shadow had done only minutes before. The man worked swiftly and expertly in
his search. Not smply examining what he found, but obvioudy searching for somethingin
particular. The man knew exactly what he was |ooking for. The Shadow did not recognize the
man, and yet he seemed familiar. He fitted the description Shrevvy had given of one of the two
men on the roof the night before. The Shadow could not tell if the man wereright or |eft-handed,
since he had the flashlight in one hand and the pistol in the other.

The man suddenly stopped in his search. The Shadow watched. The dark-haired man stared at
some crates, and then looked around the large, dim room. He had spotted some of the crates The
Shadow had opened to examine. The man stood dert, his eyes attempting to pierce the darkness
that lay in great shadows dl through the cellar room. The Shadow redlized that, seeing the
opened crates, the man had sensed that he was not alonein the cellar. Or, at least, intended to
make sure whether or not he was done by turning his search from the cratesto the cdlar itsdf.
The man began to step cautioudly through the cellar room, his eyes darting from shadow to
shadow, his pistol ready, the beam of the flashlight probing like along, thin finger into the darker
recesses.

The Shadow prepared to step out and reveal himself. There were questions to ask this man.
The man with the flashlight whirled in the middle of the room.

"Whoisit!"

The man spoke sharply, hisvoice hard. He was facing completely away from where The
Shadow stood hidden in the dimness. The man's pistol pointed at the doorway into the larger
room from the rest of the cellar. The flashlight probed t.oward that doorway. Then the man
stepped one step toward the doorway and smiled. It was acold, wolf-like smile.

"So, Kolchov, we have found you! We. .. No...no..."

So low and faint only the ears of The Shadow could have heard it from such adistance, The
Avenger heard the quick puff of air, like apuff of sharp wind.

The man in the middle of the cellar room gasped. He staggered. His pistol fired-- once, twice.
Both shots flew wildly and struck the far wal. Thethird shot fired as the man fell, and the bullet
buried itsdf in the wooden floor of the large room. The man lay face down. He moved weakly,
crawled, hisface turned up in agony and staring at the distant doorway. Then his head fell and he
lay unmoving.

The Shadow moved swiftly from his hidden spot and seemed to fly through the cellar room
toward the open doorway. His great shrouded figure loomed up in the dim light like some
legendary giant bird from out of the distant and unknown past. He glided close to the open
doorway.

A shapdessfigure stood in the doorway, stood back in the shadows beyond the doorway into
theroom. An outline without recognizable shape that moved. The Shadow saw an object pointed
a him, an object like somelarge, ungainly pistol.

The Shadow hurled himsdlf down and sSideways.
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A sharp puff of air spat again in the dark room. Something light struck the thick robe of The
Shadow.



He struck the floor on his shoulder, histrained and powerful musclestaking the shock, and
rolled away with the speed of lightning. Behind a crate he came up to hisknees, his automatic
out and aimed at the dark doorway .

The doorway was empty.

The Avenger leaped up and glided toward the door and through. There was the sound of
running feet at the far end of thelong cross corridor. The Shadow floated in pursuit, making no
sound as he ran on his specid soft shoes. He reached a sharp turn and came to a second long
corridor between the many small rooms. This new corridor led toward the front of the cellar that
faced Queenstanding Place. The running footsteps were still ahead.

Soundless, no more than the faint sound of hisflying cloak that brushed the wdlslike the

light whir of wings, the Avenger continued his grim pursuit of the shapelessfigure. At the end of
the second corridor there was another sharp turn, another corridor, shorter thistime, and then a
blank wall. The corridor came to a dead end at the concrete wall.

The Shadow touched the blank wall surface. It was solid. There was no trace of a secret door.
The Shadow turned back without an ingtant hesitation. Slowly, now, he scanned the wails of the
corridor. Half back to the last turn he found asmall door that stood partly open. He opened the
door and entered a narrow vertical chamber like the bottom of awell. A circular iron staircase
wound upward from the small chamber. The Shadow began the ascent of the narrow iron stairs.
He glided slently upward around the sharp curves of the narrow vertical stairway. Cautioudy
he climbed, but nothing moved in the narrow confines of the vertical stairwell. At thetop he
found himsdf in atiny, closetlike space. This space, too, was empty and quiet. His sharp eyes
searched the dim closetlike area.

A heavy black robe lay on thefloor.

The Shadow picked up the robe. It was large and could have covered anything or anyone. He
knew at onceit was the reason for the shapel ess gppearance of the figure who had killed the man
inthe cdllar and had tried to kill him. He dropped the robe and began to run hislong, sensitive
fingersaong the wals of thetiny closetlike space. He found the join where there was adoor. In
the center of the door he found atiny dide. He pulled back the dide and looked through the
peephole the dide bad opened.

His eyeswere looking into the main room of the Adrian Gallery!

There were few peoplein the galery now, thetime of closing already past on this second

night, and only afew last vistors remained to look at the paintings of Turban Kemd. Inthefar
corner the Turk himsdlf sat disconsolately on astoal, his heavy eyes staring at his own paintings.
There were few smdll yellow tagsthat would indicate asde.

In the very center of the floor, directly before the peephole, The Shadow saw thetal English
critic, Jonathan Lambert, taking hisleave of Avis Adrian. Lambert vanished from The Shadow's
view out the front door. Avis Adrian came back into the room and crossed the bare floor to her
husband.

Hubert Adrian stood with his head bent, listening to what his customers were saying. Now,
from upstairs, Penelope Drake, the assistant, came down and joined Hubert Adrian. The Drake
girl listened to the customerswith her pretty face still hidden behind her glasses, her hair drawn
into an unattractive bun behind. Avis Adrian joined the conversation, and the Drake girl began to
speak asthe customer walked away leaving the three staff members. From the seriousness of
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their faces, The Shadow guessed that the talk was of money. Or was there something else on the
minds of the staff? Perhaps sudden deeth in their cellar!

From his unseen vantage point, the Shadow observed them dl. The three now in conversation,
the solitary Turk who seemed concerned with only his own problems, and aman he had never



seen before. A giant man. The man wore the uniform of agallery guard, and stood near the door
with the other guards, but he towered over them like some Gulliver among the pygmies. A giant
of aman, and The Shadow did not remember Lamont Cranston having seen this man the night
before. Now he remembered the words of the frightened Pedro Mingo-- Kitt had been afraid of
some cold, ruthless person. The man looked like aman to be feared. But The Shadow could learn
no more from the hidden peephole. Thekiller had certainly come up the winding stairs and gone
out into the gallery through this secret door. But by now the killer had blended into the scene on
the gdlery floor.

The Shadow silently retraced his steps down the stairs to the cellar below. In the dim light of
thefirst corridor he stopped to examine his cloak. Something had struck the cloak when the
shapelessfigure had fired the air gun at him. He searched carefully, aware of the lethal poisonin
the tiny weapon he was looking for. Hefound it at lagt, its point stuck in afold of the heavy
cloak. The point had not broken.

Carefully, very carefully, the Avenger removed the smal missile from thefolds of the cloak.
From itslocation he could see that his sudden evasion had made the pellet miss, but his cloak
had swept out and the pellet bad struck the cloak. He held it in his hand and examined it. It was
the same as the pellet that bad killed Morris Kitt, except that now, the point unbroken, afaintly
amber fluid floated insgde the hollow dart. A deadly fluid that had missed The Shadow by inches.
The dart, and the poison, had not missed the tall stranger who till lay dead back inthelarge
storeroom in the rear. The Shadow knew that he would find athird deadly missile near the dead
man.

He placed the pdllet insde his clothes with the booklet on Pre-Coluinbian art, and moved
slently again back through the corridors of the cellar toward the large room. The Avenger would
examine the body of the man who had been searching the cellar. Perhaps he would learn his
identity. Whoever the man had been one fact was clear-- he had known, and recognized, his
killer! So. We found you, Kolchov! That was what the man had said the instant before he died.
Found you, and we. More than one man looking for someone they knew on sight. Someone who
did not want to be found. Someone who killed swiftly and ingtantly to avoid being found.
Someone called Kolchov.

The Shadow reached the doorway to the large storeroom and glided toward the body. He
stopped.

The body was gone.

The Shadow stared. Had he been wrong? Had the man been till dive? But the man could not
have been dlive. Thear gun misslewasingant and fatal. The Shadow turned to search the dark
cdlar.

Therewas afaint noise behind him. The sound of something heavy moving, scraping ameta
edge.

The Shadow whirled and floated through the large room to the entrance to the coal room. The
manhole cover wasjust closing. The Avenger crossed the room and climbed onto the single box
that stood benesath the closed manhole. He raised the manhole cover and climbed up and through.
Hegtood inthe dley in the dark night. Behind himin the Adrian Gallery therewas il light at
thewindows, and in thislight he saw adoor acrossthe dley swing closed.
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Carefully, he crossed the dley to the door. It was locked. With one of his specid keyshe
opened the door and went into the building. He found himsdlf in along, dark halway. He moved
cautioudy along the hallway to the front door. Through the door he saw the darker Fifty-Sixth
Street. At the curb therewas alarge, black car. The back door of the black car was open. Inthe



back seat the Avenger saw ahuman foot dangling limp. A tall, dender man pushed the foot

insde and closed the door. The man did not turn to face The Shadow, but walked around the rear
of the black car and dipped into the driver's seet. The car motor started.

Instantly, The Shadow darted from the building, across the sidewalk, and leaped onto the back

of the car asit pulled away. Two passersby turned to stare at the great black figure clinging to the
rear bumper, crouched low where the driver could not see him.

Then the black car roared away aong Fifty-Sixth Street into the night of the city.

9

THE BLACK car drove carefully through the city, taking the darker side streets. Unseen, The
Shadow clung easly to the back of the moving car, hisblack shrouded figure dl but invigblein
the night, his powerful fingers gripping the smooth surfaceslike tentacles.

Unaware of his strange passenger, the driver of the black car crossed the city going west and
turned south at last on Twelfth Avenue near theriver. Boats blew their mournful whistles on the
river in the hot night. On the streets the dum dwellerswalked, or sat in their undershirts,
obliviousto the black car and its clinging shadow. Soon, below Forty-Second Street and out of
the lighted and loud midtown section of the city, the black car began to drive faster.

Likeagreat bird of prey, aclinging giant bat, The Shadow flew through the night on the back

of the car asit roared south. Asthe car moved faster The Shadow strained his powerful muscles
to hang grimly to therear. At atraffic light, where the black car for an instant dowed, he tore the
bandage from hisleft hand. With his amazing powers of recuperation, and the use of his secret
Orienta ointments, the wounds had dl but healed, the bones knit. The bandage off, he clung
harder asthe car again raced on down the long, dark avenue near theriver.

At last the black car turned. Slowed and turned right to drive closer to the river and the piers

in the hot and humid night. At alow, squat, and darkened building at the edge of theriver, the
car finally halted. The Shadow |egped off and melted into the dark.

Thedriver, hisface till hidden in the night, looked off into the shadows at the edge of the

river. For an instant he thought he had seen something move. But he shrugged and turned again
to the car. He opened the rear door and dragged out the dead body of the man who had died in
the cellar of the Adrian Gallery. The dead man had been tdl, and the driver of the car was
dender, but helifted the deed

body with an ease that showed far greater strength than he appeared to have. The driver carried
the body into the low building at the edge of the water.

Hidden, The Shadow studied the low building. A warehouse of sometype. It was dirty red

brick turned black with age. A long pier jutted out from its Sdeinto the river. All about thetaller
warehouses loomed dark and silent in the night. No one moved on the side street where the black
car was parked. And on the low warehouse itsdlf there was alarge sign faded with age: Far East
Export Company, Inc. An export warehouse, with its own pier at the edge of theriver! Insdethe
warehouse alight went on far off through the dirty windows.
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The Shadow moved from his position in the darker area of the street and glided through the
unlocked door into the vast room of the warehouse. Crates and boxes were piled everywhere on
the barefloor. Labels on the crates indicated an Oriental destination, mostly Japan and Hong
Kong. The Shadow glided on through the piled crates toward the source of the fegble light. The
light was high, above the leve of the warehouse floor. From where he lurked below, The
Shadow saw that the light came from a glassed-in office set above the warehouse floor itsdlf. A



flight of wooden stairs|ed up to the glassed-in office. Insde the office the driver of the car
moved back and forth before the sngle hanging light.

The Shadow moved unheard up the wooden stairs. Inside the glassed office the driver of the
car was bending over the dead man, his hands searching the body. The Shadow did into the
feeblelight of the office above the warehouse floor and his laugh echoed through the vast hollow
gpace of the building. The driver jerked upright. It wasthe English art critic, Jonathan Lambert!
"Whoisit!" Lambert demanded.

Then his eyes saw the vague and shrouded figure of The Shadow where the Avenger stood
just beyond the circle of brighter light cast on Lambert and the dead man by the single hanging
lamp. Lambert suddenly held asmall pistal. A silenced Beretta. The art critic held the pistal in
hisleft hand. Therewasasmal, livid scar on histrigger finger. Lambert wasthe unseen
guestioner who had smashed the fingers of Lamont Cranston! The Shadow laughed again, a
chilling, mocking laugh in the echoing space of the warehouse.

"Thistimel will ask the questions, Jonathan Lambert, if that isyour name," The Shadow
intoned. "I am not Lamont Cranston!™

Lambert was not aman who scared easily. Thetall, dender critic held hissmal pistol steady
and pointed at The Shadow. His small mustache seemed to bristle as he studied the shrouded
figure before him, saw the hawk nose jutting above the high black collar of the cloak, looked into
the piercing eyes beneath the wide brim of the black douch hat.

"Then who are you? Why the stupid costume!™ Lambert said.

All traces of thelight and pleasant voice of the art critic were gone. The voice that spoke now
to The Shadow was the cold and deadly voice he had last heard when Lamont Cranston sat
captive in the deazy hotel room. Jonathan Lambert was more than an art critic interested in the
work of an unknown Turkish painter. The Shadow recaled the hint of warning, of threst, that
Crangton had heard in Lambert's voice the night beforein the Adrian Gallery.

"Who | am does not matter,” The Shadow said. "Who and what are you?'

"Y ou seem to know my name,” Lambert sneered. "Then you know who and what | am.”
"Why did you bring the body of your partner from the Adrian Gallery to this warehouse?"

The Shadow demanded, his piercing eyes looking down at the dead man.

"DidI?' Lambert said in his cold, precise voice. "That would be difficult to prove, wouldn't

it? And how do you prove this man was my partner, if | had apartner. What does an art critic
need with a partner?”’

"You are no art critic, Jonathan Lambert!”

Lambert now laughed. He laughed at The Shadow to hisface. Lambert did not frighten at al.
"If you know that then you would know who and what | am," the cold-voiced man said. "Y ou
would not be here asking questions. No, you do not know | am not an art critic. Y ou know
nothing, my comic friend. It istime to remove the cloak and talk about who you are.”
Thevoice of the supposed art critic retained the faint trace of British accent, and yet the
timbre was now o different. The man who called himself Lambert had great control over his
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voice. Still, benegth the faint British accent, and despite the ability of the man to change his

voice, The Shadow heard, sensed, that English was not Lambert's native tongue.

"Come, tdl mewhat you are doing here," Lambert said, his pistol gesturing at The Shadow.
"l. have notimeto waste."

"Y ou wish to find the killer of your partner and MorrisKitt?' The Shadow asked.

Lambert shrugged in the dim light of the glassed-in office above the floor of the warehouse.
"Thekiller isof no importance,” Lambert said. "Desath istoo common.



The Shadow's chilling laugh was low thistime. A soft and yet threatening sound in the
cavernous warehouse.

"Then it isthe counterfeiters you want,” The Shadow said, hiseyesfixed on Lambert. "Tell

me, Jonathan Lambert, do you want to catch them or merely take their place!™

Thetall, dender man jerked his pistol up. His shoulders bent, hunched toward The Shadow
like a snake ready to strike. The pistol never wavered an inch from The Shadow's chest.
Lambert's cold eyes never |eft the shrouded and towering figure of The Shadow.

"S0, you do know about the counterfeiting,” Lambert hissed. "And that Cranston did not!

How do you know? Perhaps you are part of the gang! Y es, perhaps you can tell me who killed
my stupid partner and that fool Morris Kitt! Perhapsit wasyou! Y ou were there tonight or how
could you have followed me!™

The pistol pointed a The Shadow without moving. "Y ou will tell me, now!"

The Shadow laughed again. "Y ou cannot threaten me, Jonathan Lambert. Not here and now.”
"Thispistol in my hand, you fool, not in your hand!"

"It will not help you," The Shadow mocked. "But | will tell you one thing, the person who

killed your partner was known to him!"

Lambert was Startled, stared at The Shadow.

"Known?Y ou are sure? Dimitri knew who killed him?'Y ou know thigl"

"I know," The Shadow said. "Y our partner caled him Kolchov!"

The pigtal in the dender man's hand wavered afraction of an inch. Lambert seemed to

hesitate, to lose the smallest part of his concentration and caution as he faced the black-garbed
Avenger.

"Then wewereright!" Lambert said dmost to himsdlf. "I knew it had to be, yes! Therewas

no other way they could have found him! It had to be Kolchov!"

Now The Shadow suddenly inched closer to Lambert and brought al the power of hismind to
bear on the momentarily distracted art critic. The great power to cloud men's minds passed on to
the Avenger by Chen T'aTze was grester the more aman feared him. Thelessaman feared, the
greater his concentration, the stronger hiswill to resst The Shadow and the longer it took to gain
the power over his clouded mind. When aman had no fear, The Shadow must destroy his
concentration, distract hiswill from the battle to resist. This he had done to Jonathan Lambert.
Thetdl, thin man became suddenly aware of the power working on hismind. Lambert passed
his free 'band across his eyes, shook his head to clear it of the thickening cloud. The Shadow
laughed grimly.

"Y ou will lower your pistal, Jonathan Lambert,” The Shadow intoned. "The pistol cannot help
you now!"

Lambert fought. His hand held the pistol steady. His mind battled the swirling fog sent to

cloud it, cover it, render it passive and helpless against the will of The Shadow.

"Lower the pistol, Jonathan Lambert!™

42

CRY SHADOW!

The pistol wavered in the thin hand of the supposed art critic. The weapon wavered, moved,
began to lower. Lambert blinked, turned his head from side to side to escape the cloud that
sapped the strength of hismind. The pistol lowered farther.

"Good! Now tell me who you are and what you want? What were you and your partner
Dimitri right about? Who did they find? Who are they?'

Lambert fought with al the power of his strong and unafraid brain and will.

"No...No, I will not...tdl.."

"Youwill tdl!" The Shadow commanded. "Who killed your partner Dimitri?"

Lambert blinked, the pistol now at hisside. The art critic nodded toward The Shadow.



"Y es, my partner was Dimitri. Thefool! Weadl die

Lambert's mind was wandering now, The Shadow heard thisand histhin lips smiled. Hiseyes
burned into thetall, dender man; his powers surged through the small, glassed office.

"Tdl me, Jonathan Lambert! Tell mewho you arel™

And thetall, dender art critic nodded, blinked, shook his head. Lambert seemed in atrance

now, histall body swaying. The critic swayed away from the desk that stood in the center of the
office and staggered toward thewall of glass behind the desk.

"Stop! Turn! Tell me!" The Shadow ordered. Lambert stopped, turned.

"Yes, | will tell youwhat | know," Lambert said.

The explosion shattered the slence of the office, echoed like agreat clap of thunder through

the vast space of the warehouse.

The Shadow was hurled backward.

The glasswalls of the office shattered into athousand pieces. Stunned for only a second, The
Shadow's keen eyes saw the destroyed attache case that had been on the desk. The bomb had
been in the case, asmdl bomb. The Shadow saw the white gas rising thickly from the case,
goreading in acloud through the office.

The Shadow recovered instantly. The bomb had been loud but of little power. It was not
intended to kill or eveninjure, but only to startle with itsloud noise-- and to release the thick
cloud of white gas.

Choking, The Shadow redlized that the gas was not deadly, no more than an irritant. Designed

to aid escape, not to kill. A deadly gaswould have killed anyone near the case, and the case was
designed to alow Lambert, or anyone who carried it, to escape while being held and questioned.
Powerful enough to stop most men for amoment, the gas could not stop The Shadow. His
eyesressted it, hisbrain was unimpaired. He looked, now, for Jonathan Lambert.

Through the thinning cloud of gas The Shadow saw that Lambert was gone. The Avenger

glided acrossthe office to the rear wall behind the desk where the attache case had exploded. The
glasswall was smashed. Beow, inthe dim light of the warehouse, the figure of Jonathan

Lambert limped away among the crates and was gone.

The Shadow stared grimly after the vanished Lambert. The supposed art critic, momentarily
released from the power of The Shadow, had recovered in an instant. Lambert had hurled himself
through the smashed wall of glassto the floor below. The Shadow did not pursue, he would not
catch Lambert now. Whoever Lambert was, he was highly skilled, an expert, and his escape from
this warehouse would have been carefully prepared. The way the escape of thekiller of both
MorrisKitt and the partner Dimitri had carefully prepared the escapes each time.

The Shadow would find Jonathan Lambert again.

Now the Avenger turned to the destroyed attache case that had contained the prepared bomb
and gas. The bomb had been asimple affair, small and adequate with aspecia composition to
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give great noise. The gas had been released instantaneoudy. But how had Lambert managed to
trigger the clever device?

The Shadow stared down &t the body of the dead Dimitri. Hiseyesglinting fiercely, The

Shadow bent over the dead man. He found what he sought-- a small, amost imperceptible lump
on the body directly beneath the arm pit. With his sharp penknife, the Avenger cut the skin.
Benesth the skin, placed there and the wound and skin allowed to hedl and grow back, he found a
tiny, flat metal object. The Shadow knew at once what he had found-- atiny radio transmitter!
Simpleand clever and expert. A tiny radio transmitter responsive only to the single voice of

the man who carried it under his skin. Set to trigger the bomb in the attache case when the voice



of the man who carried it said he would tell what he knew! Diabolicd, clever, and amazingly
simple. The bomb hidden in the case that was sure to be kept close to the captured man who had
carried it. Set to explode when the captured man, in sham or in redlity, at last was forced to say
he would tel what he knew. A fina weapon that did not depend on the strength or will of the
man who used it-- the bomb would work even when the man was in redlity broken and ready to
tdl dl.

The Shadow knew that Jonathan Lambert must have had such atransmitter beneath hisskin

also. Thefina words Lambert had spoken had triggered the bomb and accomplished its purpose.
Lambert had escaped. And now The Shadow knew that he was dedling with men far more
dangerous than even the police or the Treasury Department imagined. He had to know who they
were and what they were doing! Grimly, The Shadow returned to the body of the dead Dimitri.
Hefound nothing. The body held no clue to the identity, origin, or work of the dead man.

There was no identification, no labelsin the clothes, no papers or walet or persond effects of
any kind. The clothes were cheap American clothes, sold in ahundred places across the country.
Intime, perhaps, the police might trace the man'sfingerprints or dental work or other individua
marks, but The Shadow did not think thiswould be easy. This dead man would have no printson
file anywhere, and his dental work would have been done somewhere far away in alarge world.
All that the Avenger found on the unknown corpse was a second pistol hidden benegth the

shirt at the small of the back, asmall ampoule secreted ingde the belt and that certainly

contained some poison in case of fina emergency, and two banknotes folded and hidden in
another secret pocket in the dead man's belt. The second pistol, and the poison capsule, proved
only that the dead man had indeed been something far removed from the world of art.

It was at the banknotes, the paper money, The Shadow |ooked now.

They were both foreign bills. One was a Russian 100 rouble note. The other was a Polish 200
Zloty note.

Both bills were new, and both had been carefully folded and hidden inside the secret pocket in
the dead Dimitri's belt. The Shadow's eyes glinted as he studied the foreign notes. Something had
led Dimitri and Jonathan Lambert to the Adrian Gallery. Perhapsthese carefully preserved bills
would give the answer.

The Shadow focused his mind on thefire-opa girasol on hisfinger. The blood red stone

began to glow more brightly. Soon there was the sound of acar pulling up outside the
warehouse. The click of awoman's high hedl's echoed through the spacious interior. Margo stood
in the doorway of the shattered office. Her dark eyeslooked at the dead Dimitri.

"That's the man who wasin the hail watching Mingo'sroom,” Margo said.

"| thought as much,” The Shadow said. "And perhaps you wereright, | think he wasindeed
some kind of policeman. | am not yet sure just what kind."

"Stanley iswaiting with the car,” Margo sad.
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"Good, | think we must pay acal on the police," The Shadow said.

Margo turned and led the way from the destroyed office and through the silent warehouse to
the waiting car. The Shadow glided across the darkness and into the car. Soon the black

limousi ne was moving through the city, and in the back seat Lamont Cranston considered what
he would tell the police.

10

RALSTON bent over the desk in Commissoner Weston's office. The Treasury man peered through



his powerful magnifying glass. Then he looked up a Cranston.

"Counterfet, I'm sure of it. Good, very good, and our expertswill have to check me out, but
I'll sear they're phony."

Commissioner Weston picked up the two bills, the 100 rouble note and the 200 zloty note,
and looked at them. Joe Cardona had aready gone to gather up the body of the dead Dimitri.
Lamont Cranston was the only other person in the Commissioner's office. When Raston spoke,
Crangton nodded hisimpassive face and ran hislong fingers through hisgreying blond hair. It
was just as The Shadow had suspected.

"Thework of the unknown expert engraver?' Cranston said. "The exceptionaly good bills
you don't know who made?"

"That would be my guess," Ralston said. And the T-man looked hard at Lamont Cranston.
"Suppose you tell us how you came across these, Cranston?”

Cranston nodded again. "Well, you will recal | agreed to ook around at the Adrian Gallery
for any clues. | saw this man hanging around and recognized him asaman | had seen in Pedro
Mingo's hotel last night. So | decided to follow him."

So far the wedlthy socidite had told the more-or-less exact truth. He had been at the Adrian,
he had seen the dead Dimitri, and he had, in away, followed him to the warehouse. He had
amply left out The Shadow and the fact that Dimitri had been dead when he "followed" him.
Now it was necessary to liein full.

"When | reached the office insde the warehouse there had been an explosion and theman |
was following was dead. | searched him and found the foreign notes. Then | came here. |
suppose | should have caled, but the blast had destroyed the telephone. | imagine | bungled it al
somewhere."

Raston looked disgusted. Cranston pretended to be a highly embarrassed amateur detective.
He had not mentioned the name of the dead man, Dimitri, Since the man was supposed to have
been aready dead when he arrived. The information about the dead man's name came from
Lambert, and The Shadow did not want to reveal his knowledge of Lambert, or exactly how
Dimitri had died. Even his close friend Commissioner Weston was unaware of hisidentity as
The Shadow. The Commissioner had been staring moodily at the foreign bills.

"So it would seem that the gang isworking the other side of the Iron Curtain, too," Weston
sad dowly.

"That seems obvious now," Ralston said. "This dead man must have been amember of the
gang. Damn it, Crangton, we could have taken him diveif you hadn't decided to follow him on
your own!"
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"I had no reason to suspect him of anything until | did follow him, Ralston,” Cranston pointed
Out.

"That's the second member of the gang we've lost!" Ralston snapped.

"If he was amember of the gang,’ Cranston said. "Perhaps he was after the gang the same as
you, Ralgton."

"An Iron Curtain type cop?' Ralston said. "Maybe, but even the Russian police would
probably contact us and work with us on something like this. There's no politicsin
counterfeiting. Weve worked with the Reds before on crimind cases.”

Weston |looked speculétive. "Maybe the Adrian Gdllery isn't involved in this after dl. That

Far East Export Company sounds like agood front for counterfeiters, al the shipping facilities,
the foreign contacts. Maybe the Adrian wasjust involved with Kitt, and the gang followed him
thereand killed him to keep him silent.”



Raston sighed loudly. "It could be, Commissioner. Sincelast night I've had checks made on
al shipmentsthat came from the Adrian during the last six months. Our reports show thet all
their cases of paintings were examined by customs and found completely clean. Nothing on any
record shows an Adrian Gallery shipment that contained anything but paintings.”

"No onewas|ooking for anything but paintingsin the crates until now," Cranston said. "How
many countries received shipments from the Adrian Gallery?'

"All of them," Raston said. "Every country that turned up counterfeit bills, and that's just
about every country-- even Poland and Russia. The Adrian seemsto specidizein foreign artists.”
"They do," Cranston said.

"But their shipments were completely clean, Cranston. Those crates contained nothing but
paintingsl”

"Still," Commissioner Weston mused, "both Kitt and this new corpse were seen a the Adrian.
There does seem to be a connection. If we could only identify this new corpse quickly."
While the Commissioner had been speaking the door to his office had opened. Detective Joe
Cardona stood in the doorway. He closed the door and walked into the office just in time to hear
Weston's|ast statement. Cardona shook his head moodily.

"Maybe not quickly, maybe not ever, Commissioner,” Cardonasaid. "The guy was clean of
identification, absolutely nothing. We took his prints and we took a photograph of him, but |
doubt if our fileswill identify him."

"I'll filethe printswith Washington right away," Raston said. "Well get the FBI inoniit,

too."

"Get the CIA also, Ralston," Cardona said. And the stocky detective explained about the
poison capsule The Shadow had left on the body in its secret place.

"Someone is desperateif they equipped their men with poison pills" Raston said. "You're
sure there was no possible identification, Cardona?”

"Stripped clean. Someone even cut something from under his skin, darned if | can think
what."

The Shadow wanted to examine and analyze the small radio transmitter himsdlf. He was not
yet ready to explain about Lambert and the explosion, and Cranston was supposed to have
arrived after the explosion with no way of knowing what had st it off.

"Then it seemsthat he might have been cleaned of identification by whoever blew him up

with that bomb?' Weston said.
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"Probably, Commissioner," Detective Cardona said, "only he wasn't blown up by abomb.

The bomb wasn't that powerful, and, anyway, the Medica Examiner saysthe guy didn't diefrom
abomb."

"Wheat did he die of, Cardona?' Ra ston snapped.

"Same as Kitt, a poison pellet thing from some type of air gun. Welooked for the pellet, but it
wasn't there thistime," Cardona said.

"Thenwhy thebomb at dl?* Ralston said.

"Darned if | know," Cardona said.

Lamont Cranston, who knew, remained silent. He had learned what he had come to the police
to learn-- the foreign bills were counterfeit. And somehow the Russian and Polish money had led
Lambert and his dead partner to the Adrian Gdlery. He would not learn how that had happened
by remaining at Police Headquarters. The socialite excused himsdlf. Neither Ralston nor Cardona
were sorry to see him leave, they had work to do to try to learn the identity of the dead Dimitri.
In the street, Lamont Cranston stepped into the long, black Rolls Royce limousine that glided

up to the curb in the hot city night.



In the dim blue light Margo Lane watched her mysterious chief. The Shadow was working
with his specid instruments on the tiny radio tranamitter. At last his hawk face turned toward
Margo.

"Nothing, Margo. Some of the parts are of Czech manufacture, but | can learn no more.”
"Czechodovakiais behind the Iron Curtain,” Margo said, her pretty face back to itsorigina
form now in the bluelight of the hidden room above Park Avenue.

"Czech equipment is shipped dl over Europe,” The Shadow said.

Margo crossed her long, dender legs where she sat and watched The Shadow at work.
"The counterfeit notes were from behind the Curtain, and Lambert and his partner had them,”
Margo went on.

"True, Margo," The Shadow agreed, "but if Lambert isaRussian agent or policeman, why is
he working alone? As Ralston said, on purely criminal cases such asthis a Russian policeman
would go to our police and work with them."

"Unless. . ." Margo began.

"Unlessthereis dill something ye don't know," The Shadow finished for her. Hisburning
eyes seemed to glow with deeper concentration in the blue light of the silent room. "Lambert and
Dimitri were looking for someone. Lambert as much as said that. Dimitri recognized hiskiller,
someone caled Kolchov. But | do not think that the person Dimitri recognized, and the person
Lambert islooking for, are the same.”

In the eerie light of the dim room Margo seemed to consider what The Shadow had just said.
The beautiful, dark-haired woman furrowed her brow in thought. The Shadow waved his
glowing fire-opal girasol across the communications console that stood in the hidden room.
"Y ou think Lambert is after something more than agang of counterfeiters.” Margo said.

"l do," The Shadow said. "Lambert has reason to suspect the Adrian Gallery, and yet he did
not contact our police.”

"But what could Lambert want?' Margo said.

Before The Shadow could answer, the communi cations console, activated by hisgirasol ring,
began to hum. A voice spoke from the speaker of the instrument.

Burbank spesking!”

The Shadow spoke low into the instrument. "Report.”
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"Nothing in our files on aman named Dimitri who fits the description you gave. Nothing on a
Lambert, except that a Jonathan Lambert isthe art critic of the London magazine, The Critic."
The Shadow smiled grimly in the dim bluelight. A careful cover. Lambert was athorough

man, and worked for a thorough organization, whatever it might be. Lambert waswhat he said
he was, and The Shadow wondered if The Critic knew what strange skillsits art critic possessed.
"Goon," The Shadow said into the console.

"Nothing in our records, or in police records, on Hubert Adrian or Penelope Drake. Avis
Adrian was booked years ago for receiving stolen goods, and she knew MorrisKitt. Turban
Keme isasuspected Communist in his own country, but they never had any actual proof on

him. The police have now discovered that MorrisKilt was indeed afanatic about primitive art. A
large quantity was found in his possession a hislast arrest. Most of it had been stolen, some
bought, but they did not useit in the case since they had amore concrete case against him for the
theft of more vauable paintings. He knew no one named Wolf."

The Shadow nodded his hawklike visage. It began to make sense. Kitt had undoubtedly used
his high pay from the gang to finance his thefts of Pre-Columbian art he could not buy. The gang
had not liked the possiblerisk involved, and had killed Kitt. They had Smply waited too long.



The attention of The Shadow had aready been drawn to Kitt before he was killed. Kitt had been
unableto refrain from histhefts, had been a compulsive collector, and whoever was behind the
farflung counterfeiting had made the mistake of waiting too long to diminate the possible danger
to the gang.

The Shadow leaned over his console.

"Check al known records for any man connected to counterfeit activities who could be

cdled, 'Wolf.' Hewill not be listed in the normal sources, check deeper, look everywhere!™
"Yes, a once," Burbank's voice said from the instrumen.

"Check the activities of The Far East Export Company,” The Shadow ordered. "And check on
aman named Kolchov. Just Kolchov."

"Yes," Burbank answered, and said, " Shrevvy reports no unusua activity a Adrian Galery.
The show of Turban Kemel'swork closes tomorrow.”

The eyes of The Shadow burned in the blue room. "Tomorrow? Three days? Shrevvy is

ure?!

"Heissure"

The Shadow passed his hand and the glowing fire-opal ring across the instrument and it
became slent. The Avenger turned his piercing gaze on Margo. The beautiful agent of The
Shadow watched her chief as she spoke.

"They aredarmed,” Margo said. "They may be running.”

"Y es, Margo, and they were not darmed by the death of Kitt. It isthe death of the unknown
Dimitri that has alarmed them. He recognized someone at that gallery, and now they are moving.
Wehavenotimeto lose!”

"Unless. . ." Margo began again.

"Unless, Margo?'

"Unlessit was Lambert who killed Dimitri,” Margo said. "Y ou saw Lambert from that closet,
he could have come through it. And he knew where the body was, he removed the body."
"Perhaps, Margo." The Shadow agreed with his beautiful agent. "But if it were Lambert, then
someone a the Adrian knows that. | must talk to them again, smoke them out beforeit istoo
latel”

"They open again at one o'clock tomorrow afternoon,” Margo said.
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"Lamont Cranston will bethere," The Shadow said. "Now, Margo, let us seeif the poison
pellet | removed from my cloak will tell us more than it told the police.

In the blue light the shrouded figure of The Shadow bent again over his secret instruments.

The sun of another hot day beeat down on the great city when the Adrian Gallery opened its
doors again. Lamont Cranston waited in his limousine across Queenstanding Place. No more had
been learned in the hidden room last night, the air gun missile had yielded no secrets. Now
Crangton left his car and walked into the Adrian Gallery. Insde the gdlery he sensed thetension
inthear. Hubert Adrian wasthefirs to seehim.

"Ah, Cranston, how good of you to return!™ Adrian said as he came across the gallery room
that was dl but empty at this afternoon hour. ™Y ou must have liked Turban'swork."

"Perhaps,”" Cranston said. "I hear thiswill bethe last day. That's rather sudden, isn'tit?!

"Alas, not enough people have liked Turban's efforts. Our attendance has been off. And with
the hot weather, well, you understand,” Adrian explained.

"l do not understand!™

It wasthe Turk himsdlf, Turban Kemel. The gaudy man stood behind Adrian who turned to
look at the Turk. Keme was clearly furious. His powerful hands opened and closed in barely



controlled anger. Avis Adrian and Penelope Drake were hurrying from other parts of the main
room asthe Turk roared his protest.

"Two weeks, that was our agreement! Did | come from Turkey for three days? No! Y ou will
not close my show! | forbid it!"

Hubert Adrian temporized. "Thework isnot salling, Turban. It isabad time, | madea
mistake. It istoo hot. Inthefal we will have another show for you.”

“Inthefdl | amin Istanbul! Y ou will not close!" Keme roared.

Avis Adrian came up to them. "Nothing has sold, Turban!”

"That isyour fault! Y ou do not work for me enough! Alwaysyou aredl so busy!" Kemel
cried.

Penelope Drake put her pretty arm around the shoulders of the angry Turk. The assistant
gmiled at Kemd.

"Thefal will be much better, Turban,” the Drake girl said. "Think, if you stay open thewhole
two weeks thistime, and no one buys, it will be bad for you, you see? The critics watch how
works sgll. They do not write their reviews for sometime. If they seethat you don't sell, that
attendance is poor, it will prgjudice them againgt you. Isn't that so, Mr. Cranston?"

Thegirl smiled a Cranston. The Turk, Keme, turned to look at Cranston. The words of the
Drake girl had reached him, and now he looked uncertainly at Cranston. His temper had been
mollified somewhat. He waited for Cranston to spesk.

"MissDrakeisright,” Crangton said. “Summer isapoor time."

"There," Penedlope Drake said. "Now we will ship your works back to Turkey at our expense,
and it. thefall we will have them, and new ones, shipped back to New Y ork. Meanwhile, we will
help you show your work in Turkey."

The Turk nodded moodily. "So! ThisMr. Cranston, at least he has returned to see my work
agan."

"Actudly.' Cranston said, "'l cameto ask about engravings. 1 am interested at the moment in
modern engravings. | cameto seeit the Adrian hasany for sale.”

The Turk blinked. "Engravings? Y ou came. . . Hack work! Of no importance! Engravingd!
Nothing!"
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The Turk wasroaring again. Hubert Adrian managed to quiet him and send him to another
part of the room. Then the owner turned back to Crangton. If the mention of engravings had
affected Adrian, he had composed himsalf while he sent Kemel away. Avis Adrian had not
composed hersdlf. Thetal blonde wife of the gallery owner was pale. Penelope Drake had
stopped smiling. She was watching Cranston with a certain interest.

"Engravings, Crangton?' Hubert Adrian said. "Wdll, we do carry some. Actually they do not
sl too well these days. May | ask just which engraver you havein mind?"

"Oh, any engraver,” Crangton said innocently. "Old or new, domestic or foreign. Though |
admit | prefer new American work."

"Y ou know we carry only foreign work," Hubert Adrian said.

Avis Adrian added, "We have dmost no engravings.”

"Redly?' Crangton said, innocently again.

"No, not completely,” Penelope Drake said suddenly, and Cranston saw the girl glance at
Hubert Adrian. "Asamatter of fact, we have afew works by avery odd man. He approached us
some time ago now, and we took some of hiswork largely to humor him. HisnameisMorris
Kitt, an exconvict no less. Maybe you know of him, Mr. Cranston?' The death of Kilt was not
widdy known. The engraver had little trouble in keeping word of his murder out of the



newspapers. There was nothing to be gail.ed by publicizing Kitt's demise, and perhapsalot to be
ganed by keeping it quiet. It was unlikely that anyone at the Adrian would have heard-- except
from the murderer himsdf!

"Kilt?No, | think not," Cranston said, watching them al very carefully.

"An odd man," Penelope Drake went on. "It seems he engraved in prison, quite modern work,
but with very littlereal promise. Heisn't ayoung man, but it seems he has dways loved art. He
told me he collected, primitive mostly, and wanted to be an artist himself. Hiswork redly wasnt
bad, but with very little importance. Talent without red art, you know, Mr. Cranston?"

"A sad thing when it occurs,” Cranston said.

Hewatched dl the others asthe Drake girl talked. They seemed very nervous. Cranston had
the definite impression that Penel ope Drake was saying much more than they liked her to say.
They dl watched the Drake girl.

"lsntit," Penelope Drake said. ~Anyway we did accept some of hiswork, just to make him
fed better. After al, we had to encourage him in order not to destroy him. Mrs. Adrian talked to
him more than | did. Perhaps she can tell you more. | believe she knew him from somewhere.”
AvisAdrianwas aspaleaschak intheran.

"Yes, | knew Kitt yearsago. . . . | knew he was an exconvict. When | first met him | didn't
know hewas athief. | talked with him quitealat, trying to discourage him without hurting him
Heisan unpredictable man."

Hubert Adrian brokein. "He hung around more than we liked. But maybe you would care to
see some of hiswork?"

"No, not if you say it isn't good,” Cranston said.

"l didn't say it wasn't good, Mr. Cranston,” Penelope Drake said, "1 said it was very good
engraving but smply not good art. Asatechnician heis quite good."

"Hardly enough for me," Cranston said. "Perhaps he will find other outletsfor histalent.
Engravers can be useful, | hear.”

"They certainly can," Penelope Drake said.
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Hubert Adrian mopped his face. Cranston watched the owner. The day was hot, but the
gdlery was air-conditioned. But Hubert Adrian appeared to be swesating. Avis Adrian was ill
nervous. Only the Drake girl seemed at ease.

"Well, if thereisn't anything else, Cranston,” Hubert Adrian said, "I have work to do in my
office”

Without waiting for an answer, Adrian turned and crossed the room to the stairs that led up to
the second floor. Cranston had guessed that Adrian's office was upstairs. He had seen Penelope
Drake, the assstant, use those stairs both times he had been in the Adrian Gallery. Now he
wanted alook inside the office of Hubert Adrian. He excused himsdf and |eft the gdlery. He
went to his car. Stanley drove away and around the corner out of sight.

The ingtant the car was out of sight, Cranston jumped out and walked swiftly up Fifty-Sixth
Street to the building he had passed through the previous night in pursuit of Lambert and the
dead body. He went through the building and cautioudly into the aley. A moment later he had
vanished from the heat and sun of the city.

Inthe cdllar of the Adrian Galery it was not Lamont Cranston who passed silently aong the
corridors. The Shadow had returned. The Avenger floated through the dim corridors of the cellar
until he reached the smal door and the flight of circular iron stairsthat led up to the hidden
closet. He climbed slently and swiftly upward.

In the dark closet The Shadow stood at the tiny peephole and watched the main room of the
gdlery dl through the long afternoon. In the gdlery they were dl unaware that The Avenger had



discovered the secret passageway and hidden closet, and was now using their own secrets against
them.

11

A PURPLE twilight settled over the hot city. The sun went down behind thetall buildings, the
people rode the weary subways homeward, and another night came.

Inside the Adrian Gallery the dim rooms were deserted. The polished wood floors gleamed
faintly in the dark, the pictures on the wal, the wild and gaudy works of the angry Turk, seemed
to have softened in the peaceful dimness. The rooms, large and empty now, seemed to have
grown larger in the deserted night, the silence giving them aquiet dignity they did not havein

the frantic day.

Somewhere in the distance there were voices and the sound of movement. Faint like a half-
heard surf unseen beyond a high hill. The voices and movement continued for sometime. Then
the silence became complete.

Nothing moved inside the dark rooms of the Adrian Gallery.

Thewall of the main room opened and The Shadow stepped out. The black-shrouded
Avenger sood listening. Mationless, his cloaked figure blended with the dark shadows of the
dlent room.

A slent room, but not to The Shadow. Histrained and ultrasensitive ears heard a distant

voice. It was below thelevel of norma hearing, and it came from upstairs on the second floor of
the darkened gallery. A single voice talking. The Shadow listened, but there was only the single
voicetaking asif to itself. The Shadow glided across the polished floors and up the carpeted
gtairsto the second floor.
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The shrouded, dmost invisible shape moved in silence dong the upstairs hal until he reached
adoor marked Private. The voice was speaking insgde the private office. It was the voice of
Hubert Adrian. Slent and invisible, The Shadow entered the private office.

Hubert Adrian sat behind hislittered desk. Thetall, elegant man was talking on the telephone.
His desk was piled with papers that had been taken from the various drawers. An open suitcase
lay on the floor behind the desk. The well-dressed gallery owner had been packing. Now, on the
telephone, his brow was beaded with sweat even in the cool and air-conditioned office. A sngle
light burned on the desk, the rest of the office was in thick shadow as Adrian wiped hisface and
talked.

"....Yes yes, Cranston must be on thetrail of Kitt, of course. | know that, he talked too

much about Pre-Columbian art and engraving. Perhaps he was satisfied with the explanation
about Kitt coming to have us handle his stuff but | can't be sure. If he wasn't satisfied we exposed
too much, Yes, yes, dl right. But we haveto pull out, | won't risk it any more!”

The gdlery owner mopped his swesting face as he listened. His handkerchief was soaking

wet. "No, Cranston is minor, it's the other two that worry me. Cranston at least we know. Who
the devil wasthat man in the cdllar, how did hefind us? Y es, yes, but what about that other one?
Theonein black! My God, helooks like some kind of fanatic! No, | can't risk it any more. There
aretoo many of them nosing around, we need anew cover, ashift of operations.”

The Shadow, hidden in the dark recesses of the private office, strained to hear the voice on the
other end of the telephone. He could not make it out. His super-keen ears heard the voice, alow,
cold, even voicethat never rose or fell but spoke steadily and without haste, but he could not



hear the words or identify the voice itsdf. Adrian continued to swest as he talked.

"...No, not with two killings and everyone nosing around! Kitt and his stupid statues! He just
couldn't resist, thefool! He had to draw attention, and then we weretoo late! Thereisno other
way, we have to move the whole operation! All right, dl right, welll think of something, well
wak up there, yes. No, I'm not weakening, but | am worried. Thereisno sensein being foolish.
Very well, tomorrow, goodbye.”

Hubert Adrian hung up the receiver and mopped his sweating face. For amoment the el egant
gallery owner sat and stared into the dark corners of his office. Then he sighed, and began to pick
up papersfrom his desk.

The eerielaugh hovered in the quiet room.

Adrian jumped, turned white. "Who the devil . . ."

The chilling laugh rose higher, closer.

"Where are you? Who are you! Show yoursdf!”

Adrian stared around the seemingly empty office.

Like some avenging monster The Shadow moved, loomed up from the dark recesses of the
office tower, half-hidden and no more than a great black shape. Hubert Adrian stared at the
gpparition before him.

"Theoneinblack!" Adrian cried. "What do you want?' The Shadow's voice was hard. "The
killer of MorrisKitt, that iswhat | want, Hubert Adrian!"

"Kitt? What do | know of MorrisKitt? An unimportant engraver with delusons of grandeur.”
"No, Hubert Adrian," The Shadow mocked. "I have heard you speaking on the telephone. Itis
too latetolie. | know your evil. The Shadow knowsthe evil in the hearts of men!™

"The. . . Shadow? | heard about. ., you," Adrian sammered.

"Then you know | punish dl evil," The Shadow said, his voice menacing the elegant gdlery
owner. "l know dl you have done. The counterfeiting, the murders of Kitt and Dimitri."
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Adrian seemed to shiver while hisface gill sweated. "Who sent you? What Government do
you work for? | have alot of money, | can pay you!"

"Y our money will not help you, Hubert Adrian. Evil must be punished. Y ou, your wife, and
who else? The critic Lambert, who is he, what is he to you?"

Adrian blinked. "My wife? Lambert? Of course, Lambert must be the man you want. |
wondered why he was here so much! Of course, he must be usng my galery!”

The degant and tall man sat behind his desk in the dim office and talked, babbled likea
frightened child. But Adrian was not achild. Asthetall galery owner talked his hand moved,
dowly, carefully. The Shadow's burning eyes watched the hand. Adrian was not aware that he
was seen, that The Shadow watched his hand. The hand stopped, pressed, and then moved away,
moved back to the center of the desk as dowly asit had moved to press the hidden button. The
Shadow concentrated his mind and waited. Adrian had signaed someone.

"This Lambert, he must be the man. He has been here too often. | think | saw him talking to
Kitt,” Adrian babbled on, lying to The Shadow. "I can help you to catch him. Y ou can trust me.
Weareonthesameside, youand l. We. . . There! Watch him!"

The man had come through a secret door in the sidewall of the office. It was the giant man
The Shadow had seen yesterday through the peephole from the hidden closet. The giant held a
large automatic. The automeatic pointed unwaveringly at The Shadow.

"Who the hdll isthat? What isit, some kind of stupid party or something?" the giant man said.
"A masquerade party,” Hubert Adrian laughed, dl hisfear gone. "Only now it's over!"

"Dol kill him now?' the giant said.

The automatic moved in hisenormous hand as hisfinger tightened on the trigger.



"I cankill him easy. Let mekill him," thegiant said.

"Later, lvan, therewill betime," Hubert Adrian said. "Now | wish to talk with him. Just keep
your eyeon him.”

"I oughtakill him," Ivan said.

Hubert Adrian smiled at The Shadow, the smile of awalf at its victim. The Shadow stood
without moving, his powers concentrated and ready deep in hismind. Adrian was off guard now,
and the giant Ivan was aman of small, weak brain power.

"Well," Adrian said, "now | think you had better tell me just who you are, what you want, and
who sent you. First you can take off that ridiculous cloak and hat.”

"You areafool, Hubert Adrian!" The Shadow mocked, hislaugh rising againin the slent

room.

The giant Ivan blinked asthe eerielaugh filled the room. Adrian scowled, leaned forward in

his chair behind the desk. Then the elegant gdlery owner stared. The shrouded figure of The
Shadow seemed to grow in the dim office. The great black shape grew taler, wider, expanding in
the eyes of the gallery owner until it seemed to fill the entire room. The red glow of the fire-opd
girasol, hidden until now, cast light in amacabre pattern al through the room. The red light
flashed and glowed in eerie and shifting fingers of light. And behind the wierd pattern of shifting
red light the looming black shape of the Shadow seemed to engulf the world before the eyes of
Hubert Adrian.

"Bosdl" the giant Ivan cried out, fear sudden in hisvoice.

Shifting, bailing patterns of black and red in the room. A thick and rolling cloud of black and
red fog. Hubert Adrian dug hislong fingersinto his clouded eyes. His brain, trapped, recled
under the weight of some power he could not understand but could fed.

"Kill him! Shoot!" Adrian gasped, cried, with hislast strength.
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But there was no shot. The giant Ivan held the gun, stood for another instant, and then dowly
sat down on the floor, the automatic dropping gently to hisside.

Hubert Adrian sat in hischair. Hiseyes dowly closed, hishandsrested in hislap.

The laugh of The Shadow was now low and mocking in the tota silence of the office.

Thetwo men adeep at his slent command, The Shadow moved quickly. He crossed the office
to the littered desk of Hubert Adrian. Hislong fingers began to search through the papers. He
needed to know more before he awakened Hubert Adrian and the giant Ivan. He needed to know
all he could before he broke down the resistance of the galery owner. The more The Shadow
could show Adrian that he knew, the quicker the gallery owner would be broken down and,
findly, destroyed.

He searched swiftly and thoroughly. Most of the papers were no more than documents
relating to the operation of the gallery. But two documents made the piercing eyes of The
Shadow burn with triumph. Onewas alist of shipmentsfrom The Coffin Press, Edgartown,
Massachusetts. A regular shipment every week! The Shadow stared at the listing. Booklets,
literature, shipped every week? Why? Where did dl of them go? No art gallery needed so many
booklets, so much literature. The Avenger turned to the second document.

The second document was asmall ledger. Init wasalist of outgoing shipmentsfrom the
Adrian Gdlery. Shipments that went to dl parts of the world. Beside each date and destination
therewas afigure. Large figures. Figures written in dollars, pounds, francs, roubles, dinar,
Zlotys, yen and other strange currencies even The Shadow could not ingtantly identify!! There
was now no doubt that the Adrian Gallery wasthe front for the world-wide counterfeiting
organization.



But who was the leader? How was the money shipped? Where were the printing presses?
The Shadow secreted the two documentsingde his cloak and went on with his search. The
giant lvan and Hubert Adrian gtill dept unmoving in the silent room. The Shadow turned to the
drawers of Adrian's desk. Most of the drawers were open and empty. The bottom drawer on the
left was locked. The Shadow broke the lock with asmall but strong tool brought from beneath
his black robe.

A smdl metd box wasingdethe drawer. A flat metal box like a safety deposit box. The
Shadow picked the box from the drawer. He held it in hislong, powerful fingersand studied it. It
was astrong box, light, but made of ahardened stedl nickel dloy, and it was securdly locked.
The Shadow examined the lock to determineif one of his specid keyswould fit the lock. His
long fingers touched the lock to study the shape of the mechanism. Suddenly, he dropped the
box. It crashed to the floor with a metdlic echo in the dark and silent room.

Therewas atiny point of blood on hisfinger.

A pin prick, no more. When he had touched the lock of the metal box. A sudden, smdll, but
sharp prick of apininto hisfinger.

He knew he had made amistake. He had been, for one instant, careless.

Even as he thought this, turned away from the desk, his body stiffened.

The Shadow swayed in the silent room. His body shuddered once, twice. He took no other
step. Hisbody paralyzed, he crashed helplessto thefloor.

On the floor The Shadow lay rigid, unable to move.

Hismind, dill clear, fought to bring hisfull powersinto play against the powerful drug that
surged through histrgpped body. For an instant he felt his mind grow strong. Then the drug
coursed upward and hismind dipped, grew darker. The dim room was receding, going away,
4
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turning black before his burning eyes. He could fed thefire, thelight, dying from his drugged
eyes. Soon al would go black and The Shadow would be helplessin the face of evil.

Through the silence descending on his ears, faintly, he heard movement in the office. Faces
looked down at him. Grinning faces. Adrian and the giant Ivan. Freed from the power of his
darkening mind, they had come to stand over him. The giant Ivan raised hisugly autométic.
Hubert Adrian pushed the gun away. Adrian spoke sharply to the giant, hislips moving but The
Shadow could now hear nothing. Ivan shrugged and stepped bank. Hubert Adrian reached out
and picked up the telephone.

The Shadow sank into the silent, unconscious dark.

Therewasabell. A bl far off and very strange. A rhythmic and yet peculiarly irregular
ringing. Not ringing, redly, morelike danging; avery unmusica bell. A clang, and then silence.
Then two clangs together-- clang-clang. . . clang. . . clang. . . clang. . . clang-clang-clang. . .
Irregular, the interva never quite the same, and oddly resonant and distant. A kind of echo asif
the bell clanged and then the sound reverberated from some resonant surface. A very strange
bel.

The bell seemed to come closer. And there was another sound. A pounding. Something very
heavy pounding hard. Also irregular. Bang. ., bang. . . bang-bang-bang. . . bang-bang. . . bang. . .
Thudding more than pounding, and athird sound like awind rustling through heavy bushes,
swishing thickly. Still another sound like a steedy throb, aheavy humming that dternated loud
and soft in some peculiar relation to the thudding and pounding. The bell much closer, the
irregular danging seeming torisesand fdl, riseand fall.

A boat!

He opened his eyes. He was on a boat, asmall powerboat. The bell was abell bouy, clanging



irregularly with therise and fal of the waves. The thudding, banging, was the powerful boat
griking the waves as it plowed through the sea. The throbbing was the engine; the sound like a
rushing wind was the sea swishing adong the sides of the boat.

The bell bouy was close now, dongside, and passed away behind. The boat moving fast on
powerful motors, pounding and surging through the waves. The mation told him that they were
out in the open sea. But he could see nothing. Where he sat, his hands bound, his feet manacled,
there was no light and no porthole. A faint line of grey light showed where the door was, and
there was nothing else for him to see. His eyes, the eyes of The Shadow, grew quickly
accustomed and he saw all that there was to see-- nothing.

The Shadow was a prisoner!

Aninstant of carelessness, and The Shadow sat manacled againgt the bulkhead of aboat in a
smdl and dark room that was bare of al but afew empty crates. A boat that drove through the
open seatoward some unknown destination.

But they had not killed him.

The Shadow smiled to himself in the dark cabin of the boat. They had not killed him, and that
would betheir mistake. Why had they not killed him at once? They had killed Kitt and the
unknown Dirnitri. He remembered the giant Ivan who had wanted to kill him ingtantly. Hubert
Adrian had stopped Ivan from using hisautomatic. Why?

A migtake. And soon The Shadow would make them regret this mistake.

Every second he could fed his powers returning, surging through him asthe boat surged
through the pounding sea. The effects of the drug were draining away. A powerful drug, strong
enough to render anorma human unconscious, parayzed, perhapsfor days. But not strong
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enough to stop The Shadow for more than afew hours. A few hours, no more, and now al his
strength had returned and it was time to teach them the enormity of their error.

Quickly, easly, with the skillslearned long ago in the Orient from the great Master himself,
The Shadow dipped from his bonds, removed the manaclesfrom hislegs, and stood up in the
dark cabin. He listened with his ultra-sengitive ears. There were voices he could hear over the
many noises of the boat and the sea outside. The voices were far off, near the front of the boat.
There were three, perhaps four, men from the sounds.

The Shadow nodded grimly to himself. He stood up and brushed off his clothes. He opened
his mouth to laugh his chilling laugh of triumph.

Thelaugh never reached hislips.

Hisfingers, asthey had brushed his clothes, had felt the shape and texture of the clothes.

They were not the black garb of The Shadow.

Where he stood in the dark cabin he looked down at his clothes. He wore the clothes of
Lamont Crangton! His cloak was gone, and his douch hat. His piercing eyes searched the bare
cabin. The clothes of The Shadow were not there. He had only the clothes he dways wore
benesath his black garb-- the clothes of Lamont Cranston.

Did they know? But The Shadow and Lamont Cranston were not the same person. The
Shadow was only The Shadow-- a man of mystery whose true face, hidden behind the high cloak
and low douch hat, no one knew, not even his most trusted agents. Lamont Cranston was no
more than hismgor ater-ego, the face of Cranston a cregtion of the controlled muscles and mind
of The Shadow. The Avenger was Lamont Cranston, but Cranston was not The Shadow. The
Shadow had athousand faces, Lamont Cranston only one.

Which face was now in this bare cabin?

Hetook the small mirror from its secret pocket where it was aways kept to aid The Shadow



in hisingtant changes. He looked into the mirror, histrained eyes seeing in the dark as clearly as
inthelight. He stared at hisface for along minute. The face that looked back a him from the
gmall mirror was the face of Lamont Cranston.

They knew the secret of The Shadow!

12

LAMONT CRANSTON stood in the dark cabin, hisface impassive but his mind racing as he
consdered what had happened. There was only one explanation. Under the effects of the
powerful drug his controlled muscles had relaxed, lost control. Uncontrolled, they had flowed
like water into the shape most usua to them. And the person he was most of the time was
Lamont Cranston!

They now knew that Lamont Cranston was The Shadow! But they did not know that The
Shadow was not necessarily and aways Lamont Cranston! They would have some great
surprises coming to them. Lamont Cranston would be far away the next time The Shadow
appeared.

Only The Shadow would not appear on this boat. Lamont Cranston must work aone. The
black garb of The Shadow was gone. Without the black cloak, and the douch hat, the power of
The Shadow to cloud men's minds had a so gone. Without his secret clothes he had no power
over the minds of men.
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Helooked at his hand. Thefire-opa girasol was till there. Unaware of its powers, they bad

not taken it away. But it had little power without the secret garb, and it wastime for Lamont
Cranston to make his escape. Quickly he went to the door of the bare cabin. The door was
locked. Histools and keys had gone with his cloak. He looked around the bare cabin for some
meansto break the lock of the door. There was noise outside the door, the sound of approaching
voices. He recrossed the cabin, sat down, put on his bonds again, and concentrated his mind into
atrance of feigned unconsciousness.

He heard the lock turn, and the door opened. Footsteps came close. From beneath his hooded
and apparently unconscious eyes, he saw the giant Ivan and aman he did not recognize. Ivan
kicked him brutaly in the sde. The giant laughed.

"Still out,” Ivan said.

The other man checked his bonds.

"Tight asadrum,” the second man said.

Ivan kicked the supposedly unconscious Shadow again. The giant swore.

"Look at him, and he thinkshe'sso big!" Ivan said. "'In the office he pulled some sort of trick

on us, you know? It was like the whole place was full of fog, red and black lightsand fog. |
couldn't think, you know? Like the fog was right indde my head. | don't even remember what
happened next. | woke up sttin' on the floor with my gun down on the floor with me.”

"Sounds like he hypnotized you," the second man said.

"Nab, | been hypnotized before, the Chief can do that," Ivan said. "Thiswas different, it

wasn't like hiseyes, it was just the whole room going like a cloud, like the fog come right out of
him. All dressed up in that there black thing and the big black hat. Look at him now! Still out. He
an't so much!"

The big man kicked The Shadow again, the heavy toe of hisboot smashing against The
Shadow's ribs. The second man rubbed the stubble on hislean chin.

"What do we do with him?" the second man said.



"Kill him, I guess" Ivan said. "The Chief ain't givethe word yet. We don't do nothin' except
when the Chief givesthe word."

"The Chief better hurry,” the second man said, "we're gettin’ close.”

"Let'sgoup and see” Ivan said.

The two men turned away. Lamont Cranston groaned and moved, the manacles on hislegs
clanking. Ivan turned back.

"| better check them ropes and chains mysdlf,” Ivan said. The hot, fetid breeth of the giant
wasin Cranston's face as Ivan bent over to check the ropes on his hands. Then the giant turned
his back for asecond to check the chains on Cranston'sfeet. In an instant, so fast no human eye
could seeit, Cranston's hand did from the ropes, moved up to the big man's Side, and removed
the clasp knife lvan carried in his sde pocket. The next split second Cranston'swrist was again
in the ropes, the knife hidden beneath his body.

"All okay," Ivan sad, "let'sgo forward."

The key turned in the lock behind the two men. Their footsteps and voices faded away

forward. Cranston leaped to hisfeet. He picked up the clasp knife and crossed to the locked door.
It was the work of no more than seconds to break the lock and dip out onto the deck.

Inagrey dawn light Cranston crouched on the open deck behind therise of the cabin. Asfar

as he could see on dll sdesthere was only theralling grey water. The seawas not rough, but
there was along swell, and the boat was moving fast and crashing against the water. The boat
was the size and shape of aWorld War 11 PT-boat. Deck cabins had been added, but the size and
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shape were unmistakable. Cranston remembered the PT-boats from his years of service. He had
been acolone in the Office Of Specia Services, the famed OSS, and The Shadow had done
much work againgt the forces of Fascismin the war. It was a PT-boat just like this that had
dipped him into the heart of Japan on one mission.

Now, low in the shelter of the deck cabins, Cranston crept forward toward the bridge. The
normal flying bridge had been replaced with an enclosed whedl house, aflying bridge set on top
of the new whed house. With the speed of the boat in the heavy swell, spray drenched the flying
bridge and the crew was in the shelter of the enclosed whedl house. Cranston saw four men on
the bridge. The giant Ivan and the second man who bad come into his cabin, a skinny man on the
whed, and Hubert Adrian. The eegant gdlery owner had not changed his clothes sincethe
office a the Adrian, but the clothes were creased and drenched now. The four men were intent
on the seaahead, and Ivan turned from time to time to look &t the ship'sradio.

Aware that there would be at |east one more man, the man attending the powerful engines,
Crangton crawled carefully back along the open deck. He found an open hatch that led below.
Cautioudy he entered and moved down the gangway into the bowels of the boat. He found
himsdf in alarge cabin area. The whole below deck area aft of the bridge and above the engine
room had been made into asingle large hold. Cranston stared around. The whole space was piled
high with crates. Empty crates!

Crangton moved silently among the piled crates. The empty crateswere all the same size, dll
designed for shipping paintings and literature. The labels, worn and dirty, showed that the crates
had been to dl parts of the world. Each was identica-- solid wooden crates with heavily
reinforced corners. They were well made boxes, and expensive-- but were they expensve
enough to justify the cost of shipping them back from all across the world? He had no doubt that
when shipped out they had contained paintings. They wereidentical to al the cratesin the cdllar
of the Adrian Gallery. Then why ship them back empty, and then carry them to some destination
on afast-moving converted PT-boat? Carry them empty!



It was clear that when they again returned to the Adrian Gallery, the crates would not be
empty. Undoubtedly they would contain booklets and literature from The Coffin Press, one of
the weekly shipments. And Cranston now knew the destination of the converted PT-boat-
Edgartown, Massachusetts, on the vacation idand of Martha's Vineyard. But what else would the
crates hold, and where? How? Then his hooded and impassive eyes flashed suddenly Like the
eyesof The Shadow. The crates.

It was the crates, the solid boxes themselves, that were being transported.

Quickly, Cranston picked up one of the boxes. It waslight, too light. Silently he carried a
single box to an open space in the hold. With the clasp knife so deftly removed from the giant
Ivan, he pried open a crate. The wooden walls were thick, far too thick for the light weight of the
box. He pried off one of the reinforced corners. Then he smiled as he looked at the open end of
the hollow board. The boards that made up the crateswere al hollow. Perhaps not dl, some
would be solid for strength, but most would be hollow. A space not wide, but wide enough to
pack many, many pieces of crigp, new and very phony paper money.

Cranston sat and looked at the crate. Loaded with the money its weight would be just about
right for its Size. Packed with paintings, braced from insde, the strength would stand al the
rough handling. A fine scheme for shipping counterfeit money al over theworld. Who would
look at the container itsalf while searching the contents for bogus bills? No wonder no customs
man had found anything insde an Adrian Gallery shipment-- there was nothing inside the boxes
but what was supposed to be there. A clever plan, and paintings were the perfect cover-- a
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gdlery made shipmentsal over the globe, especidly agdlery known to specidizein foreign
painters. And The Coffin Press, on the innocent vacation idand of Marthas Vineyard, had
presses, ink, and paper! The Coffin Presswas dmost sureto be asmall, specid printing
company that had much use for very special type papers-- even for paper that could be used for
the printing of crigp, new and very illegal paper money.

Cranston carefully reassembled the box, closed it, and returned it to where he had found it. He
removed al traces of the box being moved or opened. He then continued hisingpection of the
large cargo hold. He found nothing €l se of importance. The hold was crammed with the empty
boxes and nothing more. Cranston returned unseen to the open deck. The four men were il
busy in the wheelhouse forward. Cranston crept dong the deck in the shelter of the cabin section.
At the stern he found adoor that led into another cabin. The door was unlocked. Before he
entered he looked forward again to be sure the four men were gtill in the wheelhouse. They were
there, and, beyond them, beyond the plunging bow of the fast-moving PT-boat, there was afaint
shadow of land on the horizon. He would have to work faster.

He stepped into the cabin, it wasasmall cabin exactly like the one where Cranston had been
held prisoner. Only this cabin waswell and comfortably furnished. Therewas anarrow bed,
some leather armchairs, atelevision set, a short wave radio set, adesk and desk chair, and a
small safe. Cranston looked at the safe. A safe meant something of value; records, documents.
Crangton crouched before the safe, and hislong fingersturned the dial dowly. Hisear close
againg thedial, he turned and listened to the sound of the tumblers. Each time Cranston or The
Shadow had reason to open asafe or pick alock he thought of the small, bespectacled, very
proper-gppearing man who had taught him the art of safecracking-- Walter Pettibone. The small
criminal, who had lived haf hislifein prison but |ooked like ameek bookkeeper in some sedate
firm, had taught him well. The safe opened in seconds.

Cranston removed the contents and examined them. They were disappointing. Documents
similar to those he had found in the office of Hubert Adrian-- perhaps the same documents
brought along from the gallery office, there was no way for Cranston to be sure oneway or the



other. Paper money of various denominations and from various countries, probably counterfeit,
only proved what he already knew. Records of paper purchased by The Coffin Press showed
nothing unusual-- if specid and expensve paper had been bought the fact waswell concedled in
the records. The only item of any interest wasasmall ring. Cranston studied thering. It had been
inavevet lined box, but it did not look very vauable a dl. Then why keep it in the safe?
Cranston examined the ring at the open porthole of the cabin. It was gold, but of low vaue. A
smple gold signet ring, the letter "K" engraved in reverse on the flat face. The kind of Signet ring
that could be bought for, perhaps, twenty dollars. And yet it had been locked in the safe. The
letter "K." Morris Kitt? Evidence, perhaps, of murder and so locked away? Kitt had been an
engraver, it was possible he had made the ring for himself. Somehow, it did not seem likely.
Therewas one other "K" in the affair-- the named but unknown Kolchov. Dimitri had caled his
killer Kolchov. There was only one Russian-sounding namein addition to that of Dimitri

himsdlf, and that was the giant Ivan. On the other hand, the mysterious Lambert was certainly
using afdse name.

The ring told Cranston nothing more, and he returned it to the safe. He returned dl the
documents and closed the safe. Then he left the cabin and returned to the open deck. A hot
summer sunwas just rising from the seato the east directly ahead of the fast-moving PT-boat.
Theland ahead was closer now. Cranston suspected that the PT-boat was not far from its
destination. It wastime for him to return to his prison. They were unaware of hisreviva or
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escape, and he wanted it to remain that way until they arrived. Then it would betimeto surprise
them dl.

Inside the dark and bare cabin where he had been imprisoned, he carefully relocked the door
with the smal blade of Ivan's clagp knife-- another kill learned from the innocent-looking
Water Pettibone. He lay down where he was supposed to be and did back into his bonds and
manacles. Concentrating hismind, hefdl into the trance that made him appear to be till under
the influence of the powerful drug. He was ready for them to come for him.

He did not guess that they would come so soon.

No more than five minutes after he had reassumed his place in the dark prison, he heard the
approaching footsteps and the voices. Thelock turned and the cabin door was flung open. The
giant Ivan and the second man entered the dark cabin. 1t was Ivan who spoke.

"Look at him, till out!"

"That stuff ismighty powerful," the second man said.

"You takethefeet,” Ivan said.

Before Cranston was aware of what they were doing, hands gripped hisfeet and his neck and
he was lifted up. He was carried toward the opened door.

"Limp asadamned rag,” the giant Ivan said. "Hell never know it happened. That ain't good. |
liketo seetheir eyes.”

"Y ou're asweetheart, Ivan,” the second man said.

"The eyes get scared,” Ivan said, hisvoice eager. "They start begging. Maybe they even cry.
That'swhen it's good, when they know it's coming.”

"Remind meto stay friendswith you," the second man said as he gripped Cranston'sfeet and
wa ked backward toward the stern of the fast-moving boat.

"Once, inthewar, | had agenera. He begged me. He couldn't stand up. He begged for along
time before | shoved him down under theice. | could see him down there trying to break out,
trying to find the opening I'd shoved him through. Y ou should have seen him kick, claw at that
ice. He lasted almost three minutes under there. | could see hisbody any time | wanted.”



"Too bad it's summer," the second man said, "no ice out here.”

"I guessthe water'll do. The Chief saysover, so over hegoes," Ivan said. "Them chainsll snk
him quick.”

The Chief said to toss him over, end Cranston and The Shadow, and Cranston had to decide
quickly. He could escape, try to capture or kill the men on the boat. It would be smple. But if he
did that he would have the men and the boat and nothing more. He did not know where they
were going. To capture the men and the boat would make the rest run, perhaps vanish, until they
could start again somewhere else. The organization would still exist. The presses and the hidden
operation would Hill exist. To take this boat would not be good enough.

He must let them throw him overboard.

Once over he would not be able to reach the boat again to hang on and be carried to their
headquarters, the boat was moving much too fast. But Cranston could swim to any land he could
see, and land wasin Sght ahead. It would be along swim, but Cranston and The Shadow would
be dead to them, and that was an advantage he would use. Secure, they would continue their
operationsin imagined safety-- until The Shadow returned to stop them. There was no other
course, hewould be thrown overboard and would sink to his death in their eyes. He prepared his
muscles and his mind for the task ahead of him now. It would not be smple. To escape would be
simple, but he could not rise too soon and be seen by them, and he could not sink too far or even
The Shadow would never rise again.
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Hefédt hisbody being lifted to therail, the sound of the powerful propellers directly beneath

him.

"Throw him clear of the propdlers,” Ivan said. "It takeslonger to drown, | don't want him

killed quick by the props.”

"Y ou think of everything," the second man said.

"It'sashamewewon't seehim,” Ivan said.

Then hewasraised up and hurled into the air. His body plummeted down. He did not move

until he struck the water and went unde.

He sank. Down and down under the dark sea. Using his shallow breathing technique learned

in the Orient, Cranston 1e4 hisbody sink. The ropes were soon off, and the manacles. He sank
now more dowly. Hismind timing his descent, he waited. The water was growing black. Above,
only the -faintest light showed at the distant surface. He waited. At last al was black. Without
looking down, aware of the danger of the "rapture of the degp” that even The Shadow was not
immuneto, heturned at last for the surface.

Hislungs breethed the hoarded air in his mouth, needing little under the technique of the

shdlow breathing. He surged upward. Slowly the sea became lighter. Then there was no more air
for even the shalow breathing. He surged upward. Had he miscal culated? The surface seemed so
far away and there was no more air. Now he battled the same as any man, his advantage gone.
The bright sun of the surface mocked him far above. His powerful muscles strained. Upward. . .
upward. . . Lungsat the point of bursting. Hisvision blurring, growing darker. Battled on and
up...up...

Lamont Cranston burst out into the rising sunlight.

For an instant he gasped for breath.

Then, revived, he sank back until only his eyes protruded from the water. He saw the PT-boat
moving very fast away and far ahead. Too far to have seen him come up. But he knew he had not
stayed down a second too long. Far ahead, on the fantail of the PT-boat, the giant figure of the
sadigtic Ivan till stood and stared back toward where Cranston had, supposedly, sunk to his
death. But it wastoo far now for Ivan to see histiny head bobbing just above the surface of the



rolling sea. Cranston turned on his stomach and began to swim. Theland was alow grey cloud
on the horizon.

An hour later, the PT-boat long gone, Cranston swam on toward the land that was visible now
as high and colored clay dliffs. The cliffs were white and red and black. On top of the cliffsthere
was asquat lighthouse. A line of surf broke far off on the beach, and behind the surf and the
cliffstheland was green and wooded. Marthas Vineyard. Cranston knew the colored cliffs of
Gay Head, and, off to hisright, the deserted idand of No Man's Land. Land was not far now, no
more than afew miles, and he struck out with increased strength, his powerful stroke pulling him
on.

Thefirgt shark was no more than ablack fin cutting the heavy swell of the seathat was blue
inthemorning sun.

The shark circled once, twice, and then came straight toward the swimming Lamont Cranston.
A tiger shark.

Crangton dove, and the clasp knife of the giant Ivan wasin his hand. Benegth the surface he
turned to face the attack of the maneater. The shark waslarge, itsfaint tiger stripesclear onits
gde. Crangton waited. The shark came half on its Side, the rows of razor teeth glinting in the
muted light benegth the surface asit attacked with its great mouth open, dashing toward him. All
his muscles strained, Cranston evaded the rush. The shark was past him, turning. Half past him,
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the deadly tail coming closer. Cranston grappled and plunged the clasp knifeinto the savage
attacker.

Evading the dashing teeth and the whipping power of the shark'stail, he clung to the mongter,
his clagp knife plunging over and over. Therough skintore at hishands, at his clothes. The sea
was red with the blood of the shark. He dashed and cut with the strong clasp knife. Blood
everywhere, it was hard to see, and soon he had to surface to breathe. Grimly he clung to the
wounded giant of the sea.

Then the shark was gone, its blood leaving atrail acrossthe blue water in the sun.

Cranston, on the surface again, swam on. The baitle had sapped his strength and now the

idand ahead seemed far away. The barren shore of No Man's Land was closer. Heturned his
direction toward No Man's Land. Then he saw the other sharks.

Behind him thefins cut the water like the black scythes of death. The water boiled red where
they tore at the bloody body of their wounded brother. But al did not stop, and they would soon
devour the remains of the wounded first attacker.

Cranston held hisclasp knife.

But there were too many thistime.

Hecircled dowly in the water, his eyesriveted on the finsthat moved closer.

The boat was amost on him before he knew it was there, so deep had been his concentration
on the imminent attack of the shark horde. The boat |oomed up on the heavy swell, closeto him.
Men shouted from the deck. The dory, dragged aways behind the boat that was a Menemsha
lobster boat, bobbed on the water amost on top of Cranston. He swam as fast as he could for the
dory.

Faces |eaned over and hands reach out to pull him from the seaand the rush of the sharks. In
the boat he lay on the boards and the men smiled down at him.

13



"PRETTY CLOSE that," the man said.

Crangton sat in the living room of the smal shack. Through the window the hot sun beat

down on the sheltered water of Menemsha Pond. Between the shack and the water of Menemsha
Pond the nets and lobster pots hung from polesin alittered yard and dried in the heat of the day.
The living room of the shack was bare and austere, but with a certain rough comfort. The man
who sat facing Cranston and smoking a pipe still wore his rubber boots and the heavy swester he
had worn at seawhen he had pulled Cranston from the water.

"Very close" Crangton said. "There were too many.”

"Because you killed that one. That took some doing, en?' theman said. "Y ou're at homein

the sea. What were you doing out there, Mr. ... 7"

"Crangon. I. . . | fel from aboat."

The stocky, thick-set man raised one bushy eyebrow. His weatherbeaten face seemed to smile
with akind of smpletolerance.

"Fel?Well, | expect you'l tell meif you want me to know, eh? Lucky for you we happened
dong."

"You're alobsterman?’
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"Aye, | am," the socky man said sucking on hispipe. "The nameis Sulu, my friendscall me
Sulu. Sulu SeaCam 11, that's my name. We might aswell get that out of the way now, eh?’
Crangton smiled. "Sulu Sea?!

"The Third don't forget. Everyone wantsto know where| got such aname,” the man said.
"Well, my greatgrandfather was awhaler, captain of his own shop out of Edgartown. His son,
my grandfather, was born on avoyage in the Sulu Sea, so the old man named the boy Sulu Sea
Cam. Thefirst Sulu Sea, my grandfather, was captain of awhaler, too. Around these partswe
like things the same, against change, eh? So here | am, Sulu Seathe Third, not awhaler now but
just alobsterman.”

"But till aman of the sea, Mr. Cdm," Cranston said.

"Aye, perhaps | don't disgrace the old name at that,” Sulu Cam said. "A lobster's smaler than
awhale, and we catch them differently, but therésvauein alobster too."

"I would rather eat alobster than awhae," Cranston said.

Sum Cam laughed. "Aye, you've got apoint there." The stocky man's eyes sparkled. "So you
fell from aboat, en? Well now, what were you coming up here for anyway? Vacation? That'sthe
red business of theidand now. Our fatherswould turn in their watery graves, en?”

Cranston hesitated. He liked this stocky man with the strange yet fitting name. But The
Shadow could never betoo careful. Still, he could use the help of aman who knew Marthas
Vineyard well. A part of the truth would perhaps not be too dangerousin case this Sulu Sea
Cam the Third was not what he seemed.

"Actudly, I'm looking for some people,” Cranston said dowly. "They appear to be connected
with The Coffin Pressin Edgartown.”

Sulu Cam shook his head. "Asfar as| know old Gideon runsthe pressall to himself. Never
knew him to have anyone ese work with him."

"Gideon Coffin?" Cranston asked.

"Aye, one of the last of the old Coffin family of theidand. There are still some over to
Nantucket, but not many left here, Whalers and merchant captains they were, the lot of them.
Even old Gideon had atouch of the salt spray on hisface when hewas aboy, but it didn't suit
him. He's been sitting in that big house for nigh on to fifty years now."

"Heliveshere on theidand?' Cranston asked.

"On Chappaquidick Idand, that's over in Edgartown Harbor, at the other end of the idand



from Menemsha here. It'sawhale of ahouse, amongter. It faces on the outer harbor at
Edgartown, but it's high enough for a person on the widow's walk to ook out over the seato the
south. Old Isaac Coffin himsalf built the place over ahundred years ago when Edgartown was
gtill awhaling port and you wanted a house could look out to sea. Not many built houses that
big, they were hard to heet, but the Coffins aways did goc d making money."

"What about The Coffin Press?'

Sulu Cam laughed. "Alwaysrich and dwayslooney, that's the Coffins, Cranston. With old
Gideon it was'art," hewent crazy for art. At first he bought paintings, then hetried to start a
museum up here, and finaly he started The Coffin Press. Writesalot of his pamphlets himsef, |
hear. Darned if | know' if they're any good. It'sa sort of hobby, | guess, printing up all those
leaflets, booklets, even books. Guess he doesn't have much elseto do al donein that big house.”
Crangton's hooded eyes narrowed in hisimpassive face. A rich eccentric living in alarge
mansion on an idand directly on aharbor, and who owned a printing company he operated aone
asfar asanyone knew.

"Then helivesadone? No family at al?' Cranston asked.
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"None," Sulu Cam said. "He never married. His brother Ephram married, had one kid before
the seagot him. Old Gideon doted on the nephew, but the boy went and married all wrong and
they sort of split. Thereisagrandniece, Peneope Drake, who visits him sometimes, but | don't
think they get dong sowell."

There it was, the connection Cranston had been looking for. Penelope Drake, Hubert Adrian's
assistant, was Gideon Coffin's grandniece! That was how the Adrian Galery and The Coffin
Press had probably gotten together.

"What do you know about anyone named Adrian?' Cranston asked the stocky lobsterman.
Sulu scratched his chin with the stem of his pipe and seemed to think.

"Wl | heard old Gideon has a connection with agallery down New Y ork way, | think it was
something like Adrian Gallery. Cometo think of it, I've seen that name, Adrian, in the paper
sometimes. Listed asvigiting old Gideon. Up thisway avisit passes as news for the paper, eh?"
What better heedquartersfor a counterfeit gang? An old mansion, very large and with aview
out to sea, on avacation idand where people came and went constantly. Comings and goings
would he unnoticed. The PT-boat could ddliver dmaost unseen. Boats were so common up here.
The Coffin Press a perfectly legitimate cover for congtant shipmentsto the Adrian Gdlery. The
phony bills could be shipped through the Adrian Gdlery in the boxes, or directly from The
Vineyard under the Adrian label. Asafina touch the old Coffin was a known eccentric and had
agrandniece who worked in an art gdlery-- The Adrian Gdlery. Almost anything that happened
would not arouse suspicion!

Cranston stood up. "When aman savesyour life, thereisn't any proper way to thank him, Mr.
Cam, but you have my thanks."

"Cal me Sulu, Crangton,” the lobsterman said.

"All right, Sulu, and | wish | could tell you more of why | am here, but it could be dangerous
for you. You've been agreat help, and it'spossible I'll need aboat later.”

"Cadl on me, en? figure you're agood man, and you've got some kind of trouble. A man like
you don't go swimming out that far for fun, en? After dl, | got an investment in your life, en?"
Cranston smiled. "Y ou certainly do. If | need your help, I will explain the entire maiter. Until
then, | need one more thing, your telephone.”

"New Y ork call? Get the Fmouth operator,” the stocky man said.

Sulu Cam sauntered from the shack then, discreetly leaving Cranston alone to make his call.



Cranston got the Falmouth operator and through to New Y ork. Margo's voi ce was agitated on the
other end of the line when the beautiful agent of The Shadow answered and heard who was
cdling.

"Lamont! Where are you? Weve been worried to death!”

"I'madll right, Margo, and so is The Shadow, although we are both presumed dead,” Cranston
sadgrimly.

The wedthy socidite explained the dmogt fatal occurrences of the previous night and

morning, leaving out only the battle with the sharks. There was no point in larming Margo with
aclose brush with death that had not harmed him in the end. But he mentioned his new-found
friend, Sulu SeaCadm 111, and what the Vineyard man had told him of Gideon Coffin.

"The Drake girl ishisgrandniece?' Margo said. "Do you think sheis part of the gang,

Lamont, or smply adupe?’

"l don't know, Margo. That is something we must find out. In the meantime, Cranston must
remain dead. Hereiswhat | want you to do. Come up here a once, you can get a plane and be
herein afew hours. Cal first and reserve two rooms at The Harborside Inn in Edgartown for
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Henry Arnaud and his secretary. For now, Margo, you will be Arnaud's secretary, Ellen Morgan,
onceagain."

"I haven't been Ellen for sometime, Lamont, and you haven't been Henry Arnaud. Whereis
Arnaud supposed to be now?"

"At the moment Arnaud ison alengthy businesstrip in Brazil, acoffee deal. Hetook Ellen

with him, of course.”

Crangton went on to explain in detail the supposed recent activities of the business man and
financier, Henry Arnaud. Arnaud was, in redity, only another of the dter-egos of The Shadow.
The businessman was a persondity The Shadow used when Cranston could not be used for some
reason, such asthe present supposed death, and when a business matter wasinvolved. Cranston
had abusiness dedl in mind as a cover for The Shadow's next investigation.

"When you have reserved the rooms, Margo," Cranston explained, "cal Gideon Coffin and
arrange amesting between him and Arnaud to discuss abusiness deal. Arnaud wantsto buy
someland on the Vineyard for ahotd. A multi-million dollar project. He hastheland, 1 learned
that from Sulu here.”

"I will, Lamont,” Margo said.

"Good. Bring my makeup kit, and another set of the clothes of The Shadow. Also any reports
Burbank might have."

"Yes, Lamont."

"I will meet you herein Menemsha. Take ataxi from the airport to Menemsha. Leave the taxi
and walk out onto the lobster boat docks. Sulu will find you and bring you to me. | cannot risk
being seen, and in the meantime | must familiarize mysdlf with the business affairs of Gideon
Coffin so Arnaud will be convincing.”

"Inafew hoursthen, Lamont,” Margo said as she hung up.

Alonein the shack, Lamont Crangton sat for atime in thought. Then he stood up abruptly and
went to the door to call Sulu Cam. In the shack again, Sulaexplained in detail the problems and
advantages of ahotd on the Coffin land in Menemsha.

Some hours | ater, the sun hafway down the afternoon sky above the high hillsthat bordered
Menemsha Pond, ataxi pulled up behind the wooden dock of the lobster boats. The woman who
stepped out carrying alarge suitcase was rather plump and appeared shorter than she was. Her
red hair gleamed in the sun above her prescription sunglasses. Her pretty face, atriflethick inthe
nose, looked about her asif enjoying the quaint atmosphere of the fishing village of Menemsha



A stocky lobsterman walked casually past her. No one could have seen the lobsterman speak.
"Miss Morgan, follow behind me, not too close he said," Sulu Cam whispered as he passed.
Margo, or Ellen Morgan as she was now, picked up her suitcase and seemed to walk

amlessy aong the dock in the same direction as the lobsterman. The man turned and crossed
theroad to aline of small cottages. He paused there to light hs pipe. The red-headed woman aso
crossed the road to a point near the stocky man. Ellen Morgan followed him until both were sure
they had not been observed. Then the two walked rapidly and together to a small shack that was
Sulu Cam'shome.

"Comein, Margo," Cranston said.

In her disguise as Ellen Morgan the beautiful private secretary of Lamont Cranston entered

the shack. Sulu Calm remained outside casually smoking his pipein the fine afternoon summer
sun, but actually he was watching al approaches to the shack. Cranston took the suitcase and
opened it. While he removed the clothes, Arnaud's clothes and the black garb of The Shadow,
Margo reported.
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"The Adrian Gallery istemporarily closed, Lamont. Shrevvy reported that. The Turk, Turhan
Kemd, is4till in New York, hisvisaisnot yet up, but the others from the gallery seem to have
vanished."

"I think we will find them. But Keme has not returned to Turkey? | wonder what heis

waiting for?'

"The Far East Export Company seems legitimate, but it has extens ve connections with Hong
Kong and Tokyo. Latdly, its shipments from Hong Kong have become much smaler. However,
the company hasincreased its contact with Korea, and recently had some dealingswith
Afghanigtan. Asfar as Burbank can determine, it has never traded with Europe.”

Dressed now in the clothes of Henry Arnaud, Cranston bid the new Shadow garb insde the
secret pockets of the innocent dark blue tropical suit Arnaud favored. Arnaud was amuch less
conservative dresser than Cranston, and the blue suit had a very modern cut of South American
gyleasif bought in Brazil.

"Afghanistan?| wonder, Margo. Our friend Lambert must have appeared from somewhere,”
Cranston mused. "Go on, Margo.”

"Theinvestigation of men named Wolf led Burbank to only one possibility. Therewasno

Woalf, Wolfram or Wolfgang or any other possibility listed as aknown counterfeiter or associate
of counterfeit rings. However, during the war British Intelligence did report once that aman
named Wolfgang Grobut was thought to be involved in some counterfeiting work for the
Gestgpo. The British thought that Grobut may have been making false Allied currency for the
Nazis. No proof was ever found. Checking further, Burbank found that a Wolfgang Grobut had
been awd|-known young engraver connected to the Bauhaus group many years before the war.
However, this Grobut supposedly died inthewar."

Cranston stopped with his specia makeup kit open on the table before him. Hisimpassive

face seemed deep in thought as he considered Margo's last Statements.

"Some ends begin to tie up, Margo. A man who worked on false money for the Gestapo

would probably befirst rate, and would be unknown to most police forces, perhapsto al. If
Grobut is not dead, he could be the unknown but excellent engraver working with the gang.
What about Kolchov?'

"Nothing, Lamont,” Margo said. "Thereisno record of aKolchov in any policefile, or in our
files"

Cranston nodded. "That does not surprise me. If thereis such aperson, the nameis certainly a



code name. Very good, Margo, and now | think it istime for Henry Arnaud to appear and keep
his appointment.”

Lamont Cranston bent over his specia makeup case. The smal mirror propped up on the

table, he went to work. Henry Arnaud was atdler man than Lamont Cranston or The Shadow.
Now he put the specia built-up shoes onto hisfeet. This done he turned to hisface. In amatter of
seconds, with specid putty and secret fluid from a hypodermic injected benesth the skin, the
broken and broad nose of Henry Arnaud appeared. The nose was the result of Arnaud's early
boxing career, and was well known to the world.

A specia bridge, designed to stretch the amazingly eastic jaw muscles of The Shadow,

seemed to eongate the face and hollow the cheeks, producing the well-known gaunt face of
Henry Arnaud. Invisible tape at the corner of the left eye made the eye droop downward-- the
result of another boxing injury. Ingtant dye, of The Shadow's own formula, turned Cranston's
greying blond hair into the amost white hair of Arnaud. Findly, clenching hisfist, and

narrowing hisleft hand with the plasticity of bone and sinew learned from hisyears of yoga, he
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dipped on the ugly artificia hand, the reported result of losing hisleft hand in an automobile
accident twenty years ago.

Henry Arnaud stood in the shack and turned to face his red-headed secretary, Ellen Morgan.

A tall, gaunt-faced man with a broken nose, adrooping left eye, dmost snow-white hair, and

the ugly meta hooks of hisartificid hand. Hissmdl, shrewd eyesreveded aclever cunning, the
ghrewdness that had made him such afeared man in abusinessdedl. The eyes so different from
the quiet and hooded eyes of Lamont Cranston. His face, as he looked at his secretary, was cold
and impersonal. Henry Arnaud was known as a hard man of business, made cold and ruthless by
the tragic accident that had cost him hishand. A strong and silent man who lived for business
and had few personal friends. When he spoke, his voice was gruff and harsh, without atrace of
the dow warmth of Lamont Cranston.

"Shall we get to work, Ellen?' Henry Arnaud said.

"Yesdr," Ellen Morgan said. The plump, red-haired girl immediately assuming the naturd

manner of Ellen Morgan, even as Arnaud immediately and automatically assumed his proper
personality the moment the physicd transformation had taken place.

"l haverented acar,” Arnaud said crisply, "you will drive asusud. | believe Mr. Gideon

Coffin expectsmein an hour."

Sulu Cam, smoking his pipe, showed no surprise when Henry Arnaud walked from the shack
Lamont Cranston had gone into such ashort time before. The stocky lobsterman merely nodded,
and indicated that he would be waiting to hear from his mysterious guest if he were needed.
Arnaud strode to the rented car without more than glancing at Sulu. Arnaud was not aman who
wasted time on the amenities. In the car, Ellen Morgan took the whed and they drove off south
and then east toward Edgartown at the other end of theidand.

"Very wel," Arnaud said crisply, "let us consder what we know so far. The Adrian Gallery is
afront for the counterfeit ring. The money is shipped insde the boxes of paintings. Thereis

some gpparent connection to The Coffin Press owned by this eccentric Gideon Coffin. Penelope
Drake, assstant to Hubert Adrian, isthe grandniece of this Gideon Coffin. A man named Wolf
was known to MorrisKitt, and a certain Wolfgang Grobut may have been a counterfeiter for the
Nazi Government during the war but is presumed dead.

"Another person, named only Kolchov, gppearsto be involved: identity unknown, occupation
unknown, connection to the gang aso unknown. But Kolchov was known to men named
Lambert and Dimitri, the man Dimitri now murdered. Lambert and Dimitri are, gpparently, in
pursuit of the counterfeiters aso. Lambert and Dimitri were somehow connected to The Far East



Export Company whose activities center around countries with connections to the Communist
world, notably recent dedlings with Afghanistan. Y ou noted, Ellen, that Far East haslessened its
dedlings with Hong Kong, which tends to indicate that the company's connections are more with
the Soviet than with Red China."

"Yesdr," Ellen Morgan sad.

"Good," Arnaud snapped.

The gaunt businessman took out along, dender cigar. The expensive Mexican cigars were
Arnaud's only vice. Drinking, he always said, lessened aman's alertness, reduced his efficiency,
and harmed sharp business dealing. The cigar dight, clamped between Arnaud's strong teeth, the
bus nessman's shrewd eyes became coldly speculative.

"Now the questions. One: Where isthe money printed? The answer, | should say, ishereon
thisidand. Two: Is Penelope Drake a dupe of the gang, or amember? And if sheisamember, or
adupe, from which end doesit come? That is, did the Drake girl bring her great-uncle Gideon
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Coffinto help Hubert Adrian, or did she bring Adrian to help Coffin? This question also involves
the third question: is Adrian the leader, or Coffin? Or are neither of them the leader? Isthe
mysterious Kolchov the leader, and who is Kolchov? Or perhaps Wolfgang Grobut is the leader
if heexigsand if heisnot dead.”

"Could Woalfgang Grobut and K olchov be the same?' Ellen Morgan said quietly.

"A good thought, Ellen. Yes| thought of that. Pedro Mingo, you recdll, was not sureif 'Wolf'
and the deadly person Kitt feared were not one and the same.”

"Y ou think the person Kitt feared was Kolchov?'

"l am beginning to think so, yes," Arnaud said sharply. "And that brings usto the last

question: who killed Kitt and Dimitri? It seemsthat Kolchov killed Dimitri, but did Kolchov dso
kill MorrisKitt? At the moment the exact role of Lambert and Dimitri in dl thisisstill not clear.
They appear to be against the gang, but appearances can be deceiving. And thereis nothing to
prove that the mysterious Kolchov isamember of the gang a al. That ring we found could
belong to anyone with theinitial 'K." and it could have been taken from Kolchov by the gang if it
ishisring."

"Asfor Kolchov killing Dimitri, | suppose someone could have been disguised as Kolchov,"
Ellen Morgan said, her voice dipping, for an ingtant, into the voice of Margo Lane. "Perhaps
Kolchov isredly somekind of policeman, and Lambert and Dimitri are the criminadl™

"That, too, is possible, perhaps probable. We have no more than Lambert'swords to prove
Kolchov exigs"

"Wehavealot of questions, Mr. Arnaud,”" Ellen Morgan said, carefully returning to her
impersonation.

"Perhaps Gideon Coffin, or that house of his, will supply afew answers." Henry Arnaud said
crisply.

The businessman lapsed into silence asthe car drove on aong the narrow macadam road with
the seadigtant to the right and the low inland foret to the eft. He smoked his cigar obliviousto
the beauties of the large idand. The car drove on toward Edgartown and Gideon Coffin.

14

EDGARTOWN isasmadl, picturesgue village of white New England houses built smal againgt the
hard wind and storms of winter. Once awhaing town, its harbor sheltering the greet fleet of tall,



thick whding ships, it isnow avillage of hotdl's, rooming houses, and the taverns of the tourigts.
Its smdll streets, once echoing to the tread of the hard-bitten whaling men, now ring with the
laughter of vacation.

Across the narrow neck of water that separates the inner harbor from the outer harbor of
Edgartown isthe smal idand of Chappaquiddick, connected to the mainidand only by atiny
open ferry operated by one man a along lever. It was by thisferry that Henry Arnaud and his
secretary, the supposed Ellen Morgan, reached Chappaquiddick and drove on dong the single
road to the giant house of Gideon Coffin.

The house was as Sulu Cam had described it: large, old, amonster on asmal hill that
overlooked both harbor and sea. A weed-grown drive led up to the columned entrance of the big
house. No one waited on the porch of the giant white house to greet Henry Arnaud arriving for
his appointment. Thiswas not overlooked by Arnaud. A man of Gideon Coffin'swedlth and age
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should have had servants to conduct expected guestsinto the house. There were no servantsto be
seen, the driveway was overgrown with weeds, the house itsalf in need of paint. Therewasan
abandoned qudlity to the house and grounds, an ominous sense of evil hidden behind the deserted
facade.

Therewasno sgn of life, and Arnaud parked his car before the door, Ellen Morgan stopping
the car directly before the entrance at Arnaud's order. The two got out of the car and walked up
the steps to the porch and acrossto the front door itself. There was no bell. Arnaud raised the
knocker and rapped imperioudy on the door. The sound echoed away inside the house. Arnaud
and Ellen Morgan waited. There was no response from insde the silent house. Impatient, but
wary, Arnaud rapped the knocker against the door again. Thistime, in the distance, there were
footsteps. Slow footsteps approaching the door. The door opened.

The old man stood there, bent, his feet encased in soft dippers, an old Navy peajacket too big
on his upper body. The old man blinked, nodded.

"Arnaud, yes? Comein, comein. Follow me. And be quiet, you hear? Be quiet.”

The old man turned without looking back to seeif Arnaud and Ellen Morgan were following,
and shuffled away through the long entrance ball. The old man continued through the hal, and
down to thefar end. There heturned, grinned wickedly, put hisgnarled old finger to hislips, and
opened adoor. Arnaud and Ellen Morgan entered the room. The old man closed the door and
scuttled quickly to adesk piled high with booklets and pamphlets. The entire room was amass of
booklets, pamphlets, papers, folders, al in great stacks. The old man sat at hisdesk likea
withered bird among the debris. He peered up a Arnaud.

"Y ou want to buy my land? Y es?' the old man said, his voice thin and reedy.

"I do, Mr. Coffin," Arnaud said, redlizing that this old bag of bones was Gideon Coffin

himsdlf. "I pay afar price, but | won't be swindled.”

"Fair price, fair price," the old man cackled like some giant parrot in ablue peajacket.

Arnaud looked a Ellen Morgan. The woman was staring at the apparently senile old man.
Arnaud looked back at Coffin.

"Very wel, Mr. Coffin, what | want is about fifty acres of your land in Menemsha. | want to
build ahotel, aluxury hotel such asthisidand has never seen. Thereisonly one hotdl at
Menemsha, and that isasmall one. What | propose will triple the value of your remaining land.”
"Triple?' the old man cackled, and then his eyes grew clever. "Hotd at Menemsha, not a bad
idea, young fellow. Thought of it mysdlf, long time ago. Too old, too busy. Y ou know about art?
That'sthething, art! Never faillsaman, art. Hope of theworld, only thing that tells the truth. All
therestislying! Politics, history, systems, business, dl lying, dl nothing. Art, that's the hope.”

"I have heard of your work with The Coffin Press," Arnaud said casualy. "I hear you do good



work."

"Heard? Y ou heard of me? A-h, that'sthe hope, yes! All art, | print things about it al. Great
work. Y ou know art? Wonderful! What period do you work in?"

"| rather like native work," Arnaud said. ""Pre-Columbian especidly.”

The old man blinked. "Pre-Columbian? Strange, there was another man only recently, yes. |
liked him, very nicefdlow, afanatic on Pre-Columbian. Hel ped me update a pamphlet of mine,
yes. Took it with him, I'm sure. Did some work here, don't know where he went. Strange, |
forgot hewas gone."
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The old man babbled. Arnaud listened carefully. The old man must be talking about Morris
Kitt! Old Coffin had known Kitt. Then thiswas where Kitt had been since prison, and this had to
be where the printing presses were! If he could get Coffin to tell more about Kitt, he could. . .
His keen ears heard the faint sound, alight click behind him. A door had opened. Someone
had come into the littered room. Arnaud stepped toward old Gideon Coffin.

"So you agree, fifty acres of your best land at Menemsha? My secretary here, Miss Morgan,
has the papers to show you the exact location | need. | . ."

Thevoicewas only too familiar. "Mr. Coffinisnot interested in sdling hisland.”

Arnaud turned angrily. He showed no recognition of the man behind him: Hubert Adrian.
"Who the devil areyou!" Arnaud said testily, hisvoice hard and cold as suited the sharp
businessman hewas.

Adrian, in turn, gave no Sgn of having recognized Henry Arnaud. The elegant gdlery owner
clearly did not know Arnaud, and did not discern either Lamont Cranston or The Shadow in the
gaunt features of the tal businessman. Adrian was not aone, behind him stood the giant Ivan
leaning casudly against awall, and stepping to Adrian's Sde now was his assistant, Penelope
Drake.

"It does not matter who | am," Adrian said, "Mr. Coffin does not Want to sdll to you."

"l don't dedl with underlings” Arnaud snapped. He waved the ugly meta hooks of his
artificid hand. "Now get out of herel”

"Youlisgentome, Mr. .. ?" Adrian began.

"Arnaud, Henry Arnaud. And | assureyou | get what | want!”

Penel ope Drake stepped out. "Henry Arnaud? The financier?

"l see you know me, young lady,” Arnaud snapped. " Perhaps, then, you would be good
enough to tell thisfool to not interferein my affairs™

The Drake girl smiled. "Mr. Arnaud isavery famous man, Mr. Adrian. They say he never
dedlsin lessthan amillion dollars, and they say heisruthless, Are you ruthless, Mr. Arnaud? Do
you aways get your way no matter how much it cosgts?!

"Generdly, young woman," Arnaud said coldly.

"I think | admirethat,” Penelope Drake said. "But thistime | realy am afraid you won't get
what you want. Uncleisreally not able to ded in business, are you Uncle?’

The old man seemed to wither even smaller. His voice was awhisper as he stared acrossthe
room at the giant Ivan who till leaned sllently againgt thewall.

"No," the old man whispered.

"I'm sorry," Penelope Drake said, "but Mr. Adrian isquite right to interfere, | brought him to
help my poor uncle. He only actsin Uncles best interest.”

"l dowhat | can," Hubert Adrian said smoothly. "Now, if you please, Mr. Arnaud?'

Arnaud watched the old man. "A smple dedl, Mr. Coffin. Say theword and | can handle



these people.”

The old man shook. "No...no...no..
Arnaud nodded. "Very well. Come, Ellen, we can do no more here. We are wasting my time."
Arnaud strode from the room past the impassive Ivan. Ellen Morgan followed him down the
long hail and out the front door to the rented car. She got in and drove away down the weed-
grown driveway and back onto the highway. Theinstant the car was out of sght from the house,
Arnaud spoke.

"Stop here, Margo!"
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It was the voice of The Shadow. The car stopped. A few moments later the shrouded black
shape of The Shadow glided from the car and vanished into the heavy underbrush. The sun besat
down now in late afternoon, but in the underbrush there was no trace of movement. The Shadow
had vanished.

Old Gideon Coffin gill sat in the room that was littered with stacks of books and pamphlets.
Someone had drawn the curtains across the windows, and the musty room was in semidarkness
as the old man sat and stared into space. Old Coffin seemed to hardly breathe.

"Y ou are frightened, Gideon Coffin!"

The eerie voicefilled the large room, floated above the stacks of booklets on the hot summer
afternoon air. The old man jerked his head up, Stared.

"Who'sthere?"

The Shadow laughed his cold laugh.

"Where areyou?"'

The senile cackle was gone. The reedy eccentricity of the voice had vanished. The Shadow
watched the old man from the dark part of the room, his black figure blending into the shadows
of the stacks of booklets. The old man was not senile! And, then, the old man himself redlized
what he had done.

"Hee! Hee!" the old man cackled suddenly. "Another of your games, yes! Where are you?|
like games, yes. . . games!"

There was movement in the dim room and from the gloom the figure of The Shadow rose up
before Gideon Coffin. The piercing eyes burned from beneath the wide brim of the douch hat.
The hawk nose jutted like aknife toward the old man. In the glow of thefire-opa girasol the face
of The Shadow was etched in deep blood red, the great black cloak spreading and fading into the
dimness

"Stop it, Gideon Coffin, you are not senile! Y ou do not need to fear me, | am not one of

them!”

Gideon Coffin stared upward at the giant apparition towering above him. "Who are you

then?'

"They call me The Shadow, and | fight dl evil, Gideon Coffin. | avenge crimesand murders.

| am hereto help you. They are evil men who hold you captive herel™

The old man looked down. "Go away! Get out!"

"Y ou protect evil men, Gideon Coffin?'

The old man stared down at his desk, his head never moving.

"There areno men here" Coffin said.

The sharp eyes of The Shadow watched the bent head of the old man. His gaze bored into the
defenseless neck, but Coffin did not move or raise hiseyes.

"I know nothing, | want no part, | wash my hands. Thereisno one herel” Coffin saidin alow,
flat voice.



"Hubert Adrian isnot here?' The Shadow demanded.

"No, | don't know Hubert Adrian. | want to be left done! | have my work. | see nothing, |

know nathing!"

The old man looked up now. His eyeswereflat, glazed. He stared at the shrouded black

figure of The Shadow, at the hawk face glowing in the light of the fire-opa girasol. Hisface was
hard, expressionless, like the face of a statue, it had once belonged to aman, but now belonged to
something frozen stone face that had once been dive, but was dead, that lived, and breathed, but
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neither saw nor felt. The Shadow had seen such facesin the war, and before the war. The faces
of men in Germany, in Hungary and Rumania, men who would not feel or see or know because
if they saw or felt or knew they would have to act, and to act wasto risk injury, hardship, even
desth. Dead men who till walked and caused great evil in the world. Men who washed their
hands.

"I know nothing. Leave me aone. They are my guests, her guests, and nothing more!™ Coffin
cried.

"Kolchov isnot here?' The Shadow said in hischilling voice.

The old man blinked, stared for along minute, and then his head turned down again. Gideon
Coffin stared at the top of hisown littered desk. His voice, when it came again, waslow and a
bare croaking whisper.

"I lived too long. Why should | have known?1 did not want to know! No! | don't know! | will
not know!"

"Y ou fear Kolchov, and yet you will protect Kolchov?'

'Fear? Y es, fear. Fear Kolchov. To know Kolchov isto be afraid, very afraid, too afraid!
Kolchov! That isfear itsdf!"

'Who is Kolchov, Gideon Coffin!" The Shadow demanded, hiseyes burning like flamesin the
dim room. Histowering black figure moving closer to hang above the bent head of the old man.
The old man began to shake, hiswholefrall body in the peajacket beginning to shiver. Then
the old man began to moan, very low, very softly.

"Art isnothing,” the old man said. "Art will save nothing. Who will see, ligen? The beasts

will triumph. Art will die, end, do nothing. . ."

The old man moaned, began to hum, rocking and shivering where he sat behind the strewn
desk in the dim room. The Shadow peered down from beneath the wide brim of hisdouch hat.
The old man had gone into atrance, detached from redlity, unaware that he was moaning or
humming. And The Shadow redlized that sometimes the old man was senile and sometimes as
dert asanyone, amatter of moments, dipping in and out of his detached trance, the senility
sometimes real and sometimes faked to give him aplace to hide. And even The Shadow would
get no more from Gideon Coffin today. He lft the old man still moaning and humming to
himsalf as hisfragile body rocked back and forth behind the desk.

The afternoon sun low now outside the silent old house, The Shadow glided dong the
corridors and through the vast rooms in search of the presses of The Coffin Press. Hefound
nothing in the rooms on thefirst floor. The second and third floors of the big house were unlikely
places for printing presses. The Shadow found the entrance to the cellar and plunged cautious
and slent down into the depths of the giant house. In the second room he found the presses.
Theroom was small and well appointed. The presses, two smal units, gleamed in the

dimness. The only light came through asingle smal window set high a ground level. There
were cabinets of type, asmall linotype machine, stonesfor lockup, and skids of paper. it wasa
fine and complete print shop, mostly old but in excellent condition. Gideon Coffin had bought



fine equipment for hiswork inthefield of art. It was agood print shop-- but it was not a
counterfeiting shop.

In the cool of the cellar The Shadow studied the printing equipment. The paper was not
banknote paper. The presses were not color presses, they could be used only for the printing of
black and white materias such as booklets. There was not atrace of colored ink anywhere. No,
this was not where the bogus money was printed. The Shadow continued his search of the silent
cdlar.
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Hefound nothing else, not asign of other presses, no paper, no trace of ink. The floor of the
cdlar was solid, there were no rooms hidden below. The walls were solid.

The presseswere not in the cdllar.

Backtracking cautioudy up the sairs. The Avenger searched the second and third floors. He
found nothing. No presses, no paper, no bogus money. And no people. The giant house was
empty, deserted, except for the old man rocking in hislittered study on the first floor.

Where had they dl gone? Where were they? From the top floor, the last light of the afternoon
bright over Chappaguiddick idand, the harbor and sea around it, The Shadow let his keen and
piercing eyes search the entire landscape from horizon to horizon. There were small boats on the
harbor and at sea. Sails moved acrossthe water. A few last svimmers swam at the edge of the
surf. But asfar as he could see, The Shadow saw no houses close by, and nothing at al
suspicious or unusud. No piersfor loading or unloading. No roads that vanished into the woods.
No sgn of any activity other than that of anorma residential and vacation area.

The eyes of The Avenger darkened in anger. Perhaps a closer search of the areawould reved
what was hidden from the upper floor of the big house. But the presses must be close, the vision
of The Shadow could not be surpassed on Earth, he would have seen any unusua signs, and an
operation as large as the counterfeit ring that could flood the world with bogus bills had to leave
sgns. Hewas sure that if the printing equipment were anywhere near the house he would see
signs from where he stood. And the presses had to be near the house. What other reason could
there be for the gang to take over Gideon Coffin, hishome and his press?

Y et The Shadow could detect nothing.

Puzzled, The Shadow turned from the window and glided down the silent stairs and through

the dim house toward where Margo, as Ellen Morgan, waited for the return of The Shadow.
Somehow, there was still much that The Shadow did not know. The presses and the plates had to
be somewhere very close. But he could not find them.

15

THE HARBORSIDE INN in Edgartown isacollection of small houses put together into one elegant
hotel, and a single large building on the water of the harbor that houses the bar, dance floor, and,
upstairs, the restaurant. A small, free form pool occupies the patiolike open court surrounded on
three sides by the hotel, and bordered on the fourth side by the docks and the harbor. At this
twilight hour of ahot summer day, the pool was closed, it's blue surface shimmering and
untouched in the light that came from under the surface. Holiday people passed the pool on their
way to drinks and dinner at the bar and restaurant.

A small gateleadsinto the patio-like grassed areawithout going through theinnitsdlf. The

gate is set between the building of the restaurant and bar, and thefirgt building of theinn itself,
and it was through this gate that Ellen Morgan and Henry Arnaud entered and walked quickly to
their rooms across the court and overlooking the blue-lighted poal. In hisroom, Henry Arnaud



paced back and forth, his gaunt face set in degp concentration. He smoked one of hislong,
expensive Mexican cigars.

"Itisimpossible, Ellen!” Arnaud said in his harsh voice. "Nothing could be hidden that well

from The Shadow, | know that. | would have seen something, some sign of an operation of that
size. Trucks must go in constantly, and yet there were no signs of trucks. Ink is used, paper,
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metd plates! All must be stored somewhere, and yet there is no building closeto that house,
Coffin ownstheland for amile!”

"Y ou're sure the houseis empty?' Ellen Morgan said. "Deserted aswell as empty of any
counterfeiting equipment. Where are they al? Not just Adrian and the others, but the workmen
they must have? Asfar as| could see nothing heavy ever moved in the area except boats being
taken down to the water and to the docks. | even thought of aship, but thereis no ship of any
size anywherein sight. Besides, a ship would be spotted by the loca people at once. I'm not sure
aship could even get in close enough to shore.™

"Y ou're sure old Gideon Coffinisn't in the gang?' Ellen asked in the silence that followed
Arnaud's last words.

"I'msure,” Arnaud said. "I'm sure he had no ideathat The Shadow was supposed to be dead.
If he isn't innocent, then heisthe world's greatest actor. | think he knows alot, but he has washed
his hands of it. Only thereis one strange thing, he seemsto find Kolchov particularly evil. Itis
now certain that thereisaKolchov, but | till cannot say just who or what Kolchov is.”

"That meansthe Drake girl must bein the gang,” Ellen Morgan said. " She must have brought
them to her grand-uncle."

"I'm afraid so, Ellen, and yet, she could have been forced.”

"Blackmail?"

"Itispossble" Arnaud said. "Still, she seemed to be close to Adrian this afternoon, and did
you notice the power she seemsto have over her uncle, old Coffin?

"That'snot surprising, isit? | mean, sheishisgrandniece." Arnaud chewed histhin and

elegant cigar. "'l supposeyoureright. And | think The Shadow will have to reveal himsdf again
to Adrian and the others. | must smoke them out, cause them to make amistake. Perhapsthe
sght of The Shadow risen from awatery grave will make them panic and reved themsdves.™
"That could be very dangerous,” Ellen Morgan said, her voice suddenly that of her red dif,
Margo Lane.

"I know," Arnaud said grimly. "I think we will dert the New Y ork Police and the Treasury
Agent Ragton. Later, after | have gone, you will call Commissioner Weston and have him send
Cardonaand Raston up here. Just tell him that Lamont Cranston thinks he has found the gang's
headquarters, and may bein danger.”

"I will," the red-headed woman said. "When will you go?*

"Inafew hours, when it isvery dark. | have asuspicion that darkness alone may bring them
out. Meanwhile, Henry Arnaud and his plump secretary might aswell enjoy some of the
Harborsde's fine seafood.”

"His plump secretary would be ddlighted, Mr. Arnaud,” the pseudo Ellen Morgan said in
Margo's voice.

Arnaud laughed, hislaugh very much like the chilling laugh of The Shadow in the now dark
night, the last wide purple band of light resting in the south above the sea.

A hdf an hour later, shaved and showered and wearing hiswell-cut dinner jacket, Henry
Arnaud, the great business. . man and financier, conducted his red-headed secretary acrossthe
grassed patio areg, past the blue-lighted pool, through the bar and up the wide stairsto the fine



restaurant of the Harborside Inn. The captain hurried forward, word having been whispered
through the hotdl that the famous Henry Arnaud was staying a The Harborsde.

"A table near the window, if you please, maitre,” Arnaud said crisply.

"Of course, Mr. Arnaud.” The captain bowed, leading the way to a corner table for two set
directly over the water of the harbor that still glimmered in thelast light of the summer day.
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The supposed businessman chatted easily and amiably with hisred-headed secretary asif he
did not have acarein the world. Anyone watching would have had no ideathat behind the gaunt
face the mind of The Shadow was preparing for anight of danger. Ellen Morgan matched the
nonchaant manner of her chief, Spping her gimlet with smiles and happy words. Arnaud, when
the menu was presented, both changed his mind and broke arule of hisown.

"Ah, | seethey have a Mouton' 53, Ellen. Wdll, | think we must change from our seafood to a
steak. Such awineis not to be neglected on avacation.”

"Y our friend Lamont Cranston would agree,” the disguised Margo said in alow voice.

Arnaud smiled, then quickly reassumed hisimperious and commanding manner. The waiter
took their order for two rarefilets, asparagus, and baked potatoes.

"And see that the Mouton Rothschild isnot treated like agallon of vino, my friend, itis not a
gdlon of vino. Carry it gently, openit gently, and | will pour it, understood?'

"Yesdr," thewaiter said.

"And find some larger glasses, these arefit for nothing more than orangejuice!™ Arnaud said
tedtily.

The waiter carried away the smdl wine glasses so commonly, and erroneoudly, considered
proper for wine. The waiter so carried away the story of Henry Arnaud's nasty and imperious
manner, afact that Arnaud made every effort to foster. Nothing helped adisguise as much as
acting the way you were reputed to act. People would remember Henry Arnaud, and never think
of Lamont Crangton, or Kent Allard, or, findly, the mysterious Shadow himsdlf whose mind
watched everything now as he planned hisforay this night against the most clever gang of
counterfeiters.

It waslessthan ahaf an hour later that Henry Arnaud had reason to be glad that he could not
be connected to Cranston or The Shadow. Before the last glass of wine was finished, Arnaud
happened to glance below at the lighted dock through the window. A man stood on the dock
looking casudly up &t the restaurant. The tall, dender man looked straight at Henry Arnaud, and
then his eyes passed on without recognition.

It was the pseudo art critic Jonathan Lambert.

Henry Arnaud did not look at his secretary as he spoke. "I think our little holiday dinner is

over, Margo."

"l saw him. Isit Lambert?" the disguised Margo said. She had not yet seen Lambert, but the
man below on the dock in the night fitted The Shadow's description of the mysterious man.
"Yes' Arnaud said, smiling asif he had just told ajoke. "He seems even more skilled than |
thought, he hasfollowed thetrail here. Perhaps he can save The Shadow much trouble tonight.
He may wdl know wherethe gang ishiding.”

"Y ou will follow him?" the plump red-headed woman asked.

"I will. Come, I'll pay and we had better hurry. Lambert isno fool, he will not wait for

trouble. He must be looking for someone here, or he would not have showed himsdlf. | will pay,
and wewill both walk casualy back to our rooms. Then you will contact Burbank and have him
aert Raston and Cardonato come up here.”

"Now?"

"Now," Arnaud said, till smiling asif their conversation were the most casud in the world.



The gaunt businessman stood up and hel ped his plump secretary to her feet. Together they
sauntered casudly across the restaurant and down the wide stairs. They went back through the
bar and across the grassed patio past the shimmering blue pool to their rooms. Then the red-
headed secretary found hersalf suddenly alone. Arnaud had vanished without a sound.
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A few moments later Jonathan Lambert, his observation of the dock area of The Harborside

Inn having, apparently, been usdless, left the area of the hotel through the small Sde gate. The
supposed art critic walked along the main street of Edgartown apparently inspecting the goods
offered in the many small shopsthat lined the street. Unseen behind Lambert, Henry Arnaud
trailed theair critic in hisdow progress up the street. Observing closdly, Arnaud soon redlized
that Lambert was not looking at the goods on display aong the narrow street, the critic was
watching the faces of the people. The dow procession of the two men continued aong the
bustling resort street, among men in gaudy jackets and women trim in tight dacks and shorts.
The pretty women displayed the curves of their tanned and hedlthy bodies, and the men who
watched the women ambled easily and happily in the summer night al unaware of the grim
chasethat was going on in their midgt.

Lambert's search was careful and thorough, missing neither shops nor bars. Arnaud followed.
From timeto time Lambert glanced a hiswatch. It was nearly ten o'clock when Lambert looked
a hiswatch once more, turned, and quickly waked from the bar-restaurant, The Shanty. Arnaud
followed. Lambert turned left from The Shanty and walked rapidly in the warm night toward the
municipa parking lot near the dock of The Harborside Inn. Arnaud redlized a once that Lambert
had an appointment and was walking to his car. Arnaud's car was parked two blocks away in
front of The Harborside Inn. But there was only one road out of Edgartown, and the night streets
of the resort village were so crowded with walkers that Lambert's progress would have to be
dow. Arnaud waited until he saw Lambert get into asmal blue convertible with aNew Y ork
license plate: NO 86005. Then the gaunt businessman hurried aong the streetsto his own car.
The singleroad out of Edgartown led to the north. The town had designed its one way Streets

so that dl traffic had to move dowly toward this single main road to leave thetown at al. At the
northern edge of the village there was afork in the highway. The right fork led to Oak Bluffs
along the water road. Theleft fork led to the other end of the idand through Chilmark and West
Tisbury to Menemshaand Gay Head. Arnaud had only to reach the fork before Lambert to be
sure of not losing the mysterious art critic. He reached the fork with two minutesto spare. The
small, blue convertible with the New Y ork license plate, NO 86005, arrived at the fork and
turned |eft toward the far end of theidand. Arnaud, waiting in the shadows of aside Street,
pulled out to follow. He drove as only he could, with hislights out, far enough back to be
unseen, but close enough to see the car ahead with hisnight vision.

The blue convertible drove only afew short blocks on the highway toward Menemsha. Then

it turned sharply left and began to move faster on the dark road that led only to the long South
Beach that bordered the open sea. The blue convertible raced through the night, its headlight
beams probing like long fingersinto the darkness. The long road was dark and deserted, few
houses lining its black length. Arnaud remained close and yet not too close to the blue
convertible. Lambert was driving very fast asif very familiar with the road, and Arnaud redlized
that the mysterious art critic had driven this road before. Soon the low dunesloomed ahead in the
night as the cars approached South Beach. To the right The Dunes Motdl blazed with light, but
aong the wide beach itsdlf al was dark.

Just before the road ended at the low dunes of sand and tough beach grass, the blue

convertible turned again. It entered a side road that parale ed the beach on this side of the dunes.



Dust flew up in the beams of the convertible's headlights. The road was adirt and sand road.
Arnaud turned into the side road behind Lambert. The blue car ahead continued on past the
lighted Dunes Motdl. Soon the motel was behind, and al around the night was pitch black and
without a moon. Arnaud dowed down, lagging farther behind. On this side road there were no
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other cars and even driving without lights on amoonless night he might be seen by Lambert in
the car ahead. He stopped and leaned out to listen. The dirt road did not lead on much farther, he,
too, being familiar with this part of theidand from previous vacation trips. For afew more
minutes he heard the motor of the car ahead. Then there was silence, and the headlights of the
blue convertible went out some five hundred yards ahead.

Arnaud got out of his car and moved cautioudy through the night. He skirted the road itself,
Lambert was not fool enough to meet someone without precautions being taken to prevent
anyone surprising him. He moved silently through the tough bushes and sharp beach grass until
he reached the parked and darkened blue convertible. The car was parked in the shadow of a
small beach shack. The shack was deserted and grey, one of the scattered shacks used mostly in
the spring and fall by the surf fishermen who came to battle the greet striped bassin the annudl
derby, or to fight cold and rain and heavy seasfor the glory of catching the great bass done.
Arnaud listened intently, but there was no sound of movement or talking insde the dark shack.
Helooked around and saw the narrow trail through the high beach grass. Thetrail led to ahigh
dune at the edge of the South Beach itsdlf. Arnaud tensed. On the top of the high dune aman
stood vaguely visiblein the dark night.

Arnaud could not be sure the figure was Lambert, but with his keen night vision, the dter-ego

of The Shadow could see that the figure was atall, dender man. The man appeared to be gazing
out to sea. The Shadow's gaunt ater-ego dipped aong the trail toward the dunes. Before he
neared the man on the dune, he moved off to the right, circled, and came up on the dune from the
right. Arnaud moved low and silently, his cautious figure invisible from the dune. Helay in the
sand and tough beach grass where he could observe the man on the dune and also have aclear
view out to seain the direction the shadowy figure on the dune was|ooking. On the high dune
the man, who was now clearly Jonathan Lambert to the keen eyes of The Shadow's businessman
identity, did not take his eyes from the ocean that broke lazily on the sand only afew feet avay
in the warm summer night. Lambert was holding something low and close to hissde that

Arnaud could not quite make out.

Time seemed to stand till in thewarm and silent night as Arnaud lay hidden on the sand.
Lambert never moved or took his gaze from the sea. To Arnaud, where the alter-ego of The
Shadow lay rigid in the sand, theticking of hiswatch seemed asloud as ahammer striking on
gtedl. Then Lambert moved. And Arnaud saw it.

Far out to seq, invisible from shore to any norma eyes, was alarge boat. Not aship, but a

very large boat like somekind of fishing boat. A large, sea-going trawler! It wasthe trawler
Lambert had been watching for. The mysterious pseudo art critic could not seethe trawler, it was
much too far out for norma eyeson adark night. But Lambert did not haveto seeit. AsArnaud
watched he saw thefaint light blinking on and off in signd. The trawler was signaing

shoreward. Lambert raised his hand and the object in hishand revedled itsdlf asalong flashlight.
Shielded from the sides, the flashlight could be seen only out on the sea as Lambert began to
flash return Sgnds. The Sgnding of the lights was brief. Then there was darkness again, and the
disguised Shadow continued to wait. Another half an hour passed.

When they came they seemed to appear out of the seaitsalf. Two men in arubber boat. They
ran the boat up onto the sand, and the shorter of the two men began to walk toward the dunes.
Lambert left the dune and walked to meet the man. They met just below the dune not fifty feet



from the ultra-keen hearing of Henry Arnaud. The short man from the trawler spokefirst. He
spokein Russan!

"You have areport?"
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"Yes," Lambert said, the art critic speaking aso in Russian now.

Arnaud nodded grimly to himsalf-- he had been right, Lambert was a Russian agent of some
kind. The Shadow, and his ater-egos, understood and spoke most of the languages of the world.
He had no trouble hearing the report of Jonathan Lambert.

"Wel!" the short man snapped.

"Da, da! Be patient Comrade. | connected the boxes from The Coffin Pressto thisidand, and
came here. | found where The Coffin Pressislocated, in an old house on asmaler idand. |
inspected this place and found nothing. There are presses, but of no vaue for counterfeiting. The
house itsalf was empty but for an old man who is senile. | have looked, but | have found so far
no trace of where the operation islocated. | have dso failed to locate any of the group from The
Adrian Gdlery."

"In brief, Comrade Agent, you have found nothing!" the short man snapped. "Not even
Kolchov!"

"But | am looking, Comrade Leader, and | will find," Lambert said. "And | will know

Kolchov."

"Besureyou do, Comrade," the short man said. "We must have him, you understand? This
time we must not lose him! And, too, we must stop this gang of criminasfor good. Kolchov has
dready killed Dimitri! What men | have, to dlow Kolchov to defeat and kill them!”

"Kolchov iswell-trained, Comrade, and most deadly.”

"You arewdl-trained! Have we wasted our time and money? Find that printing unit, that is
where hewill be, yes?'

"l will findit, dal"

His ears concentrating to hear at the distance and in the foreign tongue, Henry Arnaud turned
too late on the sand. The men were upon him. Two men, both wearing the shining rubber suits of
scubadivers, their air cylinders on their backs, goggles on their eyes, and deadly spear guns
leveled a Arnaud's chest.

"Up!" onesaidin Russan.

"Stand up,” the second commanded in English. "Quickly! Arnaud stood up. The two men
prodded him forward toward Lambert and the short man. The short man stared at Arnaud.

"Do you know him?" the short man said to Lambert.

"No," Lambert said. "I have not seen this one before."

"A policeman, da?" the short man said still speaking in the Russian they did not know Arnaud
understood. "Wekill him."

Lambert studied the gaunt face of Arnaud. The agent's eyes |ooked at the broken nose, the
drooping eye, and the artificia arm with its ugly hooks.

"| think not apoliceman, nyet," Lambert said. "A member of the gang, perhaps. Remember,
Comrade Leader, if Kolchov leadsthisgang | am known to them, and my activities would be of
great interest to them. If Kolchov is here on thisidand, | may have been seen and this man sent
to watch me."

"S0? Then he must die. Now! Herel" she short man said.

"Nyet! No!' A member of the gang would know much! Take him out to the ship and make him
talk. Y ou know how to make aman talk | think, Comrade Leader?"

The short man smiled amacabre smile. "Da. | know. Hewill speak in many volumes. Take



him!"

Thelast was an order to the two men who had surprised Arnaud. The businessman ater-ego
of The Shadow was marched off toward the rubber boat. He went silently and without protest.
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Already he had been careless again. He should have guessed that the Russians would not comein
on their rubber boat unprotected. The two scuba divers had swum in beside the boat and circled
to guard the beach. A clever precaution. Two unseen swimmers beneath the water, leaving the
water at a distance and unseen to search the areafor such an observer as Arnaud. Now they
prodded their captive down to the rubber boat. Moments later the short man returned and the
boat was pushed off into the sea.

Thetrip to the trawler was dow, and Arnaud made no attempt to escape. The scuba divers
swam close to the boat, their spear gunsready. The short man held along pistol. When they
reached the trawler, they pushed Arnaud below and into asmall cell. Alone, the gaunt
businessman listened. The trawler was getting underway. Quickly, Arnaud reached into the

secret pockets of his clothes. Aningtant later The Shadow used his hidden picklock and the black
garbed figure glided silently along the empty corridors of the trawler and up onto the dark deck.
On the trawler voices laughed somewhere. But The Shadow had no time for the men on the
trawler. Already the ship was moving out to sea. On shore, far off and faint, alight glowed where
the small shack was near Lambert's car. That would be where Jonathan Lambert was hiding on
theidand.

Soundless and unseen, The Shadow dipped over the side of the trawler and vanished into the
dark sea. It would be some time before he was missed, and on shore there was no time to waste.

16

JONATHAN LAMBERT worked in the cabin. Thetall, dender art critic with the small mustache
worked on something far removed from art. In his hands was a strange-looking gun. Long-
barreled and thick-handled, the gun was both ugly and deadly. Lambert worked with
concentration and heard nothing until afaint breath of air brushed across hisface. Helooked up.
He saw nothing in the room that was lighted by only the single lamp on the table where Lambert
worked. He blinked and stared around at the shadows.

The eerie laugh came from somewhere close by.

"S0, you are a Russian agent, Jonathan Lambert," a cold voice said softly. "What kind of

agent areyou?'

The Russian agent narrowed his eyes and raised the pistal in hishand.

"Y ou know that will do no good, Jonathan Lambert!" the unseen voice mocked. ™Y ou know
my power!"

And from a patch of black near the door the face of The Shadow appeared bathed in the red
glow of thefire-opa girasol. His hawk nose menaced Lambert from benesth hishard and
piercing eyes. The black-shrouded figure seemed to grow up from the dark itself as Lambert
watched. Lambert neither flinched nor paed. The Russian agent was not aman who was afraid
of much. Lambert smiled at the cloaked figure before him.

"Wdl now, we meet again,”" Lambert said.

"We meet again, there is no escape from The Shadow!" the Avenger mocked.

"The Shadow? An appropriate name. | should have known you would be somewhere near.
Wil asyou say, | know some of your power, and | will not be so easily overcomethistime.”
And the Russan agent leveled his pistol, the strange, thick-handled weapon. "Thistime will



shoot theingtant | fed my will being overcome. If that fails, thisgunis quite specid. You seg, |
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pressthissmall button. Now, if the gun fallsor iseven lowered, it will releaseadeadly gas. A
fatd gasthistime, my Shadow friend!"

Lambert held the thick-handled pistol steedy after pressing the small button. The Shadow
watched Lambert. The Avenger had no doubt that Lambert spoke the truth. He had seen some of
the man's skill and specially designed wegpons. Lambert would not be afraid to dieif it became
necessary. And Lambert would indeed shoot the instant the power of The Shadow began to reach
him.

"Now," Lambert said, "tell me who you work for, Shadow?"

"I work for no one, Jonathan Lambert! | avenge dl evil. The Shadow knowsthe evil that lurks
in the hearts of men!"

"Fredance? Well, that isinteresting. A very romantic middle-class notion. We prefer the

more organized and scientific methods, the large organization. Still, in thiswork much might be
said for theindividua approach | think. And, | takeit, you too are after this gang of
counterfeiters?"

"l am!" the shrouded figure declared in the dim room.

Lambert nodded. "I guessed as much when | heard that Dimitri's banknotes, the counterfeit
notes we carried as samples, had found their way to the police. A certain Lamont Cranston
turned them in, right? We have our ways of finding out things, that is one advantage of alarge
organization. We both seem to know this Cranston. He works with you, or for you?"
"Hedoes," The Shadow said.

Again Lambert nodded. Then thetall, dender Russian leaned toward the black shrouded

figure hunched in the dim light above him like agreat bet at the edge of the light from the lamp.
The Russian hesitated, and then, suddenly, pressed the button on the thick handle of his strange
pisol.

"I turn off my escape weapon,” Lambert said dowly. "I think we must work together. | do not
yet lower my pistol, aman must not give up al weapons. But let usthink, we are both after the
same criminds. We are on the same side.”

The Shadow watched the dender man. He did not trust Lambert, and there was till the
guestion of just why Lambert and his associates were not working with the American
Government if they were dso after the counterfeit ring. But the Avenger had no reason not to
listen to Lambert's proposition. He could still learn much that was unclesr in this case.
"Perhaps we are, Jonathan Lambert,” The Shadow said. "Evil men hurt dl menintheend.”

"Of course," Lambert agreed. "We both want to stop this gang and destroy itsleaders. |

deeply regret that | was forced to question your Mr. Cranston so forceably. Still, that isnow in
the past, correct? One breaks some eggs accidentaly at timesin thiswork of ours.”

"Why do I need your help?' The Shadow said. "Perhaps| have dready dl thehelp | need.”
Lambert smiled. "No, if you had located the headquarters or the real leader you would not be
here taking to me. | do not say that you could not stop this gang aone given time, or that | could
not locate the leader given time, but together perhaps we can save much time in ending this gang
and capturing itsleader.”

"And capturing the murderer of MorrisKitt and yoi-w partner,” The Shadow said.

"That, too," Lambert said, "if youings."

"Y ou do not care about the murders? Murder can never go unavenged, Lambert,” The Shadow
intoned sharply.

"Kitt wasathief and crimina," Lambert said, "and Dimitri knew therisks. Thereare more



important matters.”
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"Even athief cannot be murdered, Jonathan Lambert,” The Shadow said coldly. "A crimind
isahuman being.”

"We have different views on that, I'm afraid,” Lambert said. "A crimind isan enemy of the
community, and any way heisended isgood. The other view is sentimentality!"

The hawk face of The Shadow watched thetall, dender Russian agent. He had heard such
views before, and they were very dangerous. The ultimate of evil was donein the name of safety
and society by men with those views. Men who had no idea but to protect their community, who
had no ideaithey were doing evil. A crimina isan enemy of the community and adanger. But it
isnot enough to prove that aman isacrimind to destroy him, afree people must so prove the
danger. Free men are not judged on what they are, but on what they do. It istoo easy for men
with power to decide that anyone who opposesthem isacriminal. Too easy and far too common
in afrightened world, as The Shadow so well knew. And his piercing eyes burned as he watched
the Russan agent.

"But we will discover thekiller, or killers, if that iswhat you want. | want the gang,” Jonathan
Lambert said. "They have flooded the free People's Republics with their false money, it isvery
dangerousto us. We know they are equally active here in the West. We must stop them.”

"How did you trace them to the Adrian Gallery?' The Shadow asked.

"Pureluck, | admitit," Lambert said. "Therewas afire a agdlery in Kiev where some of the
shipments had gone. The fireman noted that one of the burned crates had hollow boards. We are
careful in Russia, such athing isreported to the police, and the police derted us. We had no
proof that the counterfeit had been shipped in those crates, but we cameto New Y ork anyway.
Wewatched the Adrian Gallery. Then | traced the activities of the Adrian to thisidand. Now |
can find nothing. It ismy thought that this Gideon Coffin may bethered leader.”

"Coffin?' The Shadow said in surprise. "No, | think not.”

"Y ou have found this Gideon Coffin then?' Lambert said.

"I have, and so have you,” The Shadow said.

"I have?No, I. ."

"The old man in the big house is Gideon Coffin," The Shadow said. "Y ou did not know?"

"That old man?No, | did not ask questions, | merely searched. So, the old man? Why can he
not be the leader?’

"Heisold and senile most of thetime, heisvery afraid,” The Shadow said.

"Senility and fear can be an act," Lambert said.

"Perhaps," The Shadow said, "but Gideon Coffin isarich man, alover of art, why would he
become acrimind?No, | think that Wolfgang Grobut may be the real leader.”

The Shadow watched Lambert closaly from benegth his broad douch hat as he said this.
Lambert was startled. For asplit second the Russian agent showed his surprise. The Lambert
smiled. The Russian nodded asiif there was some joke on himsdif.

"S0, you do know of Grobut. | am surprised, | admit it, and you are clever. Y ou trapped me,
right?'Yes, | thought that only we had identified Grobut. He is known then to your authorities?”
"No, our police do not know Grobut, but The Shadow knows," the cloaked Avenger said from
the edge of light where he hovered like agresat bird of prey. "What do you know of Grobut?"

"I will tel you, we work together," Lambert said. "He was very secret, we know that only
British Intelligence never guessed his existence until one of our agentsin Germany during the
war actudly found him. He was afine engraver, trained in the Bauhaus in the twenties. During
thewar the Nazis used histalent to make counterfeit Allied money. Our agent secured some of
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hiswork, and a picture of him. But after the war he vanished and was said to be dead. We did not
think that Wolfgang Grobut was dead.

"He had been well hidden and well guarded. We knew he was a clever man. For yearswe
searched for him, followed every clue. Grobut had been responsible for much trouble with his
work, and he had killed some of our people. Two years ago we thought we had located him. He
was a dangerous man, so we sent one of our best agentsto bring him to us. The agent did not
bring Grobut back. Both Grobut and our agent vanished!

"Then the false money began to appear in our countries. We knew it was the work of Grobut
immediately. There were other bills made by other engravers, but it was Grobut's work that we
recognized. Hiswork isso good it is very dangerous. So | was sent to stop this gang. We thought
Grobut had killed our agent, but now we do not think so. They are working together!”

"And your agent isKolchov?' The Shadow said.

"Yes" Lambert said, "Kolchov! A turncoat! A trusted agent of Smersh in those days. One of
our most valuable and least known, that was why we sent Kolchov. Deadly as ablack widow
spider, and very clever. We should have known that Grobut could not have killed Kolchov. And
it was s0 easy for Kolchov to defect. So very easy. So few knew Kolchov on sight, and none
knew the real name of Kolchov outsdethe Kremlin itsef!”

The burning gaze of The Shadow studied thetall, dender Russian agent. Something Lambert

had said seemed odd. His choice of words. So very easy to defect, and few knew Kolchov on
sght. But some knew Kolchov on sight, then. Dimitri had known Kolchov. The black shrouded
Avenger gazed at Lambert from the edge of the shadows in the dim cottage room.

"So easy to defect?' The Shadow asked.

Lambert shrugged. "Kolchov isnot a Russian. Many of our best agents are not Russan, and

not of any of our countries. That iswhat makes them so valuable to us™

"What isKolchov?"

"l do not know," Lambert said. "That | was not told."

"But you know Kolchov?Y ou and Dimitri both knew him on sight?' The Shadow demanded.
Lambert hesitated, paused. The Shadow felt that again the Russian was surprised. Thistime
Lambert covered better. There was only the dight pause, the hesitation, before the Russian agent
answered The Shadow's question. Lambert blinked as he looked a The Shadow where the
Avenger stood with hishawk face glowing in the red light of thefire-opa girasol.

"Yes" Lambert said quickly when he did spesk, "we both knew Kolchov on sight. That is

why we were sent here. That and our English. We are of the English Section.”

"And you think that Kolchov may be the leader?' The Shadow demanded.

Lambert nodded. "I think yes."

"Then why have you not reported thisto the police?"

"l have not yet found Kolchov. And we want the traitor for ourselves.”

The Shadow recalled the conversation between Lambert and the short man who was

obvioudy Lambert's superior. Lambert had told the same thing to his superior-- that he had not
yet found Kolchov, athough Lambert knew Kolchov on sight! Suddenly the eyes of The Shadow
burned with agreater fire. He moved, turned toward the door of the cabin. Hisvoice, when he
spoke again, was quick and sharp.

"Thenwe must find this Kolchov," The Shadow said. "1 think we must visit the house of

Gideon Coffin again. The answer is somewhere near there.”

"l agree. We will go together?
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But The Shadow never worked with anyone. His powers were his aone, and he would never
revea the secrets of hiswork, the methods by which he battled evil.

"No, you will go with Lamont Cranston. | have other work to do. Y ou will meet Cranston a

the Starbuck's Neck lighthouse, he will have aboat. Both you and Cranston are known to the
gang, an gpproach by water may surprise them.”

"Good," Lambert said. "I'll be therein two hours."

"Seethat you are," The Shadow said.

Without another word the black-garbed Avenger moved dowly backward and was gone. For
atime Jonathan Lambert stared at the place The Shadow had been. But The Shadow had
vanished without either sound or motion, asif he had melted into and through the walls of the
cabin themsalves. Lambert turned back to the table. He drew some small flat objects from the
table drawer and began to work over them.

Lamont Cranston knew the risk he took. Crouched low in the shadow of the squat lighthouse

on Starbuck's Neck in the outer harbor of Edgartown, Cranston watched the dory comingin to
shore with Sulu Calm rowing it. He was supposed to be dead, and he did not trust Jonathan
Lambert. But he had to risk the regppearance of Lamont Cranston, Henry Arnaud was supposed
to be safely on the Soviet trawler, and Lambert knew that. It was doubtful that Lambert had
contacted the trawler again. Also, Lambert did not know that Cranston was thought dead by the
gang, and Lambert knew Cranston and might work honestly with the socidite.

All this Cranston considered as he waited for Sulu to reach shore, and for Lambert to arrive at
Starbuck's Neck. Back a The Harborside Inn Margo waited for the arrival of Ralston and
Detective Joe Cardona. She had ordersto keep them with her and wait for word from Cranston.
He had a strong conviction that the case was coming to acritical point.

From the conversation he had overheard at the Adrian Gallery he knew that the gang was
adarmed at dl the attention being given to them and to the murder of Morris Kitt. They would
certainly go into hiding soon. In away Cranston could not understand what they were waiting
for. If they were waiting-- if they had not aready gone into some hiding place. Thiswas

possible, but he did not think they would have left old Gideon Coffin behind done. And if they
hed aready goneinto hiding, that was al the more reason for The Shadow to try to pick up their
trail as soon as possible, and now Cranston waited impatiently for Jonathan Lambert.

Sulu Calm reached shore, and the stocky |obsterman drew the dory half onto the land. At

amogt the same ingtant Jonathan Lambert gppeared at the small lighthouse from the landward
side across the narrow wooden walkway. Cranston wasted no time with words. He motioned for
Lambert to get into the dory. Lambert got in. Cranston and Sulu pushed the boat off and jumped
in. Cranston watched the harbor ahead as Sulu rowed to hislobster boat waiting at anchor. Soon
the boat was underway, and Cranston and Lambert crouched together in the bow watching the
sea ahead.

The lobster boat moved unlighted except for its running lights. Sulu knew the waters around

the Vineyard the way acity man knows the streetsin his neighborhood. Soon they were out of
the lower Edgartown Harbor and in the open sea. In afew more minutes the darkened |obster
boat turned in toward the shore of Chappaquiddick Idand and dowed down. They passed close
to where Gideon Coffin'sland came down to the water's edge. And they continued on to lull the
suspicions of anyone who might be watching from shore. Some half amile farther dong the
shore of Chappaquiddick Idand, the lobster boat stopped and the dory was lowered. Cranston,
Lambert and Sulu Cam jumped down into the dory.

"Tel your men to get out of herefast,” Cranston said to Sulul.
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"They'll stand off to pick usup,” Sulu said.

"No! Much too dangerous, Sulu. We have no ideawhat we may run into. We don't need to be
picked up. If anything goes wrong we can get back to Edgartown by land.”

"All right, Mr. Cranston,” the stocky Lobsterman said.

Lambert had said nothing the whole time. The Russian agent sat in the bow of the dory

saring in toward land. Now Lambert looked back, impatient to be moving. Cranston nodded to
Sulu, and the lobster man began to row after he had instructed his crew to return to Edgartown.
The stocky idander rowed powerfully with the aternate strokes of each hand used often by men
accustomed to rowing in the heavy waves of the open sea. The dory made amost no noise and
soon neared land. Asthey touched, Lambert legped out and pulled the boat up on shore. Cranston
and Sulu followed. The three men disgppeared into the thick bushes that lined the shore behind
the beach.

They madetheir way swiftly but cautioudy toward the big house of Gideon Coffin. The night
was warm, but a chill breeze had begun to blow from the sea a thislate hour. They crossed a
fence and were on the land of the eccentric old man. Now they moved even more carefully
toward the house itsdlf. Cranston's keen ears heard the men.

"Down!" Cranston hissed.

They flattened out in the shelter of some thick bushes. The men came down awide path that

led back toward the beach at the end of Coffin'sland where it bordered the open sea. There were
five men carrying boxes, and, behind them and carrying only awicked looking Sten
submachinegun, the giant Ivan. The six men passed on down the path toward the beach. At least
Cranston now knew that the gang was till in the area. He motioned to Sulu and Lambert to
continue toward the house. At the house four more men emerged carrying boxes and walked
toward the beach. Cranston motioned for Lambert and Sulu to remain where they were, and then
crept up close to the house. He circled from window to window around the large house. In the
window of old Coffin'slittered sudy he saw that the old man was not there. Two windows
farther on he watched cautioudy. It was somekind of office, and in the light from asingle desk
lamp he saw Hubert Adrian talking to aman he could not make out. Adrian seemed angry. The
elegant gallery owner was talking furioudly to the other man who stood just beyond the circle of
light. Then the unseen man moved and came into the light. The Turk, Turban Keme! The Turk
seemed to be protesting, his swarthy face palein the room.

The Turk was as angry as Adrian. For an instant, as he watched, Cranston thought the two

men were about to fight. Then Adrian suddenly stalked from the room. Kemel stared after
Adrian for amoment, and then dowly followed the gallery owner from the room.

There was slence now, and Cranston resumed his dow circuit of the big house. He found
nothing more. The two upper floors of the house showed no light a any of the windows. There
was no further sound in the house even to Cranston's keen ears. It appeared once again
abandoned, and Cranston rgjoined the waiting Lambert and Sulu Cam. In the shelter of the
bushes he told them what he had seen. Lambert seemed surprised.

"Y ou're sure the other man wasthe Turk, Kemel?' Lambert asked.

"I'msure” Crangton said. "Didn't they passthisway?'

"No," Lambert said.

"No one else camethisway, Mr. Crangton,” Sulu Cam said.

Crangton pondered there in the dark near the big old house. He was considering the Russian
agent. He remembered that Turban Keme was rumored to be a Communist. Lambert had said
that the mysterious Kolchov was not a Russian, nor from any Iron Curtain country. Cranston had
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the strong conviction that Lambert had not told him quite everything that was on the Russian
agent'smind. But, now, he was more concerned with the activities of the gang at the house.
"There seemsto be alot of traffic toward the beach,” Cranston said. "Perhaps we had better
sewhat itis”

Lambert nodded agreement, and the three men moved slently through the heavy undergrowth
toward the beach on the open sea side of the idand. The sound of the calm surf grew heavier as
they approached the beach. Cranston lay flat on the sand and peered out through the bushes.
The men on the beach stood or sat on the boxes they had dropped to the sand. They al stared
out toward the sea. They smoked and talked and seemed to be waiting for something. With his
super-keen night vision, Cranston looked out to seaiin the same direction the men on the beach
were looking. He saw nothing. Beside him Lambert swore softly in Russian. Sulu Calm made no
sound as he stared out to sea.

Crangton wasthe first to see the faint luminescent trail on the surface of the sea. It was close

in to shore and coming closer very dowly. Cranston could not see what made thetrail on the
water. He strained his super-vision. Before he could decide what was making the very dowly
moving trail of light, there was a sudden loud sound like some great seaanimal blowing.

The seabegan to bail up. Not fifty yards from shore. The night wasfilled with the sound of
blowing air and water, and the water boiled white in the dark. A black shape appeared in the
center of the boiling white water. The shape breached, blew, streamed water like slver inthe
night, and settled low on the cam surface. A tal, bobbing black shape. Sulu Cam wasthefirst
of the three to speak.

"Not fifty yards off! They must have dredged achannd!"

Sulu whispered.

Lambert sworein hisguttura Russan.

Lamont Cranston studied the shape of the small submarine. It was small where it now rested
motionless on the seq, its conning tower clearly visble. Cranston recognized itstype at once-- a
German U-boat from World War 11!

17

AN HOUR had passed, and the three men in the bushes at the edge of the beach had not moved.
The old U-boat till lay black in the water. The boxes from the beach had been |oaded aboard the
submarine, and the men had gone aboard, too. Now a small rubber boat rowed in from the U-
boat. Two men rowed, and two passengers sat in the boat. Cranston saw that the passengers were
Avis Adrian and the giant Ivan. The two men from the submarine remained with the rubber boat.
Avis Adrian and Ivan walked up the beach and vanished adong the path toward the big house.
Nothing ese moved in the dark night.

Cranston spoke low. "We must get aboard that submarine.”

"Y ourethinking what I'm thinking?' Lambert whispered.

"The printing plant, the whole works, is on the submarine!”

"It hasto be, " Crangton said. "Very clever. They usethisidand as abase for shipmentsin

and out, but they print on the U-boat. If necessary they can ship the stuff to the Adrian Gallery
from amogt anywhere!™

"Let'sfind out,” Lambert said.
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Cranston nodded. The Russian agent was aman of determination and courage. It was a great



risk to board the submarine, but there was no other way to be sure, or to stop the gang. Oncethe
submarine was goneit could be years, perhaps never, before they could locateit again. Cranston
turned to Sulu Calm.

"Y ou remain here, Sulu. If anything goeswrong, get back to The Harborside and contact

Margo, shewill undergtand.”

Cranston had no intention of letting Lambert know that the Treasury Agent and the police

were close a hand.

"Aye" the stocky lobsterman said.

Without another wasted word, Cranston and Lambert |eft their biding place and moved dowly
through the bushes awvay from where the two men from the submarine lounged near their rubber
boat. The beach curved here, and when they had reached a point where they were out of sight
from the men on the beach, Cranston and Lambert |eft the bushes and ran low across the sand to
the edge of the sea. They entered the water silently and began to swim.

The water was warm and the sea cairn. They swam with short, dow strokes. A silent breast
stroke to keep the U-boat in sight before them as they approached. On the U-boat two faint glows
of light showed that the conning tower hatch was open, aswas the rear loading hatch near the
stern where the deek U-boat tapered into the water. The figure of aman leaned darkly on therall
high up on the conning tower. A second figure sat on the deck near the after hatch. Without
gpesking, Lambert indicated that he would handle the man near the after hatch, and Cranston
would watch the man high on the conning tower.

They camein toward the submarine from the seaward side. On the conning tower thesingle
guard was garing fixedly landward. The guard at the after hatch was seated with his back toward
the sea, apparently haf adeep and facing the land. Cranston trod water near the submerged
aftersection of the U-boat, the small waves breaking over the hidden hull. Lambert moved away
toward the U-boat. Cranston watched the man on the conning tower. The man was concerned
only with the land, hisfigure never moving as he sared landward asif waiting for something or
someone. He did not move, neither seeing nor hearing, as the guard on the rear suddenly seemed
to vanish into the seaitsdlf.

Therewasalow hiss, and Cranston swam ahead. Lambert floated near the U-boat with the
body of the guard in hisarms. The man had been quickly, coldly strangled with athin stedl wire.
Lambert was an expert. Now the Russian agent indicated that he would tie the body to the stern
of the submarine with alength of stout wire. Cranston nodded, afloating body would be a
complete giveaway if seen by the man on the conning tower. Lambert stroked away to the stern
of the submarine and sank from sght. Cranston waited, his eyes on the man high on the conning
tower. Soon Lambert returned and the two men climbed up the side and onto the deck of the
submarine. Unseen, they dipped below through the after hatch.

They were in the after torpedo room, bare now and stripped of its torpedoes. Cautioudly,
Crangton led Lambert forward a ong the narrow companionway. There was neither asign of any
crew nor the sound of any voices here a the stern of the old U-boat. And they had not gone more
than fifteen feet dong the corridor before they came to a second watertight door. Cranston knew
enough about U-boat construction to know that this door should not have been whereit was.
Lambert knew aso. The Russian agent looked at Cranston. The socidite ater-ego of The
Shadow approached the door. He turned the handwheel and the door opened dowly and silently
on itswell-oiled hinges. Cranston and Lambert stepped warily through the door and stopped.
The secret of the U-boat was before them.
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One enormous room. The entire interior of the submarine had been torn out and in its place
wasasingle largeroom. A room full of printing presses, paper, ink barrels, packing equipment,



and everything e se required for acomplete and highly productive counterfeiting plant! They had
found the plant of the gang of internationa counterfeiters.

"Look!" Lambert hissed.

On each press there was an engraved plate inked and ready to run. Each set of plateswasa
bill of some country. The fourth and fifth presses had plates glistening with green ink, and the
paper ready to be fed was perfect American banknote paper, the small colored fibres clearly
visible. On the sixth press the plates were in shades of blue and faint red, and the paper had a
sgnglethin strand of pure silver running through it-- paper for English pound notes! Inthefar
corner there were neat stacks of completed bills, al carefully cut and ready for final shipment.
Thelarge room looked like aroom in some nationa mint!

"It'sabigger operation than even | thought,” Cranston said.

Lambert nodded. ""Enough to wreck the economy of small nations. And enough to cause alot
of damage even to Russial They must be destroyed! Take the plates, Cranston. Smash them!”
"No, too much noise," Cranston said. "A deep scratch on each plate will do.”

"Of course," Lambert said. "And then we must find the engravers.”

The two men set to work. Lambert went down the row of presses on the right, and Cranston
down the row on the left. With sharp pieces of metal found in the room, Cranston gouged a deep
scratch across each printing plate, ruining the engraving. He was on the fourth press, and saw
Lambert starting on histhird, when the man entered the large room.

Cranston dove for cover behind the nearest press.

Across the room Lambert bad vanished.

The man waked through the room and stopped at along table hafway down the length of the
room. The man turned on a bright lamp and stood |ooking down at the table. He was short and
heavy, with agrey beard and deep-set eyes. As he stood staring down at the table with intense
concentration he absently took a stubby pipe from his pocket, filled it with some black tobacco,
lighted it, and began to smoke. Then the man sat down and picked up asmall tool. Cranston
realized that the tool was an engraving tool. He moved closer to the man. But Lambert had
moved first. Suddenly, thetall, dender Russian agent was standing behind the bearded man, a
small pistal in hishand. It was the same smdll Beretta Cranston had seen in Lambert's hand once
before.

"Grobut!" Lambert hissed at the bearded man.

Cranston stood up and walked toward Lambert as the bearded man whirled in his sedt.

"So, Wolfgang Grobut,” Lambert said, "at last!"

The short, bearded man looked at Lambert, and then at Cranston who had just walked up. The
bearded man shrugged.

"Ach, ja, it must come. Y ou are police, hein?

"Inaway," Lambert said with athin smile. Y ou have led usalong chase, Grobut, but we

have you now."

The bearded engraver shrugged. "If you survive to get me out of the unterseebot."

"Y ou will make no sound!" Lambert snapped.

"Sound?Y ou mean call for help? Why? | have no desireto be dead. | can work in prison, it
does not matter. The Fuhrer wanted meto die. | would not die for him, why would | dieto save
thisband of criminas?Let themrot!”

"Good," Lambert said. "Wewill go then. Now!"
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Crangton looked at the tall Russian agent. Suddenly Lambert seemed to have no further
interest in the destruction of the plates or of the gang. Lambert was not even waiting to find



Kolchov!

"What about Kolchov?' Crangton said sharply, his keen eyesin hisimpassive face watching
the Russan.

"Later," Lambert said quickly. "We must get Grobut away."

"Grobut isonly one engraver,” Cranston said sharply again. "We want the entire gang!"

"Of course,” Lambert snapped, "but first we must get Grobut safely from here. Y ou swim,
Grobut?"

"Of course," the ex-Nazi said, and his deep-set eyes studied Lambert. " So you know Kolchov,
and you want me more than you want the gang? Y ou are no policeman! Ah, | seeit now. Of
course! Kolchov warned usthat you would come. Kolchov isageniusfor amere.

"Quiet!" Lambert cried, broke in, stopped the German from speaking. "Be quiet! Not another
word!"

But Cranston had heard what Wolfgang Grobut had said. Lambert wanted Grobut!! That was
it! The reason the Russian agent had not worked with the Western police against the gang. The
soviet Government wanted Wolfgang Grobut. Cranston stepped toward Lambert, his hand
reaching for the automatic insde his coat. He stopped. The muzzle of the small Berettawas
amed a his heart. Lambert was no longer smiling. Thetall, dender Russian was grim as desth.
"So, you have guessed at last,” Lambert said. "Y es, we want to destroy the gang, and we have,
but we want Grobut more! Heisagreat engraver, he has made the best counterfeit money the
world has ever seen. Such aman is more va uable than guns. Counterfeit money is a powerful
weapon, Cranston, | regret what | must do, but | have my orders. We must have Grobut dive and
with us! Too bad your friend The Shadow is not here, that would have made my work more
difficult.”

And the tall Russian agent laughed now. With aquick motion of hissllenced pistol, Lambert
indicated that Grobut was to walk toward the door that led to the after torpedo room. Backing
away, Lambert moved toward the door with his deadly little pistol trained on both Grobut and
Cranston at the same time. When the Russian reached the door he opened it and backed through,
stepping carefully high over the watertight frame. He motioned for Grobut to step through after
him. The bulky slencer on the smal Berettawas amed straight at Cranston.

"Don't beafool, Lambert, you can't get away! The police

will have you within hourd"

"Within hours, Crangton, | will be safely at seal And who will stop me before | reach my

ship? That stupid fisherman friend of yours on shore? He thinks | am with you, and you will not
tell him anything, you will be dead!"

Lambert's scarred finger tightened on the trigger of his Beretta. In that instant, Cranston

lunged to hisright with al the speed and power of hisamazing muscular control. Lambert was
left handed. The first sharp, spitting shot of the silenced Beretta missed Cranston by ahair ashe
lunged away. There was no second shot. Thefirst bullet sang and whined asit struck the metal
presses. As Lambert aimed to fire again, Cranston had moved behind the stocky figure of
Wolfgang Grobut. Lambert could not risk hitting Grobut.

The Russian swore and stepped to hisright to shoot around Grobut. By then Cranston had
reached the cover of a press and his own automatic was out. Lambert did not hesitate a second.
The Russian reached out and dammed the door shut before Cranston could fire,

Cranston was on his feet and racing across the large press room to the door. Lambert had
dogged it down tight. Cranston waited with his ear against the door. He heard the second door
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front of him. Cranston had thisfirst door dmaost open when the submarine exploded.



The blast flung Cranston to the stedl deck.

The U-boat heaved like some snakein agiant convulson.

Water began to pour into the large press room through agaping hole in its port side.

A second explosion, and athird, rocked the U-boat. The explosions were from the forward
section. Cranston struggled to hisfeet already knee deep in rushing water.

Forward, voices were shouting. Many voices shouting in agony and horror. The shouts turned
into screams. The horrible screams of drowning men. There was abanging and crashing forward
that mingled with the helpless screamsin ahorrifying wall of terrified sound.

Cranston staggered through the rising water to the door.

He tore the door open and closed it behind him, dogging it down to make it watertight. There
was little water in the after corridor. Cranston ran to the second door that led into the after
torpedo room. He opened this door, dogged it down behind him, and turned to survey the torpedo
room.

Jonathan Lambert lay on the deck.

Cransgton stared for an instant at the Russian agent, then he crossed the deck to him quickly.
Lambert lay on his back, hisarms out, the Berettalying beside him. Lambert's eyes bulged open.
Hisface was contorted, twisted grotesquely. A tiny glassand meta pellet stuck into the Russian's
neck. Jonathan Lambert was dead. Thethird victim of the deadly air gun.

Walter Grobut was not in the torpedo room.

Cranston looked up at the closed after hatch. Water was seeping al around the hatch. The

hatch had been closed from the outside and was not dogged down and watertight. Far off the last
faint screams were growing silent. The U-boat stopped moving. The deck of the torpedo room
tilted at asharp angle. Water was spurting around the watertight door between the torpedo room
and the rest of the shattered U-boat. The submarine was old, it had been out of battle service for
along time. The explosionsthat had ripped its hull had |oosened the frames of the watertight
doors. Cranston looked at the water that spurted from all around the door into the torpedo room.
The water spurted top and bottom. The corridor behind the door wasfilled to the top with water.
Cranston stood in the only unflooded compartment in the entire U-boat, and aready the water
was above hisknees. He looked up at the hatch. It had stopped leaking. The hatch was sealed
down now, held shut by the pressure of the water aboveit. The U-boat rested on the bottom of
the sea, and the hatch above could not be opened against the pressure of the water. Cranston
looked at the water that was up to hiswaist now. He turned his eyes toward the torpedo tubes,
but there were no tubes, they had been welded closed. The welds had sprung, and water seeped
in from the tubes. For another long moment Cranston studied the entire room. There was no way
out except the hatch above held sealed by the weight of water outside. And the water was now
above Cranston'swaist.

Lamont Cranston turned and waked straight to the door between the torpedo room and the

rest of the flooded U-boat. He pushed through the dowly rising water, taking dow, deep breaths
of theremaining air. At the door he stood and opened the dogs. As he reached for the last dog, he
flattened against the bulkhead asfar from the door as he could get. He opened the last dog.

The door flew open and awall of water poured into the torpedo room. Fat against the

bulkhead, Crangton fought to hold hisfeet. The surge of water smashed against the far wall and
flowed back. Cranston held hisfeet. In the next instant the compartment wasfilled to the celling
with silent water. Beneath the surface Cranston swam upward to the hatch. At the hatch he
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pushed. The pressure equalized now that the compartment was flooded, the hatch opened.
Cranston swam up and through and struck for the surface, hislungs feeding on the trapped air



with his shalow breathing technique. He swam upward and broke out into the air. The
submarine was down in less than forty feet of water. But it had been enough for al except
Cranston.

Where he floated now on the surface there was nothing but the silence of the dark night. No
one ese swam in the murky water, and there were no bodies. Bits and pieces of the shattered U-
boat bobbed on the surface, but there was nothing € se and no sound anywhere.

On shore there were lightsin al the houses on ether side of the big house of Gideon Coffin.
There were shouts, and people stood on the beach looking out to sea. From the seaitsdlf, the
running lights of boats were gpproaching. The explosions had been heard far and wide. But the
people on shore could see nothing, and the boats would be too late.

Cranston siwvam grimly for shore.

18

A FEW MOMENTS later it was not Lamont Cranston who |eft the seaand glided silently acrossthe
beach, it was The Shadow.

The Shadow reached the line of bushes at the edge of the

open beach and stopped. His piercing gaze searched the bushes. He saw nothing. The black
cloaked Avenger moved through the bushes. His eerie voice whispered in the night.

"Sulu? Sulu Cam!™

But there was no answer. Sulu Calm was not there. The Shadow searched the ground but
found no signs of violence or any other clue to the whereabouts of the stocky |obsterman.
Perhaps Sulu had gone for help asinstructed, or perhaps they had captured the lobsterman. The
Shadow might have one more crimeto avenge!

His eyes burning, and yet as cold as stedl, The Shadow moved through the night toward the

big house that glowed faintly whitein the dark night. The black-cloaked figure floated like a
phantom hawk toward the house of Gideon Coffin.

The house was dark and silent on the seaward side. But the ears of The Shadow heard faint
sounds far off on the other sde. Grimly, the silent Avenger glided through the darkness toward
the sounds on the other side of the big house. As he neared the single lighted window, agiant
figure appeared at the corner of the house. The Shadow reached for alow branch of atree and
swung into the branches, his black shape vanishing into the degp shadows of thetree. The giant
figure cameon. It wasthe sadigtic Ivan.

Moving aertly, Ivan cametoward the treein which The Shadow lurked like a black eegle.

The giant carried his Sten gun and looked every way as he circled the white house. A moment
later 1van passed benegath the tree where The Shadow waited. With his mocking laugh echoing
low in the night, The Shadow struck. His black c]oak flying out, he dropped from thetreelike a
bird of prey striking down at its quarry. lvan staggered, the Sten gun flying away in the darkness.
The Shadow leaped away and circled unseen. His chilling voice dashed at the sadistic giant.
"Do you want to see my face now, lvan!™

Ivan stared, snarled. "Where? Who?'
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The chilling face of The Shadow seemed to emerge from the night bathed in ared glow. His
cloak faded away into the dark asif it never ended.

"You! No! Youredead! | saw you go down!" Ivan cried in terror and disbelief.

"Then | am aghogt, Ivan! Look at my face now! Look at the eyesyou loveto seedie! Listen
to mebeg, Ivan!”



Ivan shivered in fear, hisgiant body shaking in the warm night. Then, the fear now so gresat
hismind could not stand it, the giant lurched toward the mocking Shadow. lvan lunged, his
murderous fingers stretched out, reaching to claw the unseen phantom that mocked him.

The Shadow glided aside at the last instant. Ivan staggered past. The Shadow brought down
the edge of his hand acrossthe neck of the lunging giant. There was a sickening snap, and Ivan
crashed to the ground, his neck broken by the single blow. Ivan lay till. The giant was dead.
Without a glance backward, The Shadow moved on toward the house. Through the window

of the same office-type room in which he had earlier seen Hubert Adrian and Turhan Kemel, he
now saw Adrian, Avis Adrian, Penelope Drake, and the bearded engraver, Wolfgang Grobuit.
Hubert Adrian and histall, blonde wife were frantically packing stacks of money into suitcases.
The Drake girl was burning papersin thefireplace. Wolfgang Grobut sat donein afar corner
amogt out of the light of the single desk lamp. The flames of the burning papers cast amacabre
flickering light across dl their faces. Turhan Keme was not in sight. The Shadow searched the
room for Keme, but in the twisting light from the fireplace he could not seethe Turk in the
room. The next instant the black-cloaked Avenger was gone from the window.

In the dim room, lighted by the feeble desk lamp and by the undulating light and dark of the
flames from thefireplace, Hubert Adrian packed furioudy, hiseyes glancing from timeto time at
the open door into the dark halway. Avis Adrian helped her husband nervoudy, her fingers
fumbling on the stacks of crisp American money. Penelope Drake burned the papersin the
fireplace one by one, placing each single paper carefully into the flames, girring the ashes after
each burned document. When she had aledger or book to barn, she tore out each page singly to
burn it. She worked quickly and efficiently, the least nervous person in the room with the
exception of the bearded Wolfgang Grobut. The exNazi sat silently watching, taking no part in
the activities, athin smile playing across hisfull lips.

Hubert Adrian glanced again at the open door into the darkened halway. He returned to his
packing-- and then he froze. Sowly Adrian looked again at the doorway. It was pitch black, asit
had been for thelast hour, but it was not empty. The blackness moved. A thick, heavy shape of
blackness that seemed to fill the doorway and move into the room with the flickering light of the
flames. Adrian dropped the money in his hand and clawed toward a pistol on the desk.

"Do not try, Hubert Adrian!™

Hubert Adrian stopped. He turned to look toward the door. The Shadow seemed to grow
insde the room, his burning eyeslooking from face to face asthey al turned to stare. His hawk
nose jutted like arazor above the high collar of hisblack cloak. Thefire-opd girasol cast ared
glow across hisface and hands.

Penelope Drake had stood up and turned from the fireplace where the flickering flames now
consumed athick book she had had in her hands and had laid on the flame al a once when The
Shadow appeared.

"Who. . .?" the Drake girl began.

"The other one," Hubert Adrian said. "The onein black!" Avis Adrian cried out, "But he's

dead! Y ou told meyou killed him!"
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"I did! I saw him go under. We threw Cranston overboard al tied and chained! No one could
have survived that. He never came up. Ivan watched for ten minutes. Ivan! Ivan!”

The degant gdlery owner shouted in panic for hisgiant killer.

The laugh of The Shadow dashed through the dim room like achilling blast of terror.

"Do not call for your killer, Hubert Adrian, he will not hear you!" The Shadow mocked.

The Drake girl stood before thefire. ™Y ou threw Cranston overboard, Adrian, not thisone.”



"But Cranston and this man are the same! We unmasked thisone. It was Cranston! | saw it!"
"Youfool," Avis Adrian swore harshly, "you bungler!”

Wolfgang Grobut had not moved a muscle. Now the short, bearded ex-Nazi narrowed his
deep-set eyes as helooked at the towering figure of The Shadow that seemed to blend into the
shadows of the flickering room. Grobut had nerves of stedl, and sucked dowly on hisempty pipe
as helooked at The Shadow.

"What isthis creature? Are you frightened by child's pranks? The great Kolchov!" Wolfgang
Grobut sneered.

The Shadow moved closer to the sneering German. Hisfiery eyes bored into the bearded ex-
Nazi.

"Y ou will not escape your punishment thistime, Wolfgang Grobut. None of you will escape!

Y ou think you are an artist, Wolfgang Grobut, but you are not. An artist must have morality, and
you have no mordity! Y ou have no soul, Wolfgang Grobut, and you will be punished for your
crimed”

The sneer vanished from the small German'sface. Hisfull lipspaled in anger. Hisstedly

control was gone. He shouted.

"l anan artist! A great atist! My technique is unmatched! Schwein! Galgenhund! | will show
you. . ."

"Stop!" The Shadow commanded.

Wolfgang Grobut had haf-risen from his chair in fury. The smdl ex-Nazi had hishandin his
pocket, reaching for apistol that showed clearly inside the pocket. For a second he remained that
way, astatue haf out of hischair, hishand in his pocket. The Shadow loomed close above him,
the great black figure seeming to envel ope the smal German, flow over and through him. Then
Grobut took his hand from his pocket and dowly sat back in hischair, hisface expressionless,
vacant, unmoving.

The Shadow laughed.

"What do you want here?' The Drake girl said from where she ill stood before the dying

fire

"Justice and the end of evil, Penelope Drake!" The Shadow intoned harshly. "The weed of
crime bears bitter fruit, and now it isended.”

The Drake girl blinked. "What do you mean?"

"Do not pretend, Penelope Drake," The Shadow said. "It was you who brought Hubert Adrian
and the rest to thishouse. Y ou used your old unclefor their schemes.”

Hubert Adrian protested. "But we have done nothing!"

The eyes of The Shadow burned into the elegant gallery owner, looked fiercely at the others,
the women.

"Fools, do you think I do not know? | know that Grobut and Kitt were two of your engravers.

| know the counterfeit was made on the submarine. | know the paper was shipped to The Coffin
Press. | know the counterfeit was shipped insde the hollow boards of your Adrian Gallery
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boxes! And I know that you killed MorrisKitt, and the Russian agents who called themsdves
Jonathan Lambert and Dimitri!"

Hubert Adrian paled and caught hold of the edge of the desk beside him. Avis Adrian began

to sob. The Drake girl stared at Adrian. Then Penelope Drake cried out in horror.

"Ohnal I...I...knew about the money, yes, but. ., not murder! Mr. Adrian, how horrible!
Death is so horrible. Would you want to die? 'Y our wife? Would you want her to die?" Penelope
Drake cried.

Hubert Adrian was as pae as chalk in the dim light of the room that il flickered macabre



and grotesque in the dying flames of thefire.

"I..." the shaken gdlery owner began.

The Shadow glided closer to Adrian. ™Y ou killed Morris Kitt because he could not resist
stealing those statues, and that endangered the gang. Y ou knew he could be traced to you, and
you were afraid hewould talk if caught! Y ou saw that | had him captured, so you killed him."
"l...Yes yes | killed him. | saw that you had him, and | . . ." Adrian stopped, blinked, said,
"No, | saw that you had him, but | would have killed him anyway, he was afool! He would not
stop that stupid stealing of worthless statues! He thought he had us fooled. He thought we did not
know."

AvisAdrian cried out. "No, Hubert! You. ."

Adrian snarled at hiswife. "Y ou brought Kitt to us! It wasyou! Y ou vouched for him, said we
could use another engraver, told us he could not be traced! Y ou fool!"

Penelope Drake sighed. "it isdl over now, Avis. Perhapsit is better that Hubert tell them all.

| think it will help.”

Avis Adrian turned her ashen face toward the Drake girl who looked at her pityingly. Avis
dtared at the assistant. The face of the tall, blonde woman was amask of fear. The Drake girl
amiled reassuringly.

The Shadow spoke again to Hubert Adrian. "Y ou confess then, Hubert Adrian? Y ou killed
MorrisKitt? And you killed the Russian Dimitri in the cdllar of the galery. Y ou killed Jonathan
Lambert on the submarine just now? And you ordered my death there on the PT-boat?"
"Yes" Hubert Adrian said.

"How did you kill them, Hubert Adrian?'

"Withtheair gun! Yes, | killed them with theair gun. It isdeadly, ingantaneous. Thereisno
escape once the poison isingde the skin," Adrian said, muttered, dmost half talking now to
himsf.

The Shadow towered black in the dim room, thefireal but out now. The Avenger looked at
the broken Hubert Adrian. Then he turned his pitiless gaze on the ashen face of thetall, blonde
Avis Adrian. Penelope Drake stepped away from the fireplace toward The Shadow. She il
carried asheaf of documentsin her smal hand, holding them with both hands before her now.
"Do you have to go on, whoever you are? Hasn't it gone far enough? We admit our guilt, isn't
that the end?' Penelope Drake said. "1 know my guilt. What | have done to my poor old and
helpless uncle. Bring on your police, they must bewaiting.”

The pretty girl had removed her glasses now. She stood there looking sad and alone, her
beautiful body dumped in dgection, perhapsin remorse, as The Shadow looked &t her.

"The policewill arrive, Penelope Drake," The Shadow said. Helooked again at Hubert
Adrian. "Whereis Turhan Kemed? Have you killed Keme, too?!

"Kemd?' Adrian said.

"Yes! Hewas here earlier. Hewas seen.”
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"The Turk only cameto beg Mr. Adrian to reopen his show," Penelope Drake said.

"Then heisnot one of you?' The Shadow demanded.

"No," Penelope Drake said.

AvisAdrian burgt out, "He has confessed! 1san't that enough for you now? What more do you
want!"

The Shadow laughed. The eerig, chilling laugh echoed through the greet, silent housg, its
weird toneshanging intheair.

"Enough? Perhaps, Avis Adrian, but only The Shadow knows what evil lurksin the hearts of



men," the shrouded Avenger intoned.

His blazing eyes suddenly flared up as he turned once moreto look at the cowering Hubert
Adrian.

"So you killed them dl, Hubert Adrian?Why did you kill the Russians Dimitri and Lambert?"
"Why? Because they were after us, yes! They. . .they recognized me."

"Then you are the leader?’

"Yes"

"Y ou are Kolchov?'

"Yes, Kolchov," Adrian said.

Thelaugh of The Shadow echoed again through the house. "No, Hubert Adrian, you are not
Kolchov!"

In the dim room, the fire out now and the single light on the desk too wesk to reach into the
darker parts of the room, there was along silence. Avis Adrian covered her mouth asif to giflea
scream. Penelope Drake stood rigid, unmoving asif paralyzed by some sudden stroke. Hubert
Adrian turned the color of dirty grey clay, his hand shaking violently. Only Wolfgang Grobt,
emerging flow from the trance induced by The Shadow, could speak. Grobut moved, heard the
last words of The Shadow.

"Kolchov! Yes, agenius. Deadly, very deadly, but we work together, hein?' the bearded ex-
Nazi muttered.

The Shadow motioned along, powerful finger toward the muttering German. Hisfiery eyes
fixed Hubert Adrian with awithering Sare.

"Kolchov isdeadly, cold, ruthless,” The Shadow said. "Kitt feared Kolchov. You dl fear
Kolchov. You are not deadly or ruthless, Hubert Adrian. You areatool! Y ou do not give orders,
you take them! In your office you talked to Kolchov. Y ou did not kill me because you had to
wait for orders from your leader, and Kolchov isyour leader. Y ou are taking orders now! You
confessed only because Kolchov ordered you to confess, threatened you herein thisroom!™
The Shadow turned his avenging face toward the sllent and rigid form of the beautiful girl

who moved not a hair or musclein her fine body as The Shadow faced her.

"Do you think | am such afool, Penelope Drake, that | do not know when athreat isbeing
uttered,” The Shadow demanded. "'Did you think you could fool me so smply with thinly veiled
warnings of what would happen to Adrian and hiswifeif they exposed you?"

Thegirl who had so carefully hidden her beauity behind the glasses, clothes, and manner of a
scholarly type said nothing.

"Y ou, Penelope Drake," The Shadow intoned. "Y ou are the former Smersh agent Kolchov!"
%
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"YOU ARE theleader of thisgang and thekiller of MorrisKitt and dl the others!™

The Shadow waited as he watched the girl. For along minute she stared straight into his eyes.
Then Penelope Drake laughed at The Shadow.

"Don't beridiculous!" Penelope Drake snapped.

In the room the others sat without moving. Hubert Adrian seemed trapped between terror and
afaint hope. Avis Adrian watched her husband, her hand trembling. Wolfgang Grobut seemed
nervous for thefirst time. The ex-Nazi had lost his cold sneer. lielooked now like no more than
an old man who haslost hislast hope.

"l admit | amin the gang, yes, but | am not Kolchov!"



Penelope Drake said. "Who told you | was Kolchov?'

"Jonathan Lambert told me," The Shadow said softly in the dim and quiet room of the big old
house.

"Lambert? But Lambert never saw me!" Penelope Drake cried.

"No," The Shadow said, "Lambert never saw you, and that was how he told me! There were
many small clues. Theway they all looked at you at the gallery when you told me about Morris
Kitt. Y ou were telling more than they liked, but you were the boss. They were very nervous, but
they did not stop you.

"Adrian never gave you ared order, when | thought about it. And it was you who had the
connection up hereto use thishouse asabase. All thiswas minor until Lambert told methat he
knew you on sight, and yet | knew he had not yet found you, he had not found Kolchov! Hewas
sure Kolchov had joined with Wolfgang Grobut to tart the ring of counterfeiters, but he had not
yet seen Kolchov.

"Even that did not make merealize immediately. But there were strange words he used. He

said Kolchov was as deadly as a black widow spider-- afemae! When | caled Kolehov 'him,’
Lambert was startled, hesitated, and then decided not to tell me that Kolchov was awoman.
Lambert'sleader mocked Lambert and Dimitri for letting Kolchov outwit them and kill them.
The words he used were, 'What men | haveto let Kolchov outwit and kill them!" Y ou see? What
men | have. Again, he was mocking them for being beaten by a\WWoman.

"Grobut amost let it out in the submarine. He said Kolchov was ageniusfor amere. . . And
Lambert stopped him. Grobut was about to say for amere woman.' His Nazi superiority would
make him think that way. Findly, | remember those boxesin the coal room of the cellar at the
Adrian Galery. There were two boxes.

"Thekiller of MorrisKitt had gone through that manhole into the cdllar. The killer had amost
certainly come out of it to go to the Pauli Galery to kill Kitt. The escape route was prepared. But
there were two boxes, and both had been used. Neither Lambert nor | had needed more than one
to reach the manhole. But a short woman would have needed two! And there were two boxes."
Penelope Drake sneered a The Shadow. The scholarly manner was al gone now. Thegirl,
woman, stood taler and the beauty of her lithe body flaunted itself at The Shadow. The Avenger
watched her closgly. It was obvious that Penelope Drake had an amazing muscular control,
exceptiona for awoman. Enough control over her body to give her the ability to seem to change
total posture, attitude, general shape, and effect of appearance. Now she was displaying its hard
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and sinuous beauty that had been hidden so well under the soft and scholarly pose of the gallery
assigtant.

"All pure inference except for the two boxes," Penelope Drake said coldly. "And the two
boxes could mean a short man. Grobut is short. Keme is short!"

"Grobut is German. Kemd is Turkish," The Shadow said bluntly. "Kolchov must be from an
English-gpesking country. Lambert and Dimitri knew Kolchov, they were of the English Section
of the Soviet Secret Service. Kolchov was known to amost no one. Therefore the only way
Dimitri and Lambert could have known Kolchov on sight was that they had worked together!
Kolchov, too, had to have been of the English Section, the Soviets are not fools, they do not let
one agent know another unless absolutely unavoidable.”

Penelope Drake now smiled. The dender and perfect body was suddenly soft again, warm.
"You arevery clever, whoever you are" she said. "But, really, nothing you have is proof.
Perhaps awoman, perhaps a short man. All of us here speak English. How can you say Kolchov
isme? Why not Adrian, or Grobut, or Avis Adrian, or Keme?'



"Becausethey were dl seen by Lambert,” The Shadow said quietly now. "Only you were

never seen by Lambert. When | guessed that Kolchov was awoman, | turned my mind back, and
| saw it dl. Thefirst time Lambert entered the Adrian Gdllery, the night of Kitt's murder, you
Went upstairs as he came in. The second time, the night Dimitri waskilled, you did not come
down the airsuntil after Lambert had gone. At notimedid | see you where Lambert could see
you! Y ou were the only member of the gang that Lambert did not see. He saw Gideon Coffin
here, and he knew Grobut on sight.”

"You are mistaken," Penelope Drake said. "Y ou do not remember right. | was there when
Lambert wasthere.

"No! The Shadow hastotd recall, Penelope Drake! My mind never forgets what it has seen

and it can bring it back at any timelike afile of microfilm! It isasecret | learned from the greet
Chen T'aTze himsdf!"

When the next voice suddenly broke the silence of the dim room, The Shadow did not
recognizeit at first. The voicewaslow, controlled, thefear all gone out of it. It was the voice of
Hubert Adrian. The eegant gallery owner was staring at Penelope Drake.

"Yes," Hubert Adrian said. "Lambert never saw her. We had our orders. Someone aways
watched for Lambert or Dimitri. She was very afraid of them."”

"Bedlent, you fool!"

For the third time Penel ope Drake changed. Now her body was al muscle, amost masculine.
And her voice changed with her body. The voice was sharp, low, military. It wasthe voice of a
trained soldier. A merciless and ruthless soldier.

"No!" Hubert Adrian cried. "It isover. Y ou cannot harm me or Avis now. | know the powers

of thismanin black! Y ou are finished, Kolchov! | told you not to kill MorrisKitt!"

Penelope Drake, code-named Kol chov, began to nod now. Her pretty head moved up and
down in amoation that said she had, redly, dways known that this moment would come. The
Shadow watched her closaly. She stood beaten. Tall and straight like asoldier in defeat. The
Shadow did not trust her, hisfiery eyes never moved from her face. She had killed three men.
Three men who knew how to take care of themsalves, and two of whom were highly trained
expertsin the dark world of international terror and espionage. They had been expert, skilled, but
she had been more expert, more skilled. So he watched her. It was the eyesthat dways signaled
the move, the attempt to escape, the imminent attack. The Shadow watched her eyes. He was so
intent on her face he did not see the old man come into the room.
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Penelope Drake's eyes flicked for a second toward the old man. Gideon Coffin stood there
just inside the door and looked at his grandniece. The old man's voice wastired, weary.

"So sheiscaught,” Gideon Coffin said. "I knew. | could not doit, but | knew it would happen.
it was her mother. | warned my nephew, but he married the woman anyway. | think the mother,
too, was a Communist spy. | had no proof, but | knew. | cut off my nephew, but he died, and the
woman died, and | could not deny the girl. It was along time before | guessed that she had
thrown in her lot with them!”

The old man sighed, smiled. " She could not even be loya to them, could she. Animd, only an
evil animal. Money tempted her and she betrayed the Communiststoo. An animal without
mordlity or pity or pride or shame! That poor Kitt, be was only afool. Heimagined himself an
artist, acollector of art. He was not redlly abad person, but she had to kill him. Shelikesto kill.
Sheisno better than that monster Ivan, but she hasabrain, and that makes her. . ."

The wholetime the old man was talking, The Shadow never let his piercing eyeswander for a
second from the face of Penelope Drake. The face of the beaten soldier who stood proud and
undaunted in the face of her captors. It was amistake.



The Shadow saw nothing at al in her eyes. Not amuscle or nerve twitched in her face. Her
hands holding the documentsin front of her smply moved apart dowly, so dowly no one saw
until they fell, suddenly, to thefloor. Thear gun wasin her right hand. It had been hidden
beneath the documents the whole time The Shadow had been in the room. Not once had she
given that fact away, but she had been dert and ready from the instant The Shadow had
appeared.

The documents fell to the floor and she shot. The sharp spit of air barely sounded inthe dim
room.

Gideon Coffin never finished his sentence. The old man clutched hisneck asif abee had

sung him. Then hefdl dead.

Theair gun spat again. A sharp rush of wind.

Hubert Adrian crashed against the desk and did to the floor.

The Shadow |leaped toward her.

"Stop!" The Shadow commanded.

Penelope Drake stopped, blinked once, stepped backward one step to the wall, and vanished.
The Shadow lesped across the dim room to the wall. There was no sign of the secret door
through which Penelope Drake, the turncoat Soviet agent Kol chov, had vanished. The Avenger
whirled. Avis Adrian bent over the body of her husband.

"Quick! How doesit work?" The Shadow demanded.

"l.. .1 don't know. He knew," Avis Adrian said pointing to the dead Gideon Coffin.

"She can't get far! She must have an escape planned!” The

Shadow said harshly.

Walter Grobut spoke. The ex-Nazi was now no more than a shivering old man. Grobut stared
at the dead Gideon Coffin and the horribly twisted face of Hubert Adrian.

"The boat," Grobut said, hisvoice shaking. "The PT-boat, it ishidden in a secret boathousein
the harbor. It was our escape. Catch her! Sheisinsane. The boathouse is down at the water on
the harbor side, it looks like only asmall sand dune. Thereisared flag on top!™

The Shadow turned and glided like agreet bird from the room. In the hal he moved swiftly
toward the front door. He opened the door-- and closed it without going out. In the hail he stood
and listened. For along ingtant he stopped breathing.
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Faint, very faint, his super-ears heard the sound.

Far off and above where he stood, only The Shadow could have heard the soft, light step far
above. Hisgrim face smiled donein the dark hail. It was as he had expected. Penelope Drake,
Kolchov, would have been too clever to use the prepared escape thistime. Shewould leave
nothing to chance, trust in no element of luck, expect no errors on the part of her enemies. It
would have been an error on the part of The Shadow to not question Wolfgang Grobut
immediately -- and Kolchov would know that.

Thefaint sound came again.

On thethird floor. Almost directly above where The Shadow stood in the dark behind the
front door. Trained and incredibly clever, Kolchov. Leave nothing to chance. Expect no errors
and hope for no luck to give her time. A second escape-- and only The Shadow could have heard
the faint sounds that came from above after he had opened and closed the front door. Nothing
|eft to chance, only after the door had opened and closed had Kolchov moved far above!

Now there was no more sound from above.

The Shadow turned from the door at once and retraced his silent path along the hall. At the



stairs he moved up to the second floor. His earswere ddlicately dert, keyed to their highest pitch,
and his piercing eyes searched the dark as he climbed in sillence on his dippered feet.

On thethird floor The Shadow stopped to listen again. He heard nothing. Hisface setiniits
grim and avenging smile, he moved aong the third floor hal until he came to the front room
above where the door was downgtairs. He entered noiselessly and stood alone in the dark, his
black garbed figure invisble in the shadows of the room.

His eyes, with their dark vison, saw that he wasin asmple bedroom. Therewas atall four-
poster bed, chairs, acouch, two chests of drawers, and awoman's dressing table. His eyes saw
nothing else. The room was bare and untouched.

But hisears, keyed to their keenest pitch, heard something ese. His eyes burned with
avengingfire

He heard the faint, soft sound of human breething. The laugh of The Shadow rose chillingin

the small room.

"Kolchov! No one can escape The Shadow!"

There was no answer, no movement.

"l know you are there!" The Shadow intoned. ™Y ou cannot escape the mind of The Shadow!
Come out with your hands up!™

Nothing moved.

In the room the power of the mind of The Shadow reached out, probed the darkness. His eyes
glowed in the night. The blood-red fire-opa girasol blazed with itsinner light. The Avenger
seemed to grow larger, spread, expand, until his black-garbed shape filled the whole room.
Thewall opened.

Therewas afaint click and thewall to the right of The Shadow opened suddenly.

She stood there. The air gun wasin her hand and aimed at The Shadow. She made no sound.
She did not speak. Her eyes blinked once, twice. Her band trembled on the air gun. The
Shadow's eyes burned through her.

Theair gunfel from her hand.

The Shadow stepped toward her, moved through the dark to her. She pitched forward to the
floor and lay ill.
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The Shadow glided across the dark room to stand over her. She did not move, and she did not
breethe. The Avenger bent down. He smelled the odor of bitter amonds. In her small, even teeth
he saw the few remains of the cyanide capsule.

The black cloaked Avenger stood up and looked down at her. She had not spoken once, not a
word or sound. The cold, ruthless soldier to the end. She had died as she had lived, and her
secrets, and her reasons for deserting her country to become a Smersh agent, and her reasons for
betraying the Soviet for crime, had died with her. In away she could be admired, respected. She
had lived by her code and had not flinched at the end. Unable to resist the power of The Shadow
any longer, she had taken her fina escape. She had lived by violence and died by violence.
Without aword or sound. Penelope Drake, aias Kolchov, was dead.

The Shadow felt no pity for her. She had been evil, amercilesskiller, and justice bad been

done. And in the old house the chilling laugh of The Shadow echoed al down the dark and
empty hdls.

The sun had risen and was hafway down the sky again when Raston, Detective Joe Cardona,
Margo and Lamont Cranston rode in the taxi toward the Marthas Vineyard airport. Cranston sat
with his eyes hooded in hisimpassive face, his pretty dark-haired secretary hersdf again beside
him. Raston, the T-Man, was explaining the whole case.

"We were with Margo here when that Sulu Calm came running for uswith his story of the



submarine blowing up with you init, Crangton. Y ou were damned lucky they took you off firgt.”
Thefind laugh of The Shadow bad bardly faded away in the big house the night before when
Margo, Sulu Cam, Ralston, and Joe Cardona had arrived on the run at the house with the entire
local policeforce. They had found Lamont Cranston bound in the cellar. They had found Avis
Adrian still bending over the twisted body of Hubert Adrian. Wolfgang Grobut, recovered from
hisfright, had tried to run, but had been caught in Vineyard Haven attempting to stedl aboat to
reach the mainland. Turhan Kemel had been found bound and gagged in the hidden PT-boat.
"Kemd redlly just came up to ask for his show to reopen,” Raston the Treasury man said.
"Hewasn't in the gang. That Wolfgang Grobut refusesto talk, but it doesn't matter. Weve got
him cold for counterfeiting, and Avis Adrian hastold us the whole thing. The submarine wasthe
printing plant al right. They were adl dead in the sub. The Adrian woman says the sub was blown
up by the Drake woman herself.

"She was the leader, Penelope Drake, and when she saw you and Lambert on the sub she

knew the game was up and blew the sub up hersdf with charges placed for just such an
emergency. Shewasared killer type, didn't mind killing al her own people. Lambert wasa
Russ an agent, we think, but the divers who brought him up found no identification at al, not
even hisred name."

Crangton sighed. "We never will know hisreal name. Hell go to anamedess grave, that is part

of thegamethey play."

"l guess 0," Ralston agreed. "Anyway, it wasthe Drake girl's plan al along. Shefound

Grobut, she bought the sub, she hired other engravers and set up the plant, she used Coffin's
house for a headquarters, and she brought Adrian and his galery into the gang. Shekilled them
al, even poor old Gideon Coffin. Then shekilled hersdf. Shewasdl adonein that room, | don't
know what made her kill hersdf."

"Perhaps she was frightened by shadows," Margo said softly.

Raston stared at Margo. "Funny you said that. The Adrian woman keeps babbling about a
black giant, ablack shadow. We found agiant of a man in the grounds with his neck broken, but
we can't figure who did that. We heard afunny kind of sound, like alaugh, when we arrived, and
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the Adrian woman keeps talking about awierd laugh. Someone, or something, laughed and
broke the neck of that giant, but there just wasn't anyone else around.”

"Just the shadows,” Margo said.

" Shadows don't break necks and laugh," Ralston said.

"Y ou never know, Ralston,” Lamont Cranston said softly. "There are more thingsin the
shadows than any of usknow."

Ralston snorted then, and the Treasury man sat back in the taxi asthey approached the airport.
Margo Lane amiled at theimpassivefigure of Lamont Cranston. The eyes of the wealthy

socidite flashed once with the fire of The Shadow, and then became quiet and impassive-- the
way they would be until The Shadow was called again.

THE END
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