THE SHADOW'SREVENGE
THE SHADOW'SREVENGE

A BELMONT BOOK--October 1965.

In the tall grassland, between the mountain and the jungle wall, a lion roared. At that moment
the sun jaded from the purple African sky and dusk rose up from the hot land itself. Then silence.
An uneasy silence. The heavy purple sky held its breath. The mountains and the jungle waited.
Animals lay fiat against the ground or moved furtively. The air itself hovered thick, waiting.

In the village at the edge of the jungle the people stopped their work to look up at the sky.

They looked at the mountains and the silent jungle. They looked behind them, uneasily. Their
eyes showed white as they searched the gathering darkness.

At the instant of total night the drums began.

Distant drums from many corners of the night.

The people of the village moved together to the open, sunbaked heart of the village where the
ground had hardened to the smoothness of stone under the years of dancing feet. An old man
stepped to the pyre of tall logs and set it afire. Thefire blazed up In the night. The people moved
close to the flames despite the thick heat of the night.

A distance away, at the edge of the village, a tall man stood on the covered verandah oj a
house much larger than the huts of the village. The flames of the fire flared up from time to time
revealing histhin, pale face and European clothes. His dark eyes were staring out into the night
toward the south and the jungle wall.

The man had been standing on the verandah for some time--since before the drums began far
of]. There was more than uneasiness on his pale white face as he listened to the drums. He knew
what they told. They told of the coming of the Demon.

The Demon came.

The sound came.

A sound torn from the dark throat of the jungle. A sound like a long, violent scream. Wailing,
rising, echoing through the night and out across the grass-land to the mountain wall. A sound as
sharp and piercing as a knife. Seady, rising higher and higher.

The Demon appeared in the blazing light of thefire.

High, floating in the air.

The single shining eye glistening down at the cowering people of the village.

It hovered--floated in the air asif suspended on the long, screaming sound that filled the dark
night sky of Africa.

On the verandah of the house at the edge of the village the tall man gripped the rail and

stared toward the glare of the fire and the demonic figure that floated in the night.

A giant figure shimmering in the flames. Black boots on Its glistening feet. Skirt of

shimmering feathers and the long tail of a lion. Tunic of a soldier gleaming with the color of
medals. The head of a giant bird with the sharp, hooked beak of an eagle. In the center of the
head the single shining eye.

The Demon floated, hovered, swooped high above the dancing flames.

A wide, shimmering, undulating halo above its eagle head. The tall man on the verandah at

the edge of the village turned quickly and went into the large house. Inside, he bent over a small
radio transmitter. He manipulated dials, spoke urgently. He spoke for no more than a moment.
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He stopped. He listened. Quickly he stepped to a corner of the room, bent, raised a small section
of floor, and vanished beneath the floor. The trap door closed behind him.--

Moments later the silent men entered the room of the large house. Sx men, dark-skinned,
wearing pieces of uniforms and the skins of animals and the feathers of jungle birds. They moved
in silence from room to room. Then, in the empty house, they began to smash. They smashed, and
tore down, and ripped off the walls, and laughed like insane beasts as they smashed.

In the village the people broke before the Demon. They ran, terrified, to escape into the night
beyond the fire. Frantic, they ran for the cover of the darkness.

They ran into awall of firing rifles, of automatic weapons. A single long volley. Then silence.
The natives of the village who had not fallen huddled again near the fire.

From the night on all sides of the village men began to walk into the light of the fire, their
weapons pointed, the Demon above.
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THE COUNTRY isnew. One of the many coloniesin the heart of Africathat has become a country,
measter of its own destiny. The former Belgian Congo is near, the countries where the white man
dill rulesare not far away.

The country is bordered on thewest by achain of high mountains, on the east by thick jungles
that reach to the distant Indian Ocean. The grest river, the Lubilana, runs north through the land,
risng in the svamps below the Kanda Tract and ending somewhere to the north in the mighty
Congo. Thereisasinglerailroad from the capita in the southeast to the border in the north
where the mines are: the tin mines, and copper mines, and once rich but now abandoned silver
mines

The second city, Marianville, isin the north near the mines. Therailroad connects Marianville
and the capita in the south. Thereis now a highway between Marianville and the capitd, once
named Frederick Augustus Town, now renamed Zambalain honor of the fierce warriorswho
roamed the country before the white man came. Zambalaisamodern city. There are wide Streets
with cafes shaded by trees, and the buildings are tall and of white stone. The clothesare
European in Zambala,and there are buses and automobiles, and dumsfor the poor who livein
the wooden shacks that surround the glistening white buildings.

Intherest of the country there are only smal dirt roads and frontier-like towns and the grass
villages of the country tribes.

Mukulu isone of the frontier towns, the administrative center for the most backward and poor
digtrict of the country. It is north and west of Zambala, on the Lubilana, and close beneath the
mountain wall at the northern edge of the desolate Kanda Tract. Therailroad line from Zambaa
to Marianville passes through Mukulu, but the highway is many milesto the east, connected by
only arutted dirt road impassible during the rainy season.



The village where the Demon appeared is not far from Mukulu. A week passed since the
Demon appeared in the village. Now the village is deserted. The grass huts are empty. Thefires
are out. The people have gone, vanished in an instant, their tools and cooking pots and weapons
and clothing left where they had been last used asif the people have only gone for amoment and
will return the next moment. But it isaweek, and the people have not returned. The large house
with the verandah stands empty at the edge of the village.

Onthishot day, in thethick and slent afternoon, the men of the patrol of the country's army
areout in the grass and jungle searching for some trace of the vanished people. A smal United
Nations patrol of Ghurka soldiersfrom Indiaare with them. They have found nothing in aweek,
and the few men left behind in the deserted village doze in the sun and do not think that their
comradeswill find anything thisday.

In the village nothing moved. The soldiersleft on guard rested in the shade of the grass huts
whereit was cooler. Dugt, stirred by afaint and sporadic breeze, hovered in the air and hest.
Even thelionson the grasdand lay in the shade, their tailsflicking at the flies that hovered about
them. Noo one looked up when the flight of birds rose from the bushes at the edge of the village.
Thebirdscircled in the hot sun.
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In the bushes the heavy shadows of the thick afternoon seemed to move. Blending with the
shadows of the African sun, ablack-cloaked figure appeared, emerged from out of the sun and
stood observing the silent village. Beneath the wide brim of ablack douch hat, piercing eyes
watched the open area of the village. A fiery red gem glistened on the long finger of the cloaked
figure

The Shadow watched the empty village, and then began to move through the bushesin awide
circle. Hisblack cloaked figure moved in and out of light and shadow, blending with the shifting
pattern of light and dark, like some wraithlike mirage of the light itself. His keen eyes searched
the ground as he circled the village unseen by the few yawning soldierseft on guard in the hot
afternoon.

From time to time the cloaked Avenger bent to study the ground as he circled. He was peering
closdly at the marks of many feet in the bushes al around the deserted village. Once he bent
quickly and hislong fingers picked up asmall, shiny object. He put the object into his pocket and
continued his careful circuit of thevillage.

In the thick jungle growth to the south of the village, hiscircuit amost completed, the silent
crime-fighter suddenly stopped and bent down again. His glinting eyes studied asmall black

stain on the grass and on the bushes beneath the tall jungle trees. He touched the black stain,
smdled it. He stood up, atdl black shadow among the myriad jungle shadows, and turned to
dare toward the village.

The Shadow froze immobile.

His keen ears had heard the soft footsteps.

They came swift and silent. The Shadow stood tall and black, a part of the jungle, and they
passed too far away to seether faces. Four figuresin khaki uniforms;, smal men moving fast and
dlently around the village. At the edge of the jungle they stopped to study the somnolent village.
Then they moved on around and vanished in the direction of Mukulu. The Shadow returned his
45 automatic to its hiding place ingde his cloak and glided through the jungle again. He cameto
the large house with the verandah on the edge of the deserted village. The verandah leaned, and a
wall lay falen-in from somefury that had ripped through the house. The Shadow floated across
the open space between the bushes and the house, a black shape in the moving pattern of sun. He



climbed the sagging steps, crossed the leaning verandah, and entered the main room of the house.
The room was a chaos of destruction. Chairs had been smashed, the walls themsalves torn

open, tables broken, the missionary cross ripped down from the shattered wall and broken. The
Shadow found the small radio in the far corner of the room away from the door. It had been
pounded into a usaless mass of twisted metal and broken glass.

The bedrooms and dining room of the house looked like a pack of wild animals had

stampeded through them. Everything had been ripped open, smashed, and there was nowhere for
anyone or anything to hide or be hidden.

The Shadow returned to the main room.

His burning eyes searched the room. There was no trace of blood, and no trace of abody. He
began to cover the room inch by inch. He saw nothing. He reached the corner of the room
farthest from the entrance and nearest to the smashed radio. His eyes saw nothing but the debris
of destruction. He turned to move away--and stopped. Histrained hearing had heard the faint
difference of sound. A difference of sound when he walked herein the corner. He stepped again,
and moved away, and listened to the sound of hisfootfals. In the corner near the radio there was
adifference of sound. A hollow sound. Faint, but unmistakable to the ears of The Shadow. He
returned to the corner, bent, and began to clear away the debris. Helifted arattan rug.
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Benesath the rug was the bare floor. Even the eyes of The Shadow saw nothing at first. Then
thefaint outline of the trap door became clear to him. He lifted the hidden door and gazed down
into the blackness benesath.

Therewas anarrow ladder. The Shadow swung onto the ladder and plunged below.

The Shadow stood in asmal, dark room. His piercing eyes, with the power to seein the dark
learned long ago in the Orient, searched the bare room. The walls were only dirt, and the room
was empty. From the age of the dry dirt walls The Shadow guessed that the room had been dug
long ago as ahiding place in the days of the wild Zambaawarriors. But it had been used
recently. The Shadow detected the signs of someone having walked acrossthe dirt floor. But
there was no one in the black room, dead or dive, and the signsled to ablank wall.

The Shadow glided closeto thisblank wall, his burning eyes glowing in the dark from the
reflected red fire of the girasol ring on hisfinger. Hislong fingers touched the hard earth wall.
Hefound the break low down near thefloor. A smdll section of the wall came away and reveded
adark passage. The section of wall wasjust big enough for a man to crawl through, the passage
hidden by an old iron plate cleverly covered with earth to maich the dirt walls themselves.

The Shadow bent, crawled, and entered the small opening. He crawled for ten yards, and then
stood up. The narrow entrance had opened into atunnel large enough for aman to stand up in.
There was no trace of light. Nothing but blackness made red now by the glow of the fiery opa
girasol on The Shadow'sfinger. The Shadow glided swiftly dong the dark passage, hiseyes
searching as he went. The Shadow moved on through the blackness benesth the earth until, at
last, therewas afaint light ahead. Light and noise. A distant roaring sound, low but steady. The
sound grew louder as The Shadow approached the circle of light. He reached the exit from the
tunnel and emerged through ascreen of thick bushesinto the light and heet of the African
afternoon. The noise was loud now, and he saw the grest river lessthan fifty yardsaway. The
Lubilanawas high and moving fast toward the north.

Between The Shadow and the river was the dense growth of the river bank. Thick, tangled
bushes and trees that drew their sustenance from the water of theriver's edge. A narrow path led
from the hidden opening of the tunnel to the bank of the river and awide sand bar that jutted out
from shore into the heavy water. With theriver high, the sand bar was half covered with the
rushing weter.



Heavy twisted logs and other debris brought down by theriver littered the sand bar.

From the shore The Shadow's eyes searched the debris-strewn sand bar. He turned away to
search the bushes between the exit from the tunnel and the river bank. Then, suddenly, he turned
back.

Something was not right out on the sand bar. Among the twisted and grotesgue logs brought
down by the rushing Lubilana, The Shadow had seen something else. He looked out acrossthe
wide sand bar.

The body of aman lay there with hisfeet covered by the lapping water.

The Shadow moved swiftly out and across the sand bar to the body. It lay among the
driftwood logs, dl but hidden from sight. The body of atal man in European clothes.
Impressionsin the sand, filled with seeping water, led up to the body. The dead man lay on his
back in the African sun. The Shadow bent closer to inspect the body.

There was nothing in any of the dead man's pockets except some pieces of dry straw. The
pockets had been searched and emptied. The Shadow opened the dead man's bush jacket and
looked at the single bullet hole directly over the heart. There were no other marks on the body.
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His clothes and shoes were intact. No debris from the river clung to the body. The Shadow stood
up.

The black-cloaked Avenger stood there in the African sun for sometime. His piercing eyes
gtared down at the dead man who lay asif adegp. With the bush jacket pulled over thesingle
wound there was no way to tell that the man had been shot. Sowly, The Shadow |ooked over the
sand bar. The water-soaked debris of theriver reached far up the bar past where the body lay
with itsfeet in the weter.

Absorbed in his study of the sand bar and the body, The Shadow did not hear the boat until it
had rounded a curve in the wide river and was approaching the sand bar. The secret Avenger
looked up and saw the boat. An outboard motor boat coming fast toward both the sand bar and
The Shadow who stood black and clear in the sun. Five men were in the boat, all armed, and one
man stood pointing toward the black apparition of The Shadow.

"Y ou there! Remain whereyou arel™

The cal came from the man who stood in the bow of the boat with apistol pointed toward

The Shadow.

The boat came closer. The Shadow could see the men clearly now. Small, dark men wearing

the British-made uniforms of the Indian Army. Ghurkas, their curved kukrisvisible a their belts.
All the Ghurkas wore United Nations armbands on their uniforms. The Shadow turned and began
to float away across the sand bar.

"Hdt! You! Hat!"

The Shadow moved through the debris and driftwood, his black-cloaked form blending with

the twisted shapes of thelogs. The Ghurka officer raised hispistal to fire. The soldiersfired. A
snglevolley that shattered the stillness of the jungle. Birdsflew up, crying out, and crocodiles
scrambled into the river. The soldiers prepared to fire again. They did not fire.

The Shadow had vanished.

In the boat that now touched the sand bar the soldiers stared around them. The Shadow had
melted into the sunlight itself. The bushes at the edge of the jungle did not move now, therewas
no sound anywhere except the steady roar of theriver.

The Ghurka officer ill held his pistol pointed toward the edge of the jungle. The officer

rubbed his eyes and looked al around again. He turned toward his men to ask them if they had



seen where the black figure had gone. But the officer did not speak. He was, suddenly, not sure
whether or not he had seen the weird black figure at dl.

Angrily, the officer holstered his pistol and turned his attention to the dead body of the tall

man where it lay on the sand bar at the edge of theriver.

2

LESSTHAN aquarter of amile away from the river and the body of the tall man, a covered jeep
drove dowly dong adirt road that wound narrowly between thetdl jungle walls on either Sde.
The driver was alone in the vehicle. But not for long. Asthe jeep passed athick clump of trees
closetotheroad, atal black figure glided from the shadows and dipped into the empty front
seat besdethe driver. "All right, Stanley,” The Shadow said, "back to Mukulu." Stanley--
chauffeur, bodyguard, agent, and friend of The Shadow--stepped on the accelerator. The jeep
began to move fast along the dusty dirt road. The Shadow climbed quickly into the back seet.
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Hidden from any observer, The Shadow swiftly removed thelong black cloak, the wide douch
hat, and thefire-opd girasol ring. He folded the specid garmentsinto amazingly smal sizeand
bid them in the secret pockets insde the clothes of the man who now sat in the back seet. The
Shadow was gone, and in the Avenger's place was Lamont Cranston, wedlthy socidite,
businessman, and close friend of Police Commissioner Weston of New Y ork.

Lamont Cranston returned to the front seat of the jeep. Where he sat beside his chauffeur,
Stanley, helooked gtraight ahead dong the winding jungle road. Theimmobile face and haf-
closed eyes of the socidite and businessman were in marked contrast to The Shadow's piercing
gaze. His hawklike features were impassive, immobile, and his hooded eyes were quiet and
steady as he spoke.

"He'sdead, Stanley."

"Dead?’ Stanley said. "Mr. Vickers?'

"Shot, Stanley," Cranston said grimly. "From the look of the body 1'd say he's been dead a
week."

"The same night he disappeared--right, Boss?' Stanley said.

"It looksthat way," Cranston agreed. "There were many tracks around that village. Some bare
feet and some heavy boot marks. There must have been alot of them. It lookslike Vickerswas
interrupted while he was trying to send that message, and escaped through atrap door under the
floor. A tunndl led out to the river bank. That was where | found the body."

"Any ideas who they could have been, Boss?' Stanley asked.

Crangton shook hishead. "Not yet, Stanley. But T found a black patch in the jungle, motor oil
from the smell of it. And | found this." Cranston held out asmall, circular, brass object. It wasa
button. Stanley glanced down at the button as he drove on through the dim afternoon jungle.

"A uniform button, right?' Stanley said.

Cranston nodded thoughtfully. "Some Nava uniform, French | should say. It'sodd, Stanley, |
can't think what a French nava officer would be doing here. Asfar as| know the French had
nothing to do with this country, and werre along way from the sea."

"'l guess uniforms can be stolen or bought, Boss," Stanley said.

"I'm sorry about Mr. Vickers, he was agood man.”

"And agood friend, Stanley,” Lamont Cranston said.

Stanley drove on through the dim jungle light, the dirt road deserted between thetal jungle
walls, and Cranston sat in silence now. He was thinking about Gerald Vickers and how this had



al begun. How The Shadow had cometo Africa
It was aweek ago now that Commissioner Weston had called Cranston to the private room in
the elegant Cobalt Club in faraway New Y ork. Weston had not been aone.

The impeccable, white-haired Commissioner waved Cranston to a seet. Weston's face was
concerned, worried. The Commissioner nodded toward the third man in the room.

"Thisis Kurt Rohrbach, Lamont," Weston said. "He's from Interpol. I'm afraid he's got some
disturbing news. Gerald Vickersismissng."

"Vickersmissing?' Crangon said. "From hisMisson?

"Hewasn't at hisMisson, Mr. Cranston,” the Interpol man, Kurt Rohrbach, said. "Hewas
doing some field work at asmall village on the edge of the Kanda Tract. The Missionary Society
saysthat Vickers was particularly interested in the legends and taboos of the Kanda area, so he
went down there. Hewasliving in ahousein avillage right on the edge of the Tract. The placeis
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rather isolated, about fifteen miles from the adminigtrative center of the district at Mukulu, and
the house had asmall radio transmitter.

"Last night someone, or something, attacked that village. Vickers started to send aradio
message through to Mukulu. Tie must have been surprised because he only got afew words
through. After that the District Commissioner of the area, a Colonel Mnera, tried to call Vickers
back but Vicker's radio was out of commission. Mnera sent apatrol immediately. When the
colond and his patrol got there they found everyone gone, the whole village including Vickers.
The whole population is missing, and there were no bodies nor Sgns of struggle except that
Vickers house had been ransacked.”

Cranston looked at Weston when Rohrback finished speaking. The Commissioner seemed
more than concerned or worried. Gerald Vickers had been afriend of Weston's. Cranston, too,
bad known Vickerswell. The missing man had been a dedicated missonary, avery human man
of God, and aman who had spent al hislifetrying to help the less fortunate of the world both
gpiritually and with more practica aid. Both Weston and Cranston were members of the Board of
the Missionary Society that had sent Gerald Vickers out to Africathislast time.

"And heis gtill missing, Mr. Rohrbach?' Cranston asked.

Rohrbach nodded. "Without atrace. They al are. There aretracks, sgnsin thevillage, of an
attacking force of some kind, but thereis no trace of where they came from or where they went.
They'vejust vanished into thin air.”

Crangton's hooded eyes were impassive. "What were the conclusions of theloca authorities?”
"None," Rohrbach said. "They claim to have no ideawho, or why, or how."

"Y ou don't believe them?' Commissioner Weston brokein. "I'm not sure," Rohrbach said.
"There's something very strange going onin that area.”

"Strange?"' Crangton said.

Rohrbach nodded, "Yes, and I'm afraid thet isall I'm at liberty to divulge.”

Crangton leaned forward in the silent room, hisimpassive features set in adight frown. "Just
why is Interpol interested in the disappearance of amissonary, Rohrbach?' he asked. "Vickersis
hardly aman to beinvolved in internationa crime.

It would seem more a concern of the local authorities and the United Nationsin the area.”
Rohrbach stood up in the quiet room of the Cobalt Club and began to pace. The Interpol man
was small and dark, and his face took on agrim expression as he paced. He seemed to be trying
to decide just how much he should revedl.



"Let meput it thisway, Cranston,” Rohrbach said at last. "We don't know what Vickers may
beinvolved in. All we know isthat he has vanished dong with dl theinhabitants of avillage. |
am not authorized to tdl you just why Interpol isworking in the country, but | can tell you that
Vickersisnot the first man to disgppear there. In fact, two of our agents have vanished right in
the Mukulu digtrict.”

"Two agents?' Weston said. " Disappeared?’

"Without atrace," Rohrbach said. "That iswhy we're so interested in Vickers. You seg, his
abortive messageisthefirg hint we have of what might be going on down there.”

"What was his message, Rohrbach?' Cranston asked.

Rohrbach continued to pace. "It was only afew words, Cranston, he did not havetime for
more, it seems. It said only, 'Village attacked. Don't know who or why. The Demon leads. Send
help at once. Demon flies, | think | know. . ." And that wasall."

Thistimethe slencein the eegant club room had an ominous fedling. Commissioner Weston
stared at Rohrbach asif not sure he had heard correctly. Cranston's hooded eyes flashed once
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with ahint of the power of The Shadow. Rohrbach continued to pace dowly, uneasily. Weston
wasthefirst to break the heavy quiet of the room.

"The Demon?' Weston said. "A Demon thet flies?!

"Yes," Rohrbach said.

"What doesit mean? Was Vickersal right? Perhaps he was under some strain.” Weston said.
"I don't know what it means." Rohrbach said, "and | don't know what condition Vickerswas
in. That is one thing we want to know. Wewant to find Vickers, if heisill dive.”

"Youthink heisdtill dive?" Cranston asked.

"Wethink there'sa chance," Rohrbach said. "As| said, his house was ransacked but there was
no trace of blood, and no sign of Vickers. Until we find him, thereis hope.”

Weston nodded dowly. The Commissioner looked at Lamont Cranston. It was Cranston who
asked the important question.

"Just what do you want usto do, Rohrbach?"

Rohrbach paused in his pacing, hesitated and stared for along minute out the high window of
the Cobalt Club room at the sharp and jagged towering skyline of New Y ork. Between and
beyond thetall, sky-reaching buildings, the wide Hudson River was visblewith its piersand the
ships bound for the ends of the earth. Rohrbach turned to Cranston.

"We want you to go down there," Rohrbach said. "We want some private citizen who knew
Vickerswell, who was involved with the missonary work, to go down there and help find him.
The Commissioner saysthat you are our man, Cranston. Y ou knew Vickers, you're amember of
the Missionary Society Board, you're known to travel agreat ded.”

"Why aprivate citizen, Rohrbach? Why not continue to handleit yoursdf? After dl, | would
have no officia standing, and I'm not familiar with the Situation,” Cranston questioned.
"Precisdly because of that, Cranston. As| said, two of our men have vanished. We think
whoever, or whatever, is down thereis on to us, perhaps knows most of our men by sight. But
more than that, we have a strong ideathat Vickersis no more than an innocent bystander caught
up in something by accident. If beis ill dive he may bein hiding, frightened, and with no idea
of who to contact, who to try to reach. Y ou see, asfar aswe know Vickers knows nothing about
Interpol, and he may not know who he can trust down there.”

"And you think that if | gppear, someone he knows, he will try to contact me?' Cranston said.
"Exactly."

Cranston congidered. "But you can't, or won't, tell mejust why Interpol isdown there?
"Wethink it safest not to, Cranston,” Rohrbach said. "As| said, we don't think Vickers has



any connection with our problems. We think he wasjust caught in the middie. We aso think that
whoever atacked that village may aso know that Vickersis no more than an innocent pawn. We
don't want to jeopardize Vickers by trying to reach him ourselvesin case they know us. And we
think that the less you know, the more you are smply a private friend looking for Vickers, the
safer both you and Vickerswill be."

Crangton smiled. It made sense, and yet he knew that the Interpol man was not telling the

exact truth. Interpol did not know Gerald Vickers, and they did not know whether or not Vickers
was innocent or involved in whatever it wasthey were investigating. They did not want to reved
anything that might give aid to their enemies down there. The less Cranston knew, thelesshe
could tdl Vickersor anyonedse.

"Inshort,” Cranston said, "you want meto try to find Vickers, and keep my eyes open for you
whileI'mat it."

"We could use help," Rohrbach said smply.
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"What do you say, Lamont? Y ou've worked with me so often, another time should interest

you," Weston said.

Cranston nodded. There was too much about thisthat he did not know, but Vickerswas a
frien& and something very strange and very evil appeared to be going on down there. It was The
Shadow's chosen work to battle dl evil wherever hefound it. Vanished villages and strange
Demons were The Shadow'swork, and The Shadow did not believe in evil Demons, only in evil
men.

"Y ou can help your friend," Rohrbach said, "and law and order.” "Very wdl," Cranston said.

"I'll sart today."

Now, aweek later, he had found Gerald Vickers--dead. He had found the vanished

missionary after waiting days, and after along search. And Gerad Vickers had not died naturally
or by accident. He had been shot through the heart. Vickers had been dead dl thetime, even
while Rohrbach had been talking back therein New Y ork in the quiet room of the Cobalt Club.
In the jeep, approaching the tiny outpost of Mukulu that was the administrative center of the
digtrict, Crangton frowned behind hisimpassve gaze.

"A week, Stanley,” Cranston said. "Dead aweek, and yet the body was not found. | would

have thought that one of the patrols would have discovered the body much sooner. That sand bar
isquite open." "Maybe it was out of Sght and only got washed out there recently,” Stanley said
ashedrove.

"Perhaps, Stanley,” Crangton said. "But | must know more about what happened here that

night of the attack. Was Interpol here? And how was Vickers killed? From the look of that house
| don't think anyone found that trap door, and yet Vickers was found and killed after escaping
through the trgp door and the tunnd.”

"He probably waked into agang of stragglers, Boss," Stanley said. "Native attacks are like

that. Chaotic, bands of killerswandering dl over thejungle.”

"Possbly, Stanley,” Cranston sad, "but I. . ."

Behind the quiet and hooded eyes of Lamont Cranston the keen vision of histrue self, The
Shadow, was gtill there. And now, as Cranston spoke to Stanley, this keen and darting vision saw
thefaint glint, the smal flash of reflected evening sunlight, an ingtant before the shot wasfired.

A flash of light from agun barrel or the lense of atelescopic sight, high and off to the left of the
dusty road as the jegp neared the edge of Mukulu.



The shot rang through the silent jungle.

AsLamont Cranston, or as any of the other dter-egos of The Shadow, all the secret and

mystic powers of The Avenger were till part of him--except one. The power to cloud the minds
of men, learned long ago in the Orient from the great Chen Ta Tze, required the black cloak, the
black douch hat, and the fire-opa girasol glowing on the finger of The Shadow. A power of the
mind, its true source unknown even to the Master Chen Ta Tze himsdif, it could never be used
without the presence of The Shadow as histrue self, asthe Avenger of Evil. Only onemanin
each generation could use this power, and Chen Ta Tze had chosen The Shadow long ago in the
Magter's hidden retreat high in the mountains of the Orient. The Avenger had never betrayed the
Master'strust.

But the keen sight, the super hearing, the great muscular control, and al the other powers
learned in the Orient were still there behind the impassive face of Lamont Cranston, and now he
moved.

Thefaint flash glinted. The shot rang out.
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Between the flash and the shot Cranston had moved and jerked the whedl, swerved the jeep,
and the bullet smashed through the windshield two inchesto the right of Cranston and ricocheted
whining through the sllent jungle.

Cranston was out and running.

Stanley lay in the cover of the jeep, his automatic drawn and covering the running Cranston.
Crangton ran swift and dert toward where he had seen the brief flash that had saved hislife
thistime. His keen eyes searched the dim jungle as he ran. He saw nothing, and there was no
second shot. There was, now, no sound at al in the ominous jungle. Cranston reached the spot
where he was sure the shot had been fired.

Nothing moved.

His sharp eyes searched the jungle above him. He saw the platform highin atall treeto the

left. A hunter's platform, used for night hunting at stakeout. The platform wasold and partidly
overgrown by climbing vines, but there was no doubt that the shot had come from the platform:--
the vines were torn to show where someone had recently climbed up to the platform. A single
cartridge case lay benesth the tree that held the platform. The .30 cdiber cartridge of ahigh-
powered rifle.

Crangton found nothing else. The socidite turned and walked back through the darkening
jungleto the jeep. Stanley stood warily to meet him, the alert eyes of the chauffeur still scanning
the jungle for any further possible danger. Cranston climbed back into the jegp behind the
shattered windshield.

"No luck?' Stanley asked.

"Hedid not wait to greet me, Stanley,” Cranston said grimly. "I think we will say nothing of
thisfor the time being. Leave thejeep out of sght from Doctor Arthur's hospitdl. If Colonel
Mnera asks any questions, the windshield was smashed while we were away from the jeep,
presumably by boys throwing rocks."

"Okay, Boss,"” Stanley said. ™Y ou think someone in Mukulu shot at us?'

"Perhaps, Stanley, or perhaps it was whoever attacked that village," Cranston said dowly,

"but there is something very strange here. Interpol has some problem that has brought them to
this country, Stanley, and it'stime we found just what that is. Thereiswork herefor The
Shadow!"

Stanley nodded but did not speak again as the jeep drove out of the jungle and into the open
sreet of the digtrict capita--Mukulu. The deep Lubilanaran loudly to the right of the village,

and therailroad line, asingle track, cut across the single wide main street. Two soldiers stood on



guard in front of the headquarters of the District Commissioner, Colond Mnera

Stanley drove on past the commissioner's headquarters, acrossthe railroad track, and down
the dusty street in the fading evening sun toward the hospita of the medica mission. Nothing
moved on the streets, but Lamont Cranston felt eyes watching them asthey drove dowly to the
hospita through the African heat and dust. Mukulu was a frightened town, and it was work for
The Shadow to learn why.

3

IT WASNIGHT. In thekitchen of the hospitd living quarters there was the sound of the servants
washing the dinner dishes. Thethick night of the jungle hovered heavy over Mukulu. Inthe
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gpaciousliving room of the medica house the fanswhirred in the dim light. There was only one
lamp aight to keep the insectsto aminimum. But the five peoplein the dim living room were
not thinking about insects. They were talking about Gerald Vickers.

"Horrible, Cranston, smply horrible," Doctor James Arthur said. "I've seen men die out here,
but Vickerg"

"These are very bad times, unsettled,” Colonel Mnerasaid. "It'sthe Tract,” Angus McNair

sad. "l warned him about the Tract!"

Doctor Arthur nodded dowly. The Doctor was atal, dender man of fifty. Histhin, ascetic

face conceded far more strength than hiswiry body would have indicated. Arthur was the chief
medica missonary of Mukulu Digtrict, an expert on tropical diseases, and Lamont Cranston's
host in Mukulu.

"A dangerous place for white men, the Tract,” Doctor Arthur agreed.

"And for black men," Colonel Mnerasaid.

The Digtrict Commissioner of the new government of the country was a dark-colored man of
medium height. Mnera's face bore the scars of hislong service as a sergeant in the old Colonia
Army, and his uniform displayed the ribbons to show that that service had been both violent and
honorable, had taken the colond to many places far from his native land. Cranston could read the
record of the ribbons--World War 11 in Europe, Indo-China, North Africa, and the hills of
Korea. Mnerahad fought in al those places. But hiswrists showed aso that he had served his
timein prison in the battle for the liberation of his country.

"I warned him," Angus McNair said again.

Owner of thetrading store, the main businessman of Mukulu, Angus McNair wasasmall

man, nervous. The pale-skinned Scot drank hiswhiskey straight and from large tumblers. Dour
and bitter, McNair had once been anoted hunter and leader of safaris, but had retired years ago
to become a storekeeper and now owned the single source of suppliesin Mukulu Digtrict. The
Interpol Agent, Kurt Rohrbach, had told Cranston that McNair was arich man, and that had
interested Rohrbach very much.

Thefifth person in the room was awoman. Margo Lane, dark-haired and dender, wasthe
right-hand of Lamont Cranston, and of The Shadow. Officidly Cranston's executive private
secretary, the gifted woman had many other rolesin her true identity asthefirst agent of The
Shadow. Her poise, her beauty, her many skills, and her training as an actress al stood her in
good stead in her work with the secret Avenger. Now she sat silent, listening, watching Cranston
and the other men--the perfect private secretary.



"It was abullet, not disease, that killed Vickers," Lamont Cranston said drily. "And awhole
village has vanished. There must be something you can tell me."

"I wish there were, Cranston,” Doctor Arthur said. Thetail man sat erect, rigid asaramrod in
his cane chair. "We have had no trouble here such as they have had up in the Congo. The
trangtion from colony has been smooth and peaceful for the most part. Why, awhite man has
not died here for many years. No, | can't understand it.”

"Rebd troops? Mercenaries?' Cranston suggested. He let his hooded eyes turn toward

Colond Mnera

The stocky, uniformed native leader shook his head. "Asthe doctor said, we have had no

rebels or mercenaries. Possibly some could have crossed the border from the north or east, we
are not loved by the blacksin the north or the whitesin the east. But thisraid, if it werearaid, is
not like the attacks of rebels or mercenaries. There were no bodies and little destruction. The
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people of the village have smply vanished. Rebel troops do not take prisoners, Mr. Cranston,
and poor native villagers are not taken as hostages.”

"Perhaps some warlike tribe?' Margo put in from her seet in the far corner of the low, dim

living room.

Angus McNair laughed. "We have no warlike tribes here, Miss Lane. Never did have. They're
ascurvy lot, begging your pardon, Colond Mnera It'sthe Tract. Youll find no Masa, or Watus,
or Zulu in our history. Even the Zanibdawerein the south.”

"We never bad Mau-Mau type sentiment here," Colonel Mnerasaid. "No trouble like that.

Most of our people are of onetribe, the Zambala, and we were not terrorists. We arearich
country, Mr. Cranston, we were advanced for the most part, and we fought our battle of
liberation with political wegpons. We have no locd tribal chiefslike Kaonji and hisBaubasin
the Congo.”

Doctor Arthur leaned forward in his chair. "Perhaps | had better explain thisdigtrict, Mr.
Crangton. As Mnera says, the people of the country areadmost al Zambala. They lived largely in
the south where the land is open and rolling, good for hunting and farming. In the north are the
mountains and the mines. There were few people there when the mines were found, and most of
the people now are Zambala from the south.

"But here we are on the edge of the Kanda Tract. Thelocal people are a poor, debilitated lot
from the remnants of many smdll tribes driven here in past times by the stronger Zambaa. They
have clung for along timeto the edge of the Tract. They survived in the past because no oneese
wanted to live near the Tract. Few could live near the Tract. Somehow these locals managed to
adjust tothe Tract, evento liveinit for abrief timeif attacked."

Cranston nodded impassively. "Just what isthe Kanda Tract?"

"A terriblewastedland,” Doctor Arthur said. "A waste of swamps, bogs, impossible mountains,
disease and desth at every turn. It istrackless, undrainable, usaless to support or even permit life.
It isinfested with snakes and insects, even the larger animals cannot be found ingdeit. Indl the
centuries no tribe has ever survived there. It istaboo in Zambalalegend, the hell where evil men
go. The Zambalaversion of the devil livesin Kanda Actudly, of course, it isnot the abode of a
devil, but of malaria, deeping sickness, blackwater fever, swvamp fever, and dmost every other
tropical disease”

"Y ou seem to know agreat deal about it, Doctor Arthur,” Cranston said.

The doctor nodded. "I do. It is one of the main reasons | cameto Mukulu. | am an expert on
those tropical diseases, and there is no better place on earth to study them than the Kanda Tract.
But even | have not gone into Kandafor along time, Cranston. No one has that we know of. Ten
years ago it was barred for dl white men, and for most natives. | gave the order mysdlf with the



cooperation of the Colonid Government.”

"And we continued the ban," Colond Mnerasaid. ""Despite what many of the world's people
may think, Mr. Cranston, we are not immune to these diseases, and we are not anxious to have
white men diein our country. After that last safari Doctor Arthur convinced the Colonia
Government to lay acomplete ban on entry into the Kanda Tract until such time aswe can seeif
it can bereclamed at dl. My government saw no reason to lift that ban.”

Crangton's quiet eyes studied the three men for along moment. "Wheat last safari? |

understood this district was noted for its hunting.”

"It was, Mr. Crangton, and much of it ill is" Colonel Mnerasaid. "Game has been largely
driven from the south, and the mountainsin the north are not much good for game.”

"Thenwhy thelagt. . ." Cranston began.
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It was Angus McNair who spoke. The small, red-faced Scot broke in, his harsh voice hoarse
and bitter as he gulped hiswhiskey. The smal man grimaced asthe raw liquid burned down his
throat, but the pain in his bloodshot eyes came from more than the burning taste of whiskey.
"Ask me, yesl They mean me!" McNair rasped. "They blameme, dl of them, but thefools
indsted on going in there!™

"No one blamesyou, Angus," Doctor Arthur said softly.

"Y ou knew no better, Mr. McNair," Colone Mnerasaid.

McNair laughed. "Knew? Of course? Of course | knew! Y ou think I'm daft, man?1 knew, but
the bloody foolsinsisted, you hear? They wanted Kanda and naught el se!”

Doctor Arthur looked at Cranston. "McNair led that last safari into Kanda, Cranston. There
were ten white men, and twenty-five natives. McNair told them that therewas no gamein the
Tract, but they had heard the legend of game larger than anywhere ese. Y ou know the kind of
talesthat grow up around a place like Kanda. Lions as big as elephants, elephants asbig as
walking hills. So they went into the Tract. Two months later McNair came out. Alone.™
McNair's eyes were deep with horror. "All of them, within days! | watched them die. All of
them. That wasthe end for me. No more. | never went into the bush again.”

"He was haf dead himself, but he had had blackwater and swamp fever before,”" Doctor
Arthur said. "Hewasimmune. All he caught was atouch of maaria.”

"I never wanted to see the bush again,” McNair said, his hoarse voice low, broken.

Therewas along silence in the dim room. In the kitchen the native servants still worked on

the dishesfrom dinner. Knives clinked and scraped against china. The servants chattered, happy
at their work. From the hospital section an occasiona groan of pain broke the silence of the
heavy night. Someone laughed somewhere out in the jungle darkness. There was distant music
from the barracks of the local soldiersthrough the thick air. In thelow, wide living room
Cranston shifted in his seat. He was thinking about the deserted waste that had, it seemed,
reached out to consume an entire village.

"Then no onelivesin the Tract now?" Cranston asked.

"A tew renegades, perhaps, some escaped criminas," Colond Mnerasaid. " Otherwise, we
have |€ft it to The Demon.”

Cranston sat up straight. In her corner Margo Lane showed no surprise but leaned forward,
her dim legs crossed and the top leg swinging lightly in the dim light of the singlelamp. McNair
laughed. Doctor Arthur smiled. Only Colonel Mneradid not appear to be amused or surprised by
his own words.

"The Demon?' Cranston said. "Then The Demon has been seen, reported, before thistime?”



McNair laughed again. "Aye, for centuries, Cranston. Y our Vickers must have been drunk!

The Demonisalocd legend, asuperdtition.” Colone Mnerashrugged his powerful shoulders.
"The Demon legend has existed for aslong as we know, Mr. Cranston. Everyone in the country
knowsit. The gppearance of The Demon changes from generation to generation, of course. Only
ayear ago one stupid witch doctor saw a picture of a Soviet space capsule and declared that the
capsule was The Demon of Kanda and was up there circling in the sky! Every fool who believed
him began to run screaming from every faling star! That isthe kind of thing we haveto fight to
bring our country out of the past! And now Vickers. . ."

"Vickerswas not awitch doctor,” Cranston said, "or a superdtitious native. If hesaw a

Demon, there was a Demon."
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Doctor Arthur coughed lightly. The medical missionary seemed embarrassed as he looked
across the low room toward Cranston. Arthur glanced at Colond Mnera. Then thetail doctor
shrugged and smiled at Cranston.

"Perhaps he saw something, true," Doctor Arthur said. "But McNair is probably right. Some
kind of halucination."

"Vickersdid not drink," Cranston snapped.

The doctor shrugged again. " A touch of fever, then. He was there on the edge of the Kanda
Tract. Perhgps atouch of fever, it could cause such an hdlucination.”

"Vickerswas shot,” Cranston said sharply. "Fever rarely usesagun to kill aman, Doctor.”
"There was some kind of attack, yes," Colonel Mnerasaid angrily, "but thereisno Demon! It
isastupid legend, astupid superdtition! | have spent my life driving such superdtitions from my
country, Mr. Cranston! Thereis no such thing asthe Kanda Demon!

"Vickerswas drunk!" McNair said again, laughed. "Even the holy men get drunk out here.
Sure, It does that to you, this place. Why not? Get drunk, that's the only way. Stay drunk and
maybe you can forget where you are.”

"Vickersdid not drink," Cranston said to Mnera, "and | don't believe he had fever. He saw
something out there, something he understood.”

"He had been out herealong time," Doctor Arthur said gently. "Thejungle, Africa, plays
grange tricks, Cranston. The Kanda Tract has done such things to men before this."

Margo Lane spoke quietly. "Perhaps the doctor isright, Lamont. Vickers could have been
sck.”

"And thevillage?' Cranston said. "A whole village that has vanished? There are boot marks
out there."

Cranston did not add that there had also been a uniform button and a patch of oil. He did not
want to reveal what he had found just yet. Vickers had died near Mukulu, and Interpol was
investigating something in the area, and Cranston did not trust these men yet. Then, too, sooner
or later the Ghurka patrol would report having seen astrange, black shape on the sand bar. He
did not want them to know that The Shadow was closer than they realized.

"Therewas an attack," Colondl Mneraagreed again. "Buit it could have been renegades,
criminadsfrom the Tract. It is possible that such aband existsin there now."

"Have you any reason to sugpect that?' Cranston said.

"No, we do not," Colond Mneraadmitted. "' Perhaps the people of the village smply ran awvay
into the Tract of their own accord. They are a stupid, supertitious lot, who knows what
ridiculous fears could have made them run away?'

"Y ou mean no attack at al?' Cranston said. He watched the native colonel closely from
beneath his hooded eyes. "Then who shot Vickers?!

"If the villagers panicked, they could have shot him. The boot marks could be their boot



marks. We never know what these villagers have hidden away,” Mnerasaid.

"And the message Vickers started to send?' Cranston said. The colond blinked, shrugged,

and said nothing. Cranston studied Mnera. Doctor Arthur seemed lost in his own thoughts.
McNair still mumbled to himsdlf, drunk and drinking more. Cranston turned to spesk to Margo.
He saw the sudden startled look in Margo's eyes. The dark-haired woman was staring at
something behind Cranston. Cranston whirled, stood up.

"Stop! Don't move!"
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It wasthe first of the three intruders who spoke, snapped out the order. Cranston froze where
he was. The others all turned to face the three men who stood just inside the wide doorway that
led out onto the verandah that surrounded the medica mission building.

"Lineup! Quick! Againg thewadl. Movel"

The voice was strange, light and high-pitched, but its commands were clear, sharp and
unmistakably serious. The three men held Sten guns pointed &t dl five peoplein thelow living
room. The Sten gunswere held steady, and the three men in khaki uniforms held the small
submachine guns asif they knew exactly how to use them, had probably used them many times
beforethis.

"Lineup! Now!" the leader said again.

The leader stepped into the light of the single lamp. Cranston had aready recognized the three
asthree of the men The Shadow had seen earlier that day in the jungle near the attacked village.
The same khaki shirts, khaki shorts, overseas caps and Sten guns. They were three of the same
men--only they were not men!

The sharp-talking leader stood in the light now. And Cranston saw why the leader's voice was
strange. A woman'svoice.

The three were women!

4

THREE WOMEN in khaki uniforms and carrying Sten gunsthey knew how to use. Small woman,
dressed like men, with their dark hair cut short and pushed benesth the overseas caps. Their faces
were smooth and tanned from the sun. They moved with the speed and precision of trained
soldiers, and yet behind the facade of military bearing they were pretty women.
"WhichisMcNair," the leader snapped.

Colonel Mneratook a step toward the three women. The Sten guns swung toward him. Mnera
stopped. The native colond spoke angrily.

"What do you want here? Who are you? I'll have my men. . ."

"Silencel" the leader said.

Her dark eyesflashed at Mnera. The colond stopped speaking. The leader stared around the
room at the five people. She fixed her hard gaze on the shivering Angus McNair. The small Scot
was till drunk, but the shock of the sudden appearance of the armed women was draining the
whiskey away. McNair shook. Doctor Arthur sat motionless, neither standing to obey the orders,
nor showing fright. Margo sat dert and watched Cranston. The leader of the women nodded
toward McNair.

"That's him. Search the others," she said to her companions. She waved her Sten gun again. "l

told you dl to stand up and against the wdll. | will not say it again. We do not mean to harm any



of you, we want only McNair. Now stand up and face that wall. Quickly!"

Thistime Cranston turned and faced the wall. Time was what he wanted now, timeto catch

the women offguard. The others saw Cranston obey and followed his example. The women
searched them expertly. One woman searched while the other and the leader covered them with
the Sten guns. The woman who did the searching left her Sten gun with her companions, she
knew her business and was giving the prisoners no chance to grab her wegpon away while she
was close to them.
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Shefound thefirgt pistol on Colond Mnera. A large, military revolver in the colond's pocket.
The woman aso found asmall, deadly dagger the colonel carried strapped to hisleg. The women
handed the weapons to her companions and turned to search Margo. The solider-woman
removed the small, snub-nosed automatic Margo carried under her skirt. Cranston noticed that
Mneraand Doctor Arthur seemed surprised to see that Margo was armed. Cranston was annoyed
a himsdf for letting Margo carry the automatic thistime. Mneraand Arthur might now redlize
that Lamont Cranston was more than asmple "friend" of Gerald Vickers. McNair noticed
nothing. The small Scot wastoo terrified to notice anything.

It was Cranston's turn to be surprised when the woman took an automatic from the pocket of
Doctor Arthur. The gun was a deadly-looking 9mm Neuhausen--a Swiss, Danish and German
army automatic. When the woman took an old WebleyVickers pistol from the shivering McNair,
Crangton narrowed hisimpassive eyes. Everyone in the room had been armed! Except himsdlf,
since he had taken the precaution of leaving his automatics in the jegp. He had not wanted
anyone to know that he, the wedlthy socidite and friend of Vickers, was armed. Not for adinner
and discussion with officia strangers. But they had dl cometo the dinner armed. Africawas, or
could be, dangerous. But wasit usud for them to carry wegponsto asmall dinner? Or did they
have more reason to be wary than they had admitted?

Crangton got no farther in histhoughts of what reasons the three men might have to be armed,

of what they might know that they had not told. The three woman placed all wesponsin acanvas
bag they had obvioudy brought for that purpose, and the leader turned again to McNair. The
small Scot'sred face had gone grey. His bloodshot eyes stared at the woman from where he
stood with his back to the wadll of the dim living room. The leader gestured again with her Sten
gun.

"None of you will be harmed if you do not try to stop us or follow us" she said crisply. "But |
warn you that if you do try to stop uswewill not hesitate to shoot. We have come far for this
man, and we mean to take him. Isthat clear? Good." She faced McNair. "Come, you!"

Cranston had been listening closely to her. Her English was excellent, and yet there was the

hint of some accent. It was an accent he could not place. A trace of Middle-European intonation,
and yet that was not quite the sound.

"Leave meaone!" McNair cried out.

"Quiet!" the leader snapped. "We will not hurt you, but we haveto talk to you. If you don't

resst, if you cooperate, you will be freed soon. Now come, and be quick about it!"

While McNair protested, and the attention of the three women was on the small Scot,

Cranston edged toward the opened window to his right. The window opened onto the verandah
on the opposite side of the medica mission building from where the three women had entered.
His quiet eyesflashed imperceptibly at Margo. The dark-haired woman nodded faintly to show
that she understood. Cranston edged closer to the window, and stopped. One of the women had
turned to watch them all again. The leader was ill concerned with McNair.

"Will you come, you fool 2" the leader said.

McNair shook. "No! I. .. no. . .no..."



The leader of the women wasted no more time. She stepped up to McNair and clubbed him
once with the Sten gun. A short, hard, quick stroke of the heavy wegpon to the side of McNair's
head. The Scot crumpled to the floor. The other two armed women stepped toward McNair to
pick up hisinert form.

Margo screamed loudly and fdll to thefloor in afaint.

The three women turned quickly toward her.
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It was dl the time Cranston needed.

Hetook two quick steps and dove through the opened window. Shots ripped through the
window above his head where he lay for an instant on the open verandah. Wood splinters flew
from the window frame. Crangton rolled off the verandah onto the ground. The women were
shouting inside the room. One appeared at the window. Cranston rolled under the verandah and
crawled swiftly away around the house. He could hear the women out in the night searching the
darkness. Cranston reached into his secret pockets.

Moments later the black shrouded figure of The Shadow appeared in the night near the house.
The burning eyes of the Avenger searched the dark. The three women ran through the night

after Cranston. A small, covered truck stood on the road in front of the house. Two men were
dragging something toward the truck--the unconscious McNair. The Shadow redlized that the
women had not been aone, they had left two men in the waiting truck. The Shadow moved
through the night toward his hidden jeep.

The three women, their Sten guns ready, saw the black shapein the night. They pursued,

firing asthey came, but they fired into emptiness, the black shape blending and vanishing in the
dark African night. Like the shifting shadows of the night itsalf, The Shadow floated and faded,
appeared and merged with the dark, keeping dways a safe distance from the three women.

A mocking laugh hovered in the night, coming from nowhere.

The three women knew their work. They moved steadily and carefully, they fired only when

they seemed to see atarget, they neither panicked nor pursued recklessly. The weird laughter that
filled the African darkness did not make them quail nor run. They moved steedily on in pursuit

of the chimeric shadow that appeared and disappeared and was never in the same place or where
they had expected it to appear. The Shadow led them on in the night, always moving closer to his
hidden jeep and farther from their truck. He never lost sight of them, but moved like awraithin
the darkness, seen for moments only when he wanted to be seen, luring them on. He reached the
jeep. Hisautomaticsin hishands, the fire-opa girasol gleaming red in the night, The Shadow
turned to become the hunter and not the hunted. Now he would stalk the three women.

The sound of the truck motor filled the dark, itslights blazing up on the road.

"Gol" the leader of the women cried.

The three women turned as one and ran for the road. The truck appeared on theroad. The
three women jumped into the rear of the dowly moving truck. The truck motor roared asit
moved into high gear and began to race away down the single dirt road of Mukulu. In another
moment it would vanish into the jungle beyond the town.

The Shadow leagped away from his jegp and toward the road. Even as heran hefelt admiration
for the three women, for their leader. They had pursued him partly to try to catch him, but more
importantly to keep him from the truck and to gain time. They worked like a smooth, well-oiled,
precison machine. They had pursued, carefully, and waited until the exact moment their truck
would appear on the road to pick them up without more than dowing down. They disengaged so
quickly and surely at the single command from the leader that they dmost made their escape.



From anyone but The Shadow they would have.

Thetruck had aready passed, accelerating, sending up a cloud of dust in the dark night, when
The Shadow reached the road. Unseen where he stood blending with the shadows of the trees
and the sparse houses at the side of the road, The Shadow had time to take careful aim with both
pistols. Thetwo heavy autometics blazed smultaneoudy. In abrief moment The Shadow
hammered four shots from each weapon directly at the rear tires of the truck. There was asharp
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report in the night. The truck lurched, swerved, itsrear tires shot away. With asickening crash it
smashed into athick tree and cameto asteaming halt.

For along second there was silence.

Then the five attackers jJumped unhurt from their truck and spread out close to the ground in
skirmishing order. Coolly the woman leader spoke her ordersto her people. The Shadow moved
toward them. Before he was close enough to begin firing with effect, another two trucks roared
up aong the road behind him. Uniformed men legped out in the glare of their own headlights.
The voice of Colondl Mnerabegan to bawl in his native tongue. Clearly lighted by hisown
headlights, the stocky colondl furioudy waved his pistol and ordered his men forward to the
attack. A single shot cracked from the skirmish line of the five atackers. Colond Mnerasworein
pain and went down. Histroops hesitated in their advance toward the now hidden five. Mnera
bawled more ordersin the language The Shadow did not know. The native troops moved
cautioudy forward.

They met awithering fire that retreated dowly before them.

From the hidden night The Shadow watched the brief battle. Mnerals men moved forward

with determination. But they were no match for the five strangers. Cool and careful, the five
made adow but expert retreat, laying down amurderousfire from their automatic wegpons as
they went. The fire, and the organization, were too much for Mnera's green troops even though
they outnumbered the intruders ten to one. They went to ground, and moments later the five
attackers were gone. The Shadow returned silently and unseen to hisjeep. Mnerawould not find
the five srangersthisnight.

A few minutes later the wounded Colonel Mnera stood beside the wrecked truck of the
strangers and watched Lamont Cranston appear from the jungle beside the road. Cranston looked
down &t thetires that had been shot.

"I waslucky," Cranston said. "l remembered | had an automatic in my jeep. Just lucky to hit
thetires"

"Yes" Mnerasaid, a peculiar expression on his face that showed a certain suspicion of

Crangton. But the wounded colonel had more on his mind than questions of Cranston's purpose
or identity. Hiswound was painful but not serious, and one of his own men was cutting away the
deeve of hisuniform to expose the flesh wound.

Another of Mneras men brought agroggy Angus McNair from the truck. So closdly pursued

by larger numbers, the five strangers had been forced to run without the man they had cometo
get. McNair was conscious, but the wound on his head was still bleeding dightly, and he was cut
and bruised from the truck crash.

Doctor Arthur, Margo and Stanley came running up. Stanley was gill deepy after his sudden
awakening at the sounds of the baffle. Margo wasworried until she saw Cranston standing
unhurt over McNair. Doctor Arthur had his medica bag with him. The doctor went to work on
McNair first. Cranston looked down at McNair as Doctor Arthur worked over his cuts and
bruises.

"Who were they, McNair?' Cranston asked.

"Damned if | know," the smdl Scot said. "I need adrink. They would have killed me!”



"No," Crangton said, "'l don't think so. They could have killed you at any time. No, they redly
wanted to talk to you. That seemed important to them, very important. Why?'

McNair swore. "How the devil do | know?1 told you | never saw them beforein my life, |
don't know what they wanted me for. Hasn't anyone got a drink?'

THE SHADOW'SREVENGE
21

"No whiskey just yet, McNair," Doctor Arthur said sharply. "Y ou'll probably have some

shock out of dl this. Whiskey would be poison for you.”

The doctor stood up and turned to Colonel Mnera. Arthur went to work on Mnerasflesh
wound.

"Y ou have no ideawho they were?' Cranston said to McNair.

"I told you | did not,” McNair snapped sullenly.

The small man seemed nervous aswell as badly shaken by his experience. His handswere
shaking again, and the expression on hisface was something very closeto fear. But, then,
McNair was badly in need of adrink of whiskey, which could explain the shaking hands.
Crangton did not think he would learn anything more from McNair now. He turned to Arthur and
Colond Mnera

'What about you two? Any ideas asto just who our visitors might be, or what they wanted?'
Cranston asked.

"Not aglimmer, Crangton,” Doctor Arthur said.

Colonel Mnerathought amoment or two longer. "No," the wounded colonel said at last, "'l
didn't recognize them. The guns were smple Stens, used by amost any partisan group, and the
uniformstold nothing. No markings, did you notice? | heard them speak nothing but English, so
that doesn't help.”

"Have you ever seen or even heard of such people beforein the area?" Cranston asked.
"Never," Mnerasaid.

"They certainly were not native renegades or criminas,” Cranston pointed out to the Colond.
"Andthey are operaing inthisarea."

"Yes, that istrue,” Mnerasaid, "But they a so did not come from the Kanda Tract, and there
were only five of them. That is hardly enough to attack an entire village."

"There could be more," Cranston said drily, "and what makes you so sure they did not come
from Kanda?'

"Thetruck, Mr. Cranston. There are no roadsin the Tract, none at al.”

"Unless someone has built some roads," Cranston said. "How long since your government has
looked into the Kanda area?'

"Many years," Colone Mnera admitted, "but we fly over it, and there are no roads. No, our
attackers are much more likely to have come across the border. When | make my report, perhaps
my headquartersin Zambaawill have moreinformation.”

"Perhaps," Crangton said, but he did not think the peoplein the capita would know any more
about the efficient five than Mnera appeared to.

"Anyway, it isunlikely they have been in the area over aweek. We have patrolsal over the
area," Mnera pointed out.

Cranston, again, did not mention that The Shadow had seen four of the five Strangers near the
attacked village earlier that day. The village was close to the Kanda Tract, and the four had been
coming from the direction of the Tract when he had seen them. Therewas il far too much he
did not know about Mneraand dl the othersin Mukulu. And the five could have come acrossthe
border in that |ast few days. There was much more for The Shadow to learn before he could



begin to know what was happening in Mukulu that had cost Gerdld Vickershislife.

When Doctor Arthur had finished hisfirst aid on the colond, Cranston went with the others
back to the living room of the medica misson residence. McNair got hiswhiskey &t last, and
both Arthur and Colonel Mneraaso had adrink for their nerves. Margo, too, accepted asmall
drink, but Cranston had afew more questionsto ask before they went their separate ways.
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"Just where was everyone the night the village was attacked and Vickers vanished?' Cranston
asked. " Perhaps someone saw something that would help me find out just what happened to
Vickers?'

Colone Mnerashook his head dowly. "I doubt it very much, Mr. Cranston, but I'm surewe
al want to help. Asfar as| know, none of ussaw Vickersat any time that night. | myself wasin
my office working late. It was | who took Vickers message, what he got through. | attempted to
cal him back for some ten or fifteen minutes, then | derted my men and we went out to the
village. Wefound nothing in thevillage at all; it was deserted.”

"Y ou were done until you caled your men?'

"l was" Mnerasaid. "l had given my radioman time off, my orderly wasbusy, and | prefer to
work done.”

"l see" Cranston said, but he wondered about this way for acommander to operate his post.
Heturned to Doctor Arthur. "What about you, Doctor?'

"I happened to be operating, Mr. Cranston,” the doctor explained. "Two of my ass stants took
the colond's message and prepared medical supplies. They accompanied him to the village, we
rather expected casuaties. My surgery took some time longer than | expected, and | did not get
out to the village until about an hour after the colond.”

"Y ou were actudly operating?' Cranston said.

"Y es, asomewhat complicated appendix case. It'sin my records, and the patient istill in the
hospitd.”

"And McNair?' Cranston asked.

"No help there," Doctor Arthur said. "Anguswas a hishomedl night. He didn't even know
about the attack until next day. | imagine hewas drunk asusud.”

McNair giggled, the whiskey restoring al his normal manner. "Y ou bet | was. Drunk asold
Nick himsdf. Never knew athing until Mneratold me."

"Then none of you saw anything, really?' Cranston said.

Colond Mnera shook his head. "No, and neither did the UN men.”

Cranston showed no surprise. "United Nations men? | thought the UN patrol didn't get here
until alter you reported the attack?"

"Not the patrol,” Mnerasaid, "Magjor Bain and his men, they're United Nations Security in the
capitd.”

"Bain? Security?' Cranston said. "What were they doing here?"

"I don't know, Mr. Cranston,” Mnerasaid smply. 'They were not in Mukulu, at least not
officidly and | did not see them. They appeared at the attacked village about half an hour after |
arrived there. Mgor Bainis Chief of UN Security in the capita, and Captains Paulus and
Johnson are his assigtants.”

"And you don't know why they were here? Or how they happened to go to that village?'
Cranston asked.

"They said they were on amission to Mukulu, and heard about the attack when they got here.
They did not happen to tell me why they had come to Mukulu,” Mnerasaid somewhat stiffly.
Cranston beard the stiffness in the native colond's voice. He suspected a Certain resentment
between the new government's men and the United Nations personnedl. That would not be



unusud, it happened in most of the new countries.

"Perhaps they saw something that would help?' Cranston said.
"Perhaps” Mnerasaid coldly. "I suggest you ask them.”

"I think I will, Colond,” Cranston said.
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Soon after that they dl left. Mnerareturned to his headquarters, McNair staggered off to the
comfort of hisown whiskey supply, and Doctor Arthur went to tend to his patients. Left one
with Margo, Cranston became grim and thoughtful . His hooded eyes flashed briefly with thefire
of The Shadow as he talked with his beautiful secretary and agent.

"Thereis something herel don't like, Margo,” Cranston said. " Something evil under the
surface.”

"Those people, the women, wanted McNair for some reason,” Margo said. "And the UN
Security men were here that night for areason.”

"Precisdly, Margo," Cranston said. "United Nations Security, and Interpol. are both concerned
with thisarea. And avillage has vanished.”

"And Mr. Vickersisdead,” Margo said.

"Yes," Crangon said. "l think | will learn little more here just now though. Itistimeto go

down to the capital and see what our man has found there.”

He did not add that he wanted to aso find out just what Mgjor Ham, United Nations Security
Chief, had been doing so fortuitoudy on the spot that night. And there waslittle time to waste.
At the very leadt, the five unknown attackers were moving rapidly. There was something
ominousin the air, and he suspected that The Demon, if it existed, would soon strike again. He,
and The Shadow, would fly down to Zambaathis night.

5

DAWN WAS just breaking over the capitd city below as Stanley guided the smdl plane toward the
Zambdaairport. The plane, placed at the disposal of the eminent Lamont Cranston through the
secret influence of Interpol, had left Mukulu in the dark and flown low over the thick junglesand
the wide and winding Lubilanauntil now, a dawn, it had reached the sprawling capita city with
the rising sun. Cranston looked bel ow.

Thecity gleamed in the morning light. A white city from the sky, itsbuildings clean and

white, built of stone and washed by the clear African air that was not yet filled with the smoke of
industry that hung like apall over the north of the country. Zambdalay in agreat curveinthe
Lubilana, and bridges of white stone crossed it in the morning light. The Streets were wide,
patterned after the great boulevards of Paris, and lay deserted in these early morning hours. A
heavy migt was risng from the Lubilanawhich lay like asmoking snake touched by the white
stone buildings. The city and the smoking river, were surrounded by the thick green of the jungle
itsdf. But on al sides, in the distance away from the river, open grassdand extended to the
mountains and the horizon.

Even as Cranston watched, as the small plane gpproached the Zambaa airport, the capital city
began to awaken. Buses moved along the wide streets, cars began to dart around and past the
buses, and the hordes of workers rode through the streets on bicycles going to their work. From
the sky the scene reminded Cranston of ants spreading out from their nest--only in the city

bel ow the ants converged rather than spread out. From all the poverty-ridden dumsthat



surrounded the white heart of the city the people, on foot and on bicycles, streamed from their
hove sinto the center where the stone buildings towered and where they worked.

As hewatched this scene, Cranston frowned to himsdlf. It was the same scene, the same
movement of workers from hovelswhere they lived to fine stone buildings where they worked
24
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for therulers, asit had been when the country was acolony. Only the rulers had changed. Not
even the owners. Below, on the highest land above and away from the river, he saw the houses
and green lawns and sprawling golf clubs of the old European Section. They were ftill there,
most of them, the men who had always owned the city and the country. They no longer ruled it in
their own names, but they till owned it, if somewhat uneasily at times, their wary eyes on the
chaotic Congo to the north. But it would change, someday, if the new country were alowed to
grow in peace. And that was what The Shadow was here to make sure of--that the land would be
alowed to grow, to develop.

"Fasten your belt, Boss," Stanley said.

Crangton fastened his seat belt. "After we land, Stanley, go to the Augustus Hotel and arrange
roomsfor us. A suitefor you and me, and an adjoining room for Margo. Y ou may tell them she
will arrive later today by car. Let it be known that | am herefor the Missionary Society, and that
| hope to meet with my friend Kent Allard. In case we need Allard in a hurry, you understand?”
Stanley nodded as he peered ahead to make his approach when the tower cleared them for
landing. "Where are you going, Boss?'

"For ashort talk with one Mgor Bain. T think the friend of the murdered Gerdd Vickers
should make acal on the Chief of United Nations Security, don't you?"

"Definitey, Boss" Stanley said. "Y ou want meto pick you up later?"

"No, stay at the hotel until | cdll you. | have afeding we are not going unobserved, and |

think we should not appear either suspicious or too careful. After dl, | am supposed to be avery
amateur private citizen sent by aMissonary Society.”

"Right,” Stanley agreed just asthe smdl plane touched down with the lightness of afesther.
Stanley had not lost his pilot's touch.

Twenty minutes later, Lamont Cranston sat in the office of Mgor Eric Bain, Chief, United
Nations Security Section. The mgjor was ashort, peppery man with athin blond mustache and
the thinning hair of aman of forty-odd. Cranston recognized the uniform of the Swedish Army,
and the UN armband. The small Swede was not pleased to see Cranston. But Cranston's
credentialswere VIPfirg class, also arranged in secret by Interpol, and the major was polite.
"Anything | can do to help, of course, Crangton,” Mgor Bain said as pleasantly as possible.
Crangton smiled at the edge under the pleasant manner.

"Thank you, Mgor, I'm sure you're very busy and don't like VIPs bringing you extratroubles.
I'll try to be as unobtrusive as possible, but. . ."

Major Rain cut him short with an abrupt wave of his hand. The smal maor leaned across his
desk, his weatherbeaten and sunburned face angry.

"Don't butter me, Cranston. All right, you know | don't like you here, and | know you think

I'm atypicd lazy bureaucrat. Let metdl you that | don't mind trouble or VIPs. What | mind is
nosy amateurs|ooking into matters they don't know how to handle, such as disappearances up
country, and private organizations who should keep their people out of troubleareas! I. . ."
Crangton broke in. "Then you consider Mukulu atrouble area? lust why isthere trouble up
there, Mgor? What kind of trouble? How does Vickersfitin?'

Rain scowled. The peppery mgor leaned back in hisswive chair and lighted a short cigarillo.
Rain blew dow smoke into the warm air of the morning office. Behind the mgjor the mist was
burning off the river with the heet of the higher sun, and the thick growth in the distance beyond



the city steamed in the glare. The mgjor swiveled onceto look out the window, and then
swiveled back to face Cranston.

THE SHADOW'SREVENGE
25

"l did not say Mukulu was atrouble area. What is or is not trouble hereis none of your

business, nor the business of your Missionary Society. Asfor Vickers, | have noideawhat his
disappearance may or may not mean. Asfar as| know, Vickersisamissionary who vanished up
country. For al | know he may have wandered into the Kanda Tract and fallen into abog. | have
apatrol looking for him, the government has a patrol up there, and that isthe end of it until we
findhim."

Crangton watched Mg or Eric Rain from behind hisimpassive eyes. He did not alow hisface

to show anything. But it was suddenly clear to him that Bain either did not yet know of the
discovery of Vickers body, or was pretending not to know. It seemed impossible that Maior Rain
would not know. The Shadow had discovered Vickers body more than twelve hours ago. The
Ghurka patrol had found the body at the same time. Why had they not yet reported their
discovery. And why had Mneranot reported the fact of Vickers death? It was possible that
Mnera had decided to wait until morning, especialy with the attack of the five strangers, but

even then the report should have reached Rain by now. Or should it? Cranston remembered that
Colone Mnera had not shown great eagerness to cooperate with the UN Forces. Mnerawould
have reported to his own government. It could be asmple, and very common, matter of who got
the credit for the first report. Perhaps Mnerds superiors were in no hurry to inform Rain. Or the
magjor could belying dl theway.

Bain continued to swive in hischar and stare straight at Cranston.

"Y ou ask about atrouble area? Well, the whole country isatrouble area.” Ham said
emphaticaly. "Oh, were peaceful enough here a the moment, but we're surrounded by powder
kegs that could go up any moment. I've got mercenaries up in Katangajust itching to get down
here. I've got Mobutu and histroops aching to 'liberate’ us up on the Congo border. There's
Gizengaand hisrebels, to say nothing of their Chinese friends. The white leadersover in
Rhodesiawould just love to come to our aid against anyone, and down in South Africathey don't
deep nightswith their intriguesto get sway over the new government. And you ask about
troubles? Hah!"

Crangton smiled. "And now you even have a Demon to worry about.”

"Demon?' the mgjor snorted. "Demon? Cock and bull! Some ridicul ous native nonsense.
Superdtition. Your Vickers was ether drunk or demented. Probably saw some witch doctor, if he
saw anything. Who saysVickersrealy sent that message anyway?'

Crangton's quiet eyes remained impassve, the smilefixed on hisimmobileface. Rain's

suggestion was not a great shock to him. That Vickers had not redlly sent that message had
crossed hismind before. But he did not consider it true. The message had sounded authentic, and
had sounded like Vickers. And up in Mukulu they had not questioned that the message had come
from Vickers, and Mneracertainly knew Vickers voice. If Mneracould be trusted to betelling
the truth. Only Mnera had beard the actua message.

"Wethink it was Vickers," Cranston said. "Mnerasaysit was Vickers."

"Ah, the good colondl, yes," Rain said. "Well, Mnerais agood soldier, and not a bad man, but
good soldiers take orders, and good men have changed sides before, Cranston. And | have
another thought--how do | know just who Vickers might really have been working for? Eh?
Certainly, he worked for the Missionary Society, heisaman of God, but al that could bea
cover, en? He could be working for anyone, stirring up trouble!”



"Youtrust very little, Mgor," Cranston said.
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"Trust? My dear Cranston, what does 'trust’ have to do with my work? | have to look at every
possibility, that ismy job. Thisisanew country, and every man's hand can be againgt his
neighbor's throat by tomorrow! Vickers could be working for any group.”

"Do you have a specific group in mind, Mgor?' Cranston asked quickly.

"No. Asl said, at the moment. .

"There has to be something more than abstract dangersto bring Interpol down here," Cranston
sad.

Mgjor Eric Rain blew smokeinto the silent room. The smal Swede had not jumped startled,

or bitten off the end of histhin cigarillo, but Cranston's keen eyes had detected the truth--Magjor
Rain had been surprised. The Swede had not known that Interpol was engaged in work down
here! That could only mean that Interpol had some reason for not informing the mgjor. Rain was
UN Security Chief, he should have been informed of Interpol’s presence, unless Interpol had not
wanted him to know. Cranston was annoyed with himsdlf. He had made amistake, but, then,
Rohrbach had neglected to tell him that the UN authorities did not know. Or wasit just Rain and
his department that did not know about Interpol ?

"Interpol? Down here? That'sridiculous,”" Rain snapped.

"Perhaps| was misnformed,” Cranston said brazenly. 'l imagine | am an amateur, | must

have heard it incorrectly. Y ou don't have any idea, then, why Interpol would be working here?!
"I don't have any idea, and | don't particularly care. Police work is not my problem just now,"
Bain said, but Cranston saw something in the eyes of the mgjor that told him that Rain was not
telling the truth--Bain was worried.

Before Cranston could pursue the subject any further, there was a sharp knock on Mgor
Rain'sdoor. The door burst open before Rain could tell anyoneto comein. Two uniformed
soldiers entered. Onewastall and dender and wore a British-made uniform with the rank of
captain but no other markings except those of the United Nations. The second man was shorter
and heavier. An older man, perhapsfifty, the second man, and he also wore a British-made
uniform with markings and inggnia Cranston did not immediately recognize. The second man,
too, was a captain. But it was the first man, the tall one, who spoke as they dashed into the office.
"That missionary, Vickers, they've found him dead. The patrol just brought his body down

from Mukulu!"

Major Rain sat up straight. The peppery man swore softly in Swedish. The second man, inthe
uniform Cranston did not recognize, spoke up.

"Ruddy fools found the body last night, but that Gburka lieutenant was so excited he packed it
up in hisruddy boat and hauled it al the way down here without reporting it firgt!" the second
man said.

"Ten minutes after he deposited the damned body, we got the report from the government.
Colonel Mnerasent in hisreport earlier thismorning,” the first man, thetal one, said acidly.
"Mnera?' Mgor Ransad dowly. "Last night?'

The mgor turned to look at Lamont Cranston. ™Y ou knew this, didn't you, Cranston? Y ou
were up therein Mukulu last night. Y ou knew Vickers was dead?"

"Yes, | knew," Cranston admitted. "I was surprised that. . ."

Mgor Rain roared, jumped up. "What the devil do you think you're doing? Playing games

with me, di?I'll have you tossed richt out of this country! Y ou hear? Just what isyour game?
Who was Vickers, and who are you!"
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"Vickerswas amissionary, Mgor, nothing more. Asfor me, I'm just afriend of the murdered
man, and so is Police Commissioner Weston of New Y ork who sent me here," Cranston said.
"We only want to know what happened to Vickers un therein Mukulu.”

The major began to pace the sunny office. He stood with his back to Cranston and histwo
men and stared out the window at the Lubilanathat sparkled now in the sun. He paced again, his
face acholeric red that dowly returned to normal under its burn. Then the smal mgjor seemed to
remember who and what he was. He turned to his men.

"How was he killed?'

"Shot." Cranston said.

"Oncethrough the heart,” the tall captain said. "Dead aweek &t least.”

Rain looked thoughtful. "The same night then. He's been dead dl dong. Just shot? No
mutilation? No torture?"

'No," the second man said, the older officer.

Cranston asked. "Is that important, Mgjor?'

"It could be," Rain said dowly. "I don't know for sure. I'll talk to that Ghurka officer mysdif.

But meanwhile, Crangton, isthere anything e se you've forgotten to tell me?”

It wasthetdl captain who spoke before Cranston could. The tall man had been looking at
Crangton for some time now.

"Isthisman Lamont Cranston, Mgor Rain?' he asked,

"What?' Rain said, and then, "Y es. I'm sorry gentlemen, | forgot you don't know each other.
Crangton, these are my assistantsin this pest hole. Thetall oneis Captain Paulus, and the old boy
there is Captain Johnson. Cranston, gentlemen, isa'friend’ of the dead man. Y ou could cal him
an officid unofficid investigator. He has no standing, but apparently agreat ded of influence.”
"Well, gar," thetal man, Captain Paulus, said, "if he's Cranston he does know something he
hasn't pparently told you. . ."

"He must mean theraid on Mukulu last night, Mgor," Cranston said mildly. "'l was getting to
that when your men came us.”

Rain blinked. "Raid? On Mukulu? Why wasnt 1. ."

"Colondl Mnerareported it at the same time he reported the discovery of Vickers body,"
Captain Paulus said. "That wasjust this morning, and the government did not inform us until the
same ten minutes ago. The usua cooperation, gr."

Rain nodded in disgust. The small mgjor looked again at Cranston. ™Y ou were going to tell

me?"

Crangton amiled. "I redly wasMgjor. You see, it washardly ared raid. It wasmorein the
nature of akidnaping. Or to be precise, | think it was some sort of interrogation sortie on the part
of those mysteriousfive." And Cranston went on to explain the events of last night in Mukuluin
detail. Hel€ft out, of course, the appearance of The Shadow, and his own part in shooting the
tires of the truck.

"Women?' Bain sad. "Y ou said three women, with Sten guns? And in unmarked uniforms?”
"Three women and two men,” Cranston said. "And in atruck, a British-made truck from the
look of it. Do you think you know who they were?"

"Perhaps, Cranston," Rain said. "What do you think, Captain Paulus?'

"Mercenaries from over the border, probably from Katanga," Paulus said promptly.

"What would mercenaries want with McNair?' Rain asked. "Well," Paulus hesitated. "I don't
know for sure, but McNair knows that area better than any man dive. That must beit, they
wanted himto lead araid. | think we should get men up to the border and quickly!"
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Magjor Rain nodded dowly and turned to his other assstant, Captain Johnson. The older man
had been listening carefully but had said very little up until now.

"They don't sound much like mercenariesto me, air," Johnson said. "We've had no report of
women mercenaries up in Katanga or anywhere e se. 1'd say women makesit sound more like
some partisan type operation, patriotic and al that. Perhaps they're some action terrorist group
from Rhodesiaor South Africa”

"What about McNair?' Rain said.

Johnson thought. "He's astrange chap, you know? He knows that country, I'll give Paulus that
much, but he hasn't been in the bush in ten years. Not since that last safari into Kanda. |
happened to be out here at that time, | remember the uproar over that. If McNair hadn't retired |
think he would have lost histicket anyway, the government was very angry. Kandawasredly
rather off limitseven then.”

"Before Doctor Arthur had it made officia ?* Cranston said.

Johnson nodded. "The doctor raised abloody awful stink. Good thing, too. That safari lost
thirty-five men! McNair opened that store, did very well, though | can't say how bedidit. |
mean, the chap's been drunk just about every day since, and yet he makes pots of money. Funny,
too, McNair was no drinker until it happened. Went to pieces but stayed on up there, very odd."
Magjor Rain had listened to both his assistants. Now he began to pace again. The small Swede
seemed to be wrestling with some decision. Cranston and the two professiond soldiers watched
him. Finally, Rain stopped pacing and stared out the window at the green land across the shining
Lubilana

"We can't take chances. Well have to send some men to the border in case Paulusis correct,”
Rain said. "Paulus, you take care of that, better send at |east a battalion. Take the Ghurkas.”
"Yesdr," Paulussad. "Y ou think one battdion will be enough, Sr?"

"It will haveto be, we don't have an Army Group here" Rain said drily. He turned to

Johnson. "Johnson, you take my Swedes, the whole battalion, and seeif you can find those
raders. | suppose Mukulu isagood placeto start. Contact Mneraand get hishelp if you can.
Takeagood look at that truck, if Mnerals men haven't stripped the thing clean by now.”
"Yesdr," Captain Johnson said. The grizzled older man then hesitated. "Sir? 1'd rather have

the Ghurkas for my end. begging your pardon. They do better at jungle work, especidly tracking
raders”

Rain nodded. "Very well. | agree. My Swedeswill sit on the border better, you're right.

Paulus takes the Swedes. Isthere anything I've forgotten?’

"About the murder of Vickers," Cranston said. "What are you doing about that?*

Rain raised an eyebrow. "Vickers? My dear Cranston, those raiders and your Vickersare
obvioudy connected. WEell take care of the matter.”

"I'm not so sure they are connected, Mgjor Rain,” Cranston said, "at least not directly. More
than five people wereinvolved in the attack on that village."

Magor Rain sat down behind his desk and tilted back in his chair. His small eyesbored into
Crangton. "Kindly let me run my own affairs, Crangton. Y ou understand? Now if you have no
moreto tell me, | suggest you leave usto do our work. The sooner you do, the sooner well find
who killed your friend."

Cranston leaned across the desk toward Rain. "Just one more thing, Magor Rain. Just what
were you and your assstants doing in Mukulu the night of that attack?"

Magjor Rain did not blink. "None of your business, Crangton.”

"You just happened to be there?"
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"Routineingpection,” Rain said.

"Without informing Colond Mnera?' Cranston asked.

"Y ou better go now, Mr. Cranston,” Rain said.

"All right, never mind why you were there on the spot,” Cranston said. "What did you find?

Did you search thewhole area around that village?'

"Wefound nothing, Cranston. No more than you did.”

"Nothing at dl?"

"Nothing!" Rain sngpped. "Now will youletus. . ."

Cranston nodded. "Very well, Mgor. Y ou know where to reach me. The Augustus Hotdl. Il
bewaiting for information.”

With that, Cranston turned and | ft the office. Behind him Rain was dready hard a work
ingtructing Paulus and Johnson, working out the details of their assgnments. In thedim and
shaded corridor of the building being used by the United Nations team, Cranston walked dowly
as he consdered what he had learned. Rain had no intention of telling him why he had beenin
Mukulu that night. Rain said he had found no more than Cranston, but Cranston, or The Shadow,
had found the body of Gerald Vickers. Rain was not happy to know that Interpol was working
secretly in Rain'sterritory. There was much more Cranston wanted to know about Mgjor Eric
Rain, and about his assstants who did not seem to agree on just who the five raiders could have
been.

Cranston began to look for a public telephone. He would cdl Stanley to pick him up now. It
wastime for The Shadow to meet with his specid agent he had planted in Zambaaaweek ago.
He smiled to himself when he thought of how Mgor Eric Rain would react to that--an agent of
The Shadow in his own ranks. The mgor would not be pleased. Cranston wondered if perhaps
the Mg or would aso be frightened.

6

ON A SIDE STREET afew doors off one of the wide Boulevards of Zambala, the gaudy lightsof a
cafe glared red and ydlow in the night. It was after nine o'clock now, and the cafe was bursting
with light and noise. A soldiers and workers cafe, the large room was crowded with government
troops and UN troopsin uneasy camaraderie. They were drunk by now, most of them, and
Military Police personnel kept awatchful eye on them. One British sergeant seemed particularly
drunk.

The sergeant was a stocky man of average height. He stood aone at the bar, swaying dightly,
lowering his glass after adrink with the care and downess of aman too drunk to be quite sure
just how far away the bar top was. His heavy-jawed face was set in a perpetua haf-smile. The
half-smile, with the broken nose spread thick across his battered face, gave him the appearance
of some strange gargoyle. To his new comradesin the UN Forces the sergeant looked like a haf-
punchdrunk ex-prizefighter. But they liked him, even after only aweek, because he wasfair on
duty, and off-duty he bought drinks and drank with the best of them. Soldiers like a sergeant who
will drink with them, buy drinks for them, and complain about the officers and the supidity of
their work. With such asergeant the soldierslike to compare "insde” information. They thought
of it asaharmless|etting off of steam.
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But the sergeant was not harmless. Nor was he ever drunk. When the sergeant was off-duty he
wasredly on-duty--hisrea duty. The soldiersin the cafe would have been surprised, even
shocked, to know that when he stood drunk at the bar of the cafe, the sergeant was working.
They would have been equaly surprised to know that he had once been middleweight boxing
champion of England, and far more surprised to learn that behind his battered exterior dl the
skillsof hisformer professon in thering remained intact. A few of the soldiers might even have
remembered him, if they had heard hisred mane: Bombardier Bill Mace, former champion, and
now--an agent of The Shadow.

In the week The Bombardier had been in Zamba a he bad gained the full confidence of the

men in hisunit who had hated their former sergeant. (The former sergeant bad been transferred
by UN Headquartersin New Y ork through the influentia friends of financier Henry Arnaud.) So
when Corpord Lundstrom of the Swedish Battdion arrived at the cafe this night he made
graight for Sergeant Mace to give him the latest news.

"Evenin', Sergeant,” Corpora Lundstrom said.

"Lundstrom,” the disguised Bombardier said. "Join me, en?'Ave awhiskey, wash this ruddy
dust from your gullet. Go on, my pleasure.”

"Don't mind if | do, Sergeant. Did you hear the latest word on my esteemed mgjor?"

"Rain? No, what's ‘e done now?' Bombardier said innocently.

"It'snot what he's done, Sergeant, it'swho isafter him. He just found out that Interpol isdown
hereinvestigating! The mgor isvery worried. He's started a search of hiswhole staff to seeif
Interpol has planted aready someone on his staff! So disturbed I've never seen the mgjor.”
"Probably they suspect 'im of stedlin’ themen'srations That'sal,” the disguised Bombardier
sad.

"It'sshort rationsI'll beon,” Lundstrom said. "We're off for the border in the North. That
Paulusistaking us. And the Ghurkas are going to beat the bushes for some stragglers from over
the border. | tdl you, Sergeant, something redlly seemsto be brewing. We may get some action
yet"

"l can do without it," the bogus sergeant said. "Came down 'ere for abloody rest.”

Corpora Lundstrom laughed, and the Bombardier was about to continue in hisjokesto
impersonate the sergeant, when he saw Corpora Lundstrom suddenly look down.

Lundstrom was staring at aring on Bombardier'sfinger. The small opa ring on Bombardier's
right hand seemed to be glowing.

"Actsup likethat when the light ‘itsit funny on, you know?' Bombardier said casualy. "Got
itonatour in Maaysia Cost meatin of biscuits and a broken watch."

"I'd swear it had alight insdeit, yes," Lundstrom said.

"Just atrick of the bloody light," Bombardier said. He drained hisdrink. "Wdll, I'm off. With

"df the bloody ouitfit in the field, therell be 'dl to pay tomorrow."

The Bombardier weaved hisway out of the cafe and stood for amoment in the gaudy light in
front of the place. Then he turned right away from the wide boulevard and walked along the dark
Sde dtreet. The night was dark, and soon Bombardier had left dl signs of life behind. He reached
anarrow cross street that was as deserted as the dark street he was on. The ring on hisfinger
glowed more brightly at each step. He crossed the side Street. The ring began to fade. He turned
back and entered the side street toward hisleft. Thering glowed brighter again. He passed the
dark mouth of an dley.

"Here, Bombardier," avoice said quietly.
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The voice was strong but low in the dark night. It hovered in the air, directionless and
seemingly without human origin. It was alow and quiet voice that was strangely commanding in
its soft tones. The Bombardier stepped into the dark aley. He did not hesitate a moment, but
stepped into the alley and vanished from the sight of anyone who happened to pass on the
deserted street of Zambala.

"Good evening, Chief,” Bombardier said. "'I've been waiting for you.”

There was a sound of movement in the dley and a hawklike face appeared bathed in alow red
glow. Inthe eerielight only the eyes and a sharp, swordlike nose could be seen. The piercing
eyes burned from beneath the wide brim of adouch hat. Below the sharp nose the face was
hidden, and the great black shape seemed to blend away into the night. The Shadow stepped
closer to his agent.

"Take the microphone," The Shadow said.

The Bombardier felt the smdll, round object placed into hisband. A faint whirring sound

began insde the dley. The Bombardier knew the sound of the microrecorder. Far avay inthe
perpetua blue light of The Shadow's secret headquartersin New Y ork every report of every
agent of the Avenger wasfiled and ready for any future use. The reports of his agents were the
heart of The Shadow's system.

"Report,” The Shadow intoned.

Bombardier raised the microphone. "Agent 109 reports from Zambaa Investigation has
shown that agents of Interpol are engaged in operationsin thisareain connection with two
occurrences. Firgt, Szeable quantities of missng UN suppliesthat have apparently been hijacked
from central supply depots, al within the last sx months. Second, evidence of smdl-scae
smuggling of some types of heavy equipment over the north and east borders.”

The Shadow brokein. "Hijacking and smuggling? What kind of supplies, Bombardier?'
"Apparently al kinds, Chief, but mostly military. Food, medica supplies, guns, anmunition,
and gas. Also parts of uniforms, tunicsfor the most part,” the Bombardier said. "The heavy stuff
coming over the border seemsto be vehicles of sometype. It'ssmall quantity, but | think it has
them worried. Trucks mean only onething to Mgor Rain."

"And to me," The Shadow said. "Somewhere there are men waiting to use those trucks.”
"What about those stragglers | heard about tonight? The ones they're sending the Ghurkas out
after?' Bombardier said.

"Y es, the trucks could be theirs. They camein atruck, and Captain Paulus thinks they came
over the border,” The Shadow said, and stopped. His burning eyes seemed to flame up in the
dark of the dley. His gaze fixed on Bombardier. "Y ou said something about Mgor Rain! That
the trucks meant only one thing to Mgor Rain. Is Bain dso investigating these things?”

"Yes, Chief,” Bombardier said. "Interpol islooking into the problems, but so are Rain and his
men. They are not working together. Interpol knowswhat Rainisdoing, but Bain did not know
about Interpol until tonight. Someone told him.”

"| fear that was me, or Lamont Cranston,” The Shadow said from the dark.

"It hasthe Mgor worried," Bombardier said.

"Go on with your report,” The Shadow said.

"Very good, ar," Bombardier said quickly. "To date Agent 109 has been unable to discover
any further information on the reason for the hijacking and smuggling, or on the people who are
doing same. Neither Interpol nor United Nations Security appear to have found any solution to
the problems. In my opinion, neither investigating body has located the cause of these events.
Both are continuing their activities.”
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Bombardier released the trigger on the microphone and waited. The eyes of The Shadow



glowed in thedley. Through the night of the city al was quiet. Faintly in the distance ahigh
laugh suddenly drifted from the cafe Bombardier had just |eft. The face of The Shadow, bathed
inthered glow of thefire-opa girasol, was set in grim lines as Bombardier finished hisformal
report and waited.

"Were Rain, Paulus and Johnson in Mukulu the night of the attack on some business about the
missing supplies?’ The Shadow asked dowly.

"| think so, Chief," Bombardier said. "But more the matter of the smuggling.”

"We do not know for sure that the smuggling and hijacking are being done by the same

people, do we?' The Shadow said, hislow, hard voice speculative. "We do not know that either
have any connection to Vickers or the Demon.”

"No, we don't, Chief, but. . ." The Bombardier began. "I'm not certain, Chief, but therewasa
report of some materia coming across the border up that way. They found nothing, that village
was attacked before they could reach the border. I've seen Bain's report, he said they went to the
villagefirst and then to the border. They found nothing at the border.”

The Shadow moved through the silence of the dley. His eyes burned above the collar of his
black cloak as he paced the stones. Rain had been at Mukulu supposedly on amission--a
mission that failed! He had been side-tracked to the attacked village. It could be true, or it could
be a cover-up story. And Interpol had some reason for not informing Mgor Rain or hismen
about their involvement in the investigations of the missing supplies and the smuggling.

"Do you know the source of the report, the tip, about the smuggling that night?* The Shadow
asked.

"No, Chief."

"Or how long Mgjor Rain had had such areport?*

"No," Bombardier said.

"What can you report about Bain and histwo assistants?' The Bombardier clicked on his
microphone. "Mgor Eric Rain, Swedish career officer on detached service with United Nations
Security. The Mgor isforty-four years old, has served in the Swedish Army since 1940 when he
was commissioned, his service being continuous except for asix year period in thefifties.”

"And sill only amgor?' The Shadow said.

"Yes, Chief. Hissix years out cost him two promotions,” Bombardier explained. "The Swedes
aretough, and they haven't lost many meninwars."

"Goon," The Shadow said.

"Captain Anton Paulus, a Dane, serving as a paid member of the United Nations Forces.

Paulus served in the Danish Army just before World War U. During thewar he wasin the
Danish underground, hisrecord seems good. After the war he worked in various civilian
capacities and then joined the French Foreign Legion and fought in Indo-China. After
Dienbienphu he offered his servicesto the UN."

"How does he get dong with Rain?"

"Very well, Chief. They seem pretty close. It's Johnson who seems the odd man on the team.
Maybe because Rain and Paulus are both Scandinavians.”

"All right, Bombardier," The Shadow said, "what about Johnson?"

Bombardier clicked on his microphone. "Captain Wdter Johnson, English, serving on

detached service with the UN. An English career officer, Sandhurst and Grenadier Guards during
World War I1. Johnson is over fifty, he had trouble during the war and was taken out of field
command. Heretired from active servicein 1950 till only acaptain. He came out to Africafor
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some years, became an expert on the northern part of this country. Four years ago he offered his
sarvicesto the Army of Ghana. Officialy heisnow acaptain in the Ghana Army, is detached
from them. He came down here with the Ghanese unit, but stayed on when they went home."

In the dark The Shadow nodded. " Ghana, that iswhy | did not recognize theinggniaon his
uniform. They ared| career soldiers serving with other armies, mercenaries you could say,
Bombardier. And each of them hasfailed to advance asfar as might have been expected.”

"Yes, Chief, | noticed that. Y ou think one, or al, of them could be playing a double game?"

The burning eyes glowed above the heavy collar of the black cloak. "It ispossible,

Bombardier. | want you to continue to watch them as closely as you can. If you cannot watch al
of them, stay closeto Mgor Rain."

"That won't be so easy now, Chief. Since he found out about Interpol he's started looking into
his staff people. My cover isgood, but perhaps not good enough. I'll have to be careful .
"Wewill havetorisk it, Bombardier,” The Shadow said. "l must know what Mgor Ranis. . .
Down! "

Inthe dark of the dley The Shadow pushed Bombardier to the ground. The Avenger stood
hidden and listening. The sound was odd, alight tapping and a sound of singing. The Shadow
glided to the mouth of the dley and looked out, his black-shrouded shape invisble against the
blackness of the dley opening. His sharp gaze saw them coming dowly down the dim Side street
toward the aley. Bombardier crawled up behind him to look out.

The two men were laughing as they came. They were an odd sight. One walked dowly aheed,
his eyes covered by dark glasses, a cane tapping the stone of the street. The second leaned
againg the blind man. Heleaned heavily, his head back and singing loudly. The second man was
drunk. They were both natives, their black faces barely visble in the night. The blind man
laughed as he held up his companion, and the drunken man sang as be steered his blind partner
likeasmal shipin aheavy sea. Asthey neared the dley, they suddenly decided to crossthe
street and passthe dley on the far sde. Soon they were past the dley opening and moving away
onthefar Sde of the street. Their voices, the singing, faded away into the distance.
"They'regone,” Bombardier said.

"Yes," The Shadow said. "'l wasworried for amoment. | did not like the look of them. | do

not trust strange coincidences where we are meeting, Bombardier.”

"l wasworried too, Chief," Bombardier said. "For awhile | was sure that blind man wasn't
blind at dl, and I'm not so sure about how drunk the other one was. They looked faketo me.”
‘They did. They. .. Quick, Bombardier! | see..."

But The Shadow redized his mistake and heard the new sound an instant too late.

There were two of them thistime, too. They stood for a quick moment before the mouth of

the alley. Two men who had crawled silently up under the cover of the noise and bizarre
appearance of thefirst two. The ruse was clear now to The Shadow, but it had become clear a
gplit ingtant too late.

The two natives paused, hurled an object into the dley, and fled. The Shadow hurled the
Bombardier backward into the alley and fell to the ground himsdlf.

The bomb exploded with ashattering roar and a greet sheet of flame that lighted the narrow
confinesof thedley.

The Shadow legped up and raced in pursuit of the fleeing natives.

THE SHADOW'SREVENGE



THEY RAN, the two natives, and behind them the great black figure of The Shadow bounded
through the night. At first the natives ran easily, unaware of their pursuer. Then one turned and
saw the billowing black figure as The Shadow passed benesth asingle street lamp.

The native screamed in terror.

The mocking laugh of The Shadow reached across the distance like a dashing whip.

The two natives turned again and ran in amad frenzy of fear. They skidded, and tripped, and
crawled up to run again, their terror-stricken eyes turned constantly behind at the giant black
figure that seemed to fly after them like some avenging eaglein the night. The black cloak
spread wide asiif to engulf the two men, the street, and the entire city as The Shadow loomed
closer and closer.

One of the natives never stopped, never dackened in his mad dash to escape the pursuing
Shadow. But the second native was made of sterner nerves. The second native stopped suddenly,
knelt, and fired asmal, automeatic wespon.

The Shadow dodged.

The nativeran again.

The Shadow legped up and continued the grim pursuit. At each powerful bound he gained on
the two fleeing natives. Once again he drew close.

The native with the automatic weapon stopped, turned, and fired a spraying burst.

The Shadow dodged again, laughing his chilling laugh into the dark night. His automatics

were out now, one in each hand, and he readied to fire a the braver native. Not to kill, he wanted
the two men dive. Carefully he took aim at the armed man who had just turned to run again.
But hedid not fire.

Before The Avenger could fire, ajeep suddenly roared around the corner from a side street.
The jeep skidded, and the men in the jeep opened fire with their submachine guns. They fired at
the fleeing natives--and a The Shadow. The two natives vanished into the night. The jeep
turned dl itsfire on The Shadow who stood donein the night. Crouched low in the night close
to the silent buildings of the city, The Shadow saw the United Nations markings on the jeep.
Silently, The Shadow faded away into the night.

In the jeep the men stopped firing. They seemed to stare about them. The black figure they
had seen was gone, vanished. There was now nothing for them to fire a. They peered down the
length of the dimly lighted street, and saw nothing at al. The Shadow, where he stood unseen
againg abuilding, watched them. They weretaking, and his secret powers of hearing carried
their wordsto him.

"What wasit, Mgor?'

"l swear it had wings!"

"And claws, red clavd"

"Shut up, dl of you!"

The Shadow recognized the voice of Mgor Eric Bain.

"It wasflying, did you see? Those black wingg!”

"Wheredid it go? Nothing could get out of that street!"

"Of course not, you fools, it's still there. Spread out and find him! 1t's no mongter, just aman!™
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The men climbed dowly from the jegp and moved down the street. The Shadow smiled

grimly where he stood hidden. The four men came closer, spread out to cover the entire street.
The street was narrow, and there was no way into the dark and locked buildings. On this block
were no aleys. The four men came closer to The Shadow.



Where he stood hidden, the ring on hisfinger began to glow more brightly beneath the folds

of the great cloak. Beneath the wide brim of the douch hat The Shadow's eyes burned in the
night. His gaze fixed itsalf on the man who would pass closest to him. The power of hismind,
learned so long ago from the Master Chen Ta Tze, did like athick fog into the brain of the
soldier nearest to him.

The soldier neither stopped nor blinked. A fog rolled into the man's mind but he did not know

it. Ahead and to hisright as he moved carefully, aertly down the dim street, the Street was clear
and empty. To hisleft dl wasdark, black, likeawall that had moved out. The buildings

themsel ves seemed to have moved closer, and the soldier moved away farther out into the street,
sure that he had smply walked too close to the walls. The soldier did not pause. His eyes,
seeming to him as dert as ever, searched the street and the shadows near the buildings. But he
saw nothing to hisleft but shadows and a blank wall. The soldier passed within afew feet of the
mocking eyes of The Shadow, and passed on unaware. Later, his head would ache, and he would
never know why.

The jegp came down the street behind the walking men. It'slights on. The driver looked

straight at The Shadow and saw only a black shape against the wall, no more than the shadow
cast by aledge on the firgt floor of the building. The jeep, too, passed on, and the men gathered
around it again. Mgor Eric Rain was swearing angrily.

"How could he have gotten out of that street!" Rain's voice said from thefar end of thedim
Street.

"l tell you he had wingg!"

"Shut up, dl of you. Somehow he got out. All right, back to that aley. On the doubleinto the
jeep!"

The men climbed back into the jeep and it drove away down the narrow street. The Shadow
camefrom his hiding place againg thewall of the building. They were going to the dley. Then
they had heard the bomb, and that was what had brought them. The Shadow suddenly knew that
Bombardier had been hit. His black shape floated swiftly through the night after the jeep.

They were clustered around the dark mouth of the aley. There were two jegps. Mgor Rain
commanded the firgt, and The Shadow saw Captain Johnson in the second. And he saw
Bombardier on the ground. They had carried Bombardier from the alley and laid him down
beneath the feeble Streetlamp. A doctor worked over him. The Bombardier lay with hishead
propped up and acigarette in his hand. Mgor Rain stood over him.

"All right, Sergeant Mace, what isthisall about?"

The Shadow watched from the dark, his cloaked figure unseen, his sharp earsdert and
listening. He could see the pain etched on Bombardier's face, but the eyes of the ex-fighter were
clear and under control. Bombardier would revea no secretsto Mgor Rain.

"I redly couldn't say, Sir," Bombardier said. "l was out takin' astrall, you might say, Sir, when

| 'eard this'ere noise. | sounded like it came from that alley there, so | goesin to take alook
around, see? Well, I'm not in there a bloody minute when these two blokes tosses abomb in and
up | goes. After that, you came, and 'ere | am.”

From where he was hidden in the night, The Shadow smiled. Bombardier was afirg-class
agent. Bombardier knew that Rain had seen the two attackers running, and had accounted for
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them. The ex-fighter also knew that Rain had probably seen The Shadow, so had left an opening,
the noisein the dley, as a possible explanation of the presence of The Shadow.

"Y ou expect meto believe that, Sergeant?’ Rain said.

"Beggin’ your pardon, gir, it'sthe truth and | guess we're both stuck withit,” the Bombardier

sad blandly.



"So you clam you have no ideawhy anyone would want to throw abomb at you?"

"At me, dr?Lor' Blimey, gr, it wasn't meant for me! Now | ask you, who would bomb me?

Y ou know what | think, sir? | think there was someone hiding in that alley and the bomber boys
just made amistake.”

The Bombardier grinned up at Mgor Rain. The mgjor did not seem amused. Bain stared down
at Bombardier for some time before he spoke again.

"Jugt an accident, di?' Rain said at last.

Captain Johnson stepped up. "Terrorists perhaps, Major. What about that gang that attacked at
Mukulu? After al, gangs are throwing bombs a soldiers, especiadly UN soldiers, al over the
world."

"But not here, Captain. Have we had asingleincident of anyone bombing or doing anything
elseto our people?’

"Well, gr, no, but. . ."

"Then don't beafool! Y ou don't make areign of terror out of one bombing attempt!” Rain

sad angrily.

"Perhapsthisisthefirg, dr," Johnson said.

"Perhapsit is, Captain. That well wait and see, en?' Rain said acidly. "But in the meantime

do you know what | think?1 think this man was the proper target. | think he knowsit, and | think
he knowswhy!"

Bombardier protested. "Not me, sir!"

But in the Bombardier's voice The Shadow could hear the uneasiness. Bombardier was
watching Mgor Rain, and the exfighter seemed to expecting the mgor to say something else.
The Shadow waited, too. The crime-fighter had ashrewd idea of just what Bombardier expected,
and of what Rain would say. Rain was no fool.

"Yes, Sergeant Mace, you," Bain said. "Hasit occurred to you, Johnson, that Sergeant Mace
has only been with usaweek? A rather sudden replacement, weren't you, Sergeant? I'm sure
none of us had any ideathat your predecessor would be transferred so unexpectedly. After al,
he'd been with usfor two years, and even the UN Army rarely moves quite so fast, en?”

"l just got my orders, Sir," Bombardier said warily.

"Yes, Sergeant, | imagineyou did,” Rain said. "The question is, from whom did you get those
orders? Just where were you serving before you came to help me? In Burindi, wasn't it? An out
of the way post for a security expert wouldn't you say? Still, that's what your records say, |
remember.”

"Yes, dr," Bombardier said.

"Y ou know whét | really think, Sergeant?' Rain said. "'l think you're an Interpol agent! |

think you were planted here, and I'm going to proveit. When | do, there€'s going to be hell to
pay!”

Where he watched from the dark street, The Shadow went over Bombardier'sfase recordsin
his mind. With histota recall, The Shadow checked the records page by page. They would stand
up under an ingpection for ashort time, longer with good luck. But if Rain were thorough, the
records would stand for exactly five days--the time it would take Rain to check with, and
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recelve an answer from, London, where the records said Bombardier had been stationed three
posts ago. And Rain would be thorough, which made the time short for The Shadow. The
wounded Bombardier would have to be rescued and spirited away before Rain discovered that he
was, indeed, an impostor, but not Interpol. Rain had created a problem for The Shadow, but The



Shadow was not the only one concerned by Rain's charge. Captain Johnson seemed stunned by
the mention of Interpoal.

"Interpol, Sir?" Johnson sad, "arethey here?!

"I'm pretty surethey are, Johnson,” Rain said.

"That changesthings, doesn't it?" Johnson said. "Well have to work faster."

"A lot faster now,” Mgor Rain said.

The burning eyes of The Shadow glowed dert. The cryptic words, innocent enough, could

have many meanings. Rain and Johnson could smply be talking about solving the problems
faster to beat Interpol--or they could be talking about finishing some plan before Interpol could
stop them! The Shadow knew what evil lurked in the hearts of men! All Rain's questionsto
Bombardier, al thetalk of an Interpol agent, could be acover. Perhaps Rain had aready
discovered that Bombardier was an impogtor, and it had been Rain himsdlf, or Johnson, who had
ordered the bomb thrown! The two Security Officers had appeared very quickly and
conveniently on the sceneimmediately after the bombing. They had aso very conveniently
allowed the two native bomb throwers to escape!

Major Rain's next question made The Shadow come even more aert in the dark night of the
city. Not the question itself, but the casual way it was asked, asif Rain aready knew more about
Bombardier than he was trying to show.

"By theway, Sergeant, the noise you claim to have heard in the dley. Did you by any chance
seeif it was made by arather tall manin ablack cloak?"

Bombardier feigned perfect bewilderment. "Black cloak?Lor, Sir, not me. | don't go much for
spooks.”

"Atdl man, dl inblack,” Rain said. "We saw him with the two natives who threw the bomb."
"Damned strange-looking chap,” Johnson said. "Weird. Seemed to just vanishinto thin air.”
"Vanish, Sr?' Bombardier said innocently. " Sounds like that Demon Vickers reported, doesn't
it? Maybe awitch doctor, gr. I've 'eard tell they can do very peculiar things."

Major Rain rubbed his chin as he studied Bombardier. The Mgor was unconvinced.

"Witch doctor, en? That'swhat you think? Well, possibly, but if there was no other personin
thisdley, then the bomb had to be meant for you, right?Y ou can't have it both ways, Sergeant.”
"No sr,” Bombardier said, "but | didn't say therewasn't no oneinthis'erealley, | just said |
didn't see no one."

"l see" Rain said with disgust. "Very well. All right, take him up and let's get out of here.
Johnson, you seeto it that the sergeant iswell taken care of in the hospital, we wouldn't want to
lose him just yet. Post avery good guard, eh?!

"Yes, Mgor," Captain Johnson said.

Rain's men lifted Bombardier into one of the jeeps. They dl climbed into their vehicles. The
motors started, and the jeeps prepared to move off and out of the dark side street of the city.
The high, chilling laugh of The Shadow rosein the dark night and echoed aong the narrow
Street.

In hisjeep Rain jJumped up and stared into the dark. Johnson licked hislips, hisface pale. All
the other men began to whisper.
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Along the dim street there was nothing to see. There was only the eerie laugh that hung in the
ar.

Swearing, Mgor Rain ordered his men to drive off. The jegps roared away and vanished into
the night. The Shadow smiled where he stood hidden by the shadows of the buildings. Hislaugh
had been to tell Bombardier he had been watching and had heard dl that was said. To tell
Bombardier that The Shadow was close by and would come to hisaid. For the moment,



Bombardier was safer where he was--under guard. Whatever Mgor Rain might suspect, The
Shadow knew. The bomb had been meant for Bombardier. Someone had discovered that
Bombardier was only posing as the sergeant--someone who wanted no spies around. And
whoever it was may or may not have seen The Shadow. In any case, Bombardier was of no
further usein this affair. He had been discovered, and was now out of action. And The Shadow
had less time than ever to find the killer of Gerald Vickers—-and the secret of The Demon.

The black shape of The Avenger turned and vanished into the night.

In the suite of the Augustus Hotel, Margo Lane crossed her dim legs and smiled at Lamont
Crangton. The wedlthy socidite had just returned to the suite where Margo had been waiting
snce early evening. She had listened in silence while Cranston had told her of hisvist to Mgor
Rain and of the attempt on the life of Bombardier.

"He'sdl right, Margo, and safe enough for now, but he's usdessto uson this affair,”

Cranston said.

"I hired the smdl car and equipped it with your kits and wegpons, Lamont,” Margo said. "It's
inthe hotdl garage.”

"Good. Any further word on those raiders?!

"No, and nothing unusua up in Mukulu before | |eft. Colonel Mneradrove down with meto
report to his superiors. Doctor Arthur and McNair were planning to come to Zambaaby the
river to pick up the doctor's monthly supplies.”

"No hint of The Demon?' Cranston asked.

"No, Lamont. Mnerainspected that truck but said he found nothing. It was a common British
Army truck, there are hundredslikeit in Africa. Mnera said there was no telling where it came
from."

Crangton nodded dowly. His face was asimpassive as ever, his hooded eyes only half visible.
Helet hisgaze rest on his beautiful secretary and agent for amoment. Then he looked at the
empty serving cart that had contained their dinner. He studied the e egant preliberation furniture
of the room. He let his eyestake in the papered walls and the ornate fireplace and woodwork. He
was concentrating his thoughts. Margo waited quietly, she knew the way her chief worked.

"We havefive areas of investigation, Margo. First, the murder of Gerald Vickers. Second,

The Demon and the vanished village people. Third, thosefiveraiderslast night and their interest
in McNair. Fourth, the hijacking and smuggling with Interpol and Rain's office interested in

them. And fifth,--the role of Mgor Rain and why Interpol kept him in the dark about their
involvement. Five separate problems, Margo, dl or any of which may or may not be connected.”
Margo thought for atime. "Aren't we sure that Vickers death and The Demon are the same
problem? Also dl the things Interpol and Rain are connected in?"

"No, Margo, not necessarily," Cranston said. "Vickers could have escaped The Demon attack,
and been killed for some other reason entirely. Then, Rain and Interpol could both be working on
the hijacking, but Interpol could have atotally separate reason for checking on Rain. We have far
too many loose ends. Nothing connects yet. The purpose of The Demon hasto beto scare the
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natives, but did those villagers go of their own free will, to join some cause, or were they taken
away for some purpose? How does McNair tiein? Those raiders had the look of some army, but
why did they want McNair? And who tried to kill Bombardier? Which one of our problems
caused that?"

"Hewasworking in Rain's office," Margo pointed out.



"True, but he had been asking questions about Mukulu and The Demon,”" Cranston said.
"There is something ominous a work here, something very evil. Vickers saw The Demon, and
thought he could explainit. But asfar as| can tel The Demon never saw him! Then why and
how was hekilled?'

"Could Stanley beright, that Vickers smply stumbled into raiding natives and was shot? A
pure coincidence?' Margo said.

"Possibly, Margo, but that raid on the village seemstoo well organized, too efficient, to have
been no more than anativeraid,” Cranston said.

Margo thought again, and was about to answer when Cranston sat up rigid. Heraised his hand
inwarning. But Margo, too, had heard the sound out on the open terrace of the suite. A faint step.
Cranston stood and glided silently to the wall to hisleft and moved quickly dong thewall to
stand behind where the French doors opened onto the terrace. Margo remained seated in her
chair, her back to the terrace. She seemed to be motionless, but her small automatic wasin her
hand, and her taut body was coiled like a spring and ready.

A man appeared in the terrace doorway.

Margo went down, twisted, and came up in the cover of the chair. Her automatic was ready
and aimed at the terrace doorway.

Crangton jumped toward the man from where he was hidden.

"Holdit!" the man cried.

Cranston stopped, smiled, his hand aready on the man's shoulder. The man was Kurt
Rohrbach, the Interpol agent.

8

LAMONT CRANSTON laughed. "Y ou wak too lightly, Mr. Rohrbach.”

"Not lightly enough, it seems" Rohrbach said wryly.

Margo stood up. She had aready returned her automatic to its hiding place. The Interpol man
watched her quizzicaly, the expresson on his face showing that he was beginning to guess that
Margo was something more than a private secretary.

"It wouldn't do for meto be seen visiting you," Rohrbach said. "But I'll be careful how | snesk
up on you two again. | have an ideathere are some things Commissioner Weston failed to tell me
about you two."

Margo laughed. "Not redly, Mr. Rohrbach, but Lamont has done work for the Commissioner
before, and we have learned to be prepared.”

"And Vickersis dead, shot, so thereisreason to be careful,” Rohrbach said, and nodded.
"Yes, | heard the report this afternoon. Dead ever since the night of that attack, it seems, so he
never was redly missing. I've brought you down here for nothing. Thereisnothing you can do
now, Vickers can't talk to anyone."

"We can find who killed him, and why," Cranston said.
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"That's my job, not yours. Much too dangerous," Rohrbach said.

The Interpol man crossed the room and sat on the elegant brocade couch. Cranston sat again
inthe chair he had been in. Hisimpassive face watched Rohrbach. Only Margo saw the brief
flash of The Shadow in hisquiet eyes. Rohrbach was too busy with his own thoughts. The
Interpol man could not sit still. As soon as he sat, he stood again, and began to stride about the
room.

"l don't likeit a al, Crangton," Rohrbach said harshly. "There's something rotten going on,



and Vickersgot caught in the middle of it. Did you see anything up there? Notice anything at all
Srange?!

Cranston shook his head. "Nothing that we didn't know already. Except that body of Vickers.
He had been shot once. He was on a sand bar at the edge of the Lubilana. Apparently he had
escaped through atrap door and tunnel from that house. The body was not far from the mouth of
thetunnd.”

Rohrbach nodded. ""He escaped from the house, but they got him at the tunndl exit.”

"Perhaps," Crangton said. "Onething is peculiar, Robrbach. Why wasn't the body found
sooner? There are government troops, and a UN patrol, al over the area. They should have
spotted him sooner.”

"Washed up by theriver, perhaps,”" Rohrbach said. "Or carried out there from the bush by
some animal. It happens, Cranston.”

Crangton frowned. "Possible, | suppose. But there's another thing. Everyone up in Mukulu

was armed, carrying pistols. Even McNair and Doctor Arthur.”

Rohrbach paced. "Why shouldn't they be? After that attack | would have been sureto go
armed, too. Nothing else?"

"Only the missing villagers and the boot tracksin the villageitsdlf,” Cranston said. He did not
add that he had found an oil patch and a strange uniform button. At the moment, only The
Shadow knew those things.

"Boots and awhole missing village, just the same," Rohrbach said. He stopped pacing and
looked a Cranston. "There have been four other smilar raids, Cranston. Boot marks, the village
deserted, no bodies, and rumors of The Demon going through the bush country like aplague!”
"Others?1 didn't hear of any othersl" Cranston said.

"No, none of us had. They al happened before the Mukulu attack,” Rohrbach said, "but not in
this country. They were over the border in the Portuguese territory. Just over the border on the
other sde of the Kanda Tract. It's very backward country over there, and the reports took along
time getting to the Portuguese authorities. They didn't report to us until they had sent patrolsinto
check. Just native raids, superdtition, they thought, until they findly redlized that there had been
four raids, and that the boots did not sound like natives."

"But they must dl have been fairly recent to only show up now," Cranston said.

‘They were. All within the past two months. The Portuguese move dowly, they don't liketo
report on what goes on ustheir colonies, you know? They have thelast colonies, and they want
no trouble from outside,” Rohrbach explained.

Crangton rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "In every attack, dl the villagers were missng?

"Y es, that was one reason it took so long to get to us. There were no real witnesses, not like
Vickers. All the villages were very isolated, no radios.”

"Which makes the Mukulu area attack unusud,” Cranston said quickly. "It doesn't quite fit the
pattern of the other raids. It was close to Mukulu, an adminisirative center with a permanent
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garrison. And the attackers must have known that Vickers was there, probably they knew about
the radio also. It was a much more dangerous attack.”

"All right," Rohrbach said. "What do you havein mind?"

"I'm not sure, but Mgjor Rain and histwo assistants were up around Mukulu that night.

They..."

"Rain, Johnson and Paulus were here?' Rohrbach snapped. "Y ou're sure?"

"I'm sure. They admitted it," Cranston said. "They refused to tell me why, of course, it'snone



of my business. But | have an idealit was because of atip on some smuggling. They expected
something to be brought across the border, only they were sidetracked by the attack on that
village. Perhapsit was done specifically to sidetrack them, the attack. Perhaps the attack was
designed to cover the smuggling that night.”

Crangton did not mention that he had more than an idea about the smuggling tip, or that his
information had come from Bombardier. Even Rohrbach could not be told the activities and
methods of The Shadow. But Rohrbach did not ask him where he had gotten hisinformation.
Rohrbach was concerned with another part of the matter.

"Y ou know about the smuggling?* Rohrbach said.

"And the hijacking of supplies,” Cranston said.

"| see. Then you've guessed that that iswhat Interpol isworking on?"

Cranston nodded. "I've guessed that Rain isworking on it too, but that Interpol had some
reason for not working with Rain's office. I'm afraid | |et the cat out of the bag.” And Cranston
explained his meeting thismorning with Mgor Rain.

Rohrbach was not pleased.

"That's unfortunate, Crangton,” Rohrbach said. "We did not want our involvement to be
known. United Nations Command called usin because the stedling and smuggling had been too
smooth, too efficient. The smugglers dways seemed to know just where to cross the border
safely. And the supplies stolen were dways just from the right place at the right time--trucks
making deliveries no one should have known about, materia taken from adepot hours after it
arrived, pinpoint accuracy of what was wanted with nothing €l se looked into. Y ou see?'

"A legk, someingdeinformant,” Margo said suddenly.

Rohrbach nodded. "That was our thought, and Bain's office had al the necessary information.
Now you say Rain and hismen werein Mukulu that night.”

"And perhaps the attackers knew they were," Cranston said. "Another leak?’

"UnlessRain or hismen areinvolved in the wholething,” Rohrbach said. "They aredl

soldiers, good ones, and those attacks were very efficient.”

"Sowastheraid on uslast night & Mukulu,” Margo said. "'Those women were very efficient.”
Rohrbach stood rigid. The Interpol man stared at Margo and then at Cranston.

"Raid? Last night? Women?' Rohrbach said dowly.

Cranston described theraid of the three women and their two men in the truck. He left out the
part where The Shadow had battled the women soldiers. Rohrbach blinked. The Interpol man
was highly excited.

"Three women with Stan guns? And they wanted Angus McNair?"'

"They did," Cranston said.

"Y ou did not recognize anything about them?"

"No, except that they had dight accents,” Cranston said. "Mgjor Rain had an idea though, |
think. Paulus suggested some mercenary unit from the north. Johnson seemed to think they were
more likely an action group from the white aress.”

42

THE SHADOW'SREVENGE

"Y ou told Rain and hismen? And that it was McNair they wanted?' Rohrbach demanded.
"Y es, wasthat wrong?"

"I'm not sure, Cranston, but McNair isin danger! | want you two to remain here, there's
nothing more you can do now!"

Rohrbach turned to leave. The Interpol man was both grim and excited.

"Do you know who those women were?' Margo asked.

"l have an ideg," Rohrbach said. "Stay out of it, you hear?"

And Rohrbach was gone. Lamont Cranston started after the Interpol man. At the door he



stopped and turned back for amoment.

"Margo, contact Burbank and have him do acomplete check on everyoneinvolved in this
affair, from Bain to Doctor Arthur. | want the information as soon as possible.”

"Y ou're following Rohrbach?' Margo said.

But Cranston was gone. Only his running footsteps, heading down toward the garage of the
hotel, echoed back along the hail into the elegant room of the suite.

When the small, black Mercedes drove out of the hotel garage it was not Lamont Cranston
behind the steering whedl--it was The Shadow.

The black-cloaked Avenger drove the rented car close behind the Ford of the Interpol man.

But not too close. On the empty night streets of the African city there wasllittle traffic. Zambala
after dark was as dim and deserted as it might have been if it had never been carved from the
jungle. Thewhite city seemed to rest uneasily on the banks of the grest river, asif thejungle
would reclam it at any instant. Thetall stone buildings seemed perched precarioudy on the
surface of theland, while underneath the old Africalay waiting to rise again. A silenceonthe

city that wasthe silence of atomb, the eternal silence of the Dark Continent that was not really
slence but only the stiliness of amillion hidden and waiting shapes.

The smdl Ford drove swiftly through the dim side streets and dong the wide but empty
boulevards. Only on LubilanaWay, the main boulevard of Zambala, wastherelight and life. The
cafes were open and garish with neon light. Soldiers shouted their way to the peace of adrunken
oblivion. The Ford did not stop or dow down on LubilanaWay. The Interpol man drove on
through the night, out of the gaudy cafe area, and into dark streets again. Behind the whed of his
Mercedes, The Shadow followed, his burning eyesfixed on the speeding car ahead.

Soon the Ford led The Shadow out of the dark again into a second area of light. Brighter
dreetlights, and lightsin large, sorawling houses. But here there was no gaudiness, no cafes or
shouting soldiers. The laughter here, and the voices and hours of drunkenness, were behind
closed doors, hidden away behind elegant walls. It was the old European section. The part of the
city The Shadow had seen from the air. It was gill the European Section, the area of money and
of power. And it was here Kurt Rohrbach was going. The Ford dowed and turned into the
parking lot of awell-lighted large white house. The Shadow knew where they were--The Sefari
Club.

The Shadow knew The Safari Club. It was once the most exclusive Club between Nairobi and
Johannesburg, and was till the private preserve of the men who redlly owned Africa. The socid
center of Zambaafor the Europeans who il lived in the country. The Shadow knew it well--

he was amember. Not as histrue sdlf, but as the famous explorer Kent Allard. Many times Kent
Allard had come here on histripsinto the heart of Africa. Now, perhaps, Kent Allard would have
to Vigt The Safari Club once more on atrip into the heart of another kind of darkness.

THE SHADOW'SREVENGE
43

But Kurt Rohrbach did not enter the Club. The Ford parked in afar corner of the crowded
parking lot. The Shadow guided his Mercedes silently into another corner hidden from the
Interpol man. His black-robed figure emerged into the dark and floated toward where the Ford
had parked. Like some giant black bird from a distant past, The Shadow moved silently across
the parking lot, among the crowded cars of the Europeans, until he again found Kurt Rohrbach.
The Interpol agent was moving from car to car--searching. Rohrbach did not stop at just any
car, the man seemed to know just which cars he wanted to search. Unseen and unheard, The
Shadow followed and watched, hisfire-opd girasol hidden benegth his cloak, but his eyes



glowing as he observed the actions of the Interpol agent. Rohrbach moved from car to car with
crisp purpose. The agent was looking for something specific; something he expected to find. The
Shadow followed, aware that whatever Rohrbach was after had to be related to the women who
had tried to kidnap McNair--or to McNair himsalf. That was what had sent Rohrbach running
from the hotel suiteto thisparking lot.

Rohrbach found it in the trunk of asmall, black Austin.

The Interpol man opened the trunk of the Austin and stopped. He bent and reached insde the
trunk. When he straightened up again he held two Sten guns! Rohrbach stood there for amoment
looking a the Stem and nodding to himsalf. Then the Interpol agent looked quickly around,
returned the gunsto the trunk of the Austin, and walked around to the front door of the car. He
opened the front door and leaned in. Rohrbach searched the small black Austin for sometime.
The Shadow crouched in the dark next to alarger car ten yards away, his black-shrouded shape
blending into the contours of the large black car. The Shadow was waiting for Rohrbach to
complete his search--then it would be time to find out what Rohrbach knew.

Rohrbach came out of the car. There was a sheet of paper in his hand. The Interpol man, even
from where The Shadow watched, was obvioudy excited again. By the dim light in the parking
lot Rohrbach studied the piece of paper in his hand, reading it closely. The Shadow began to
sed slently toward the agent, his powers reaching out into Robrbach's mind. The Shadow must
know what Rohrbach knew and what he had found that had so excited him. The secret power
over the minds of men reached out and rolled like acloud into the mind of the Interpol man.
Rohrbach brushed his eyes and |ooked up. The Interpol man squinted around the dim packing
lot.

The Shadow stopped, his black figure looming in the night but merging into the shapes and
shadows. Hismind rolled the cloud thicker over the brain of the Interpol man.

Rohrbach saw him.

The Interpol man stared at thelooming black figure tal and indistinct in the night. Rohrbach
started to reach for his gun, and stopped. The Shadow's eyes burned through the dark like two
flaming points above the spreading black cloak.

Suddenly another shape, figure, person, appeared in the night. Close to Rohrbach. On top of
Rohrbach. A figure that rose up from the shadows of the parked cars and stepped closeto the
motionless Interpol man.

Rohrbach grunted, groaned once, and collapsed. The paper was gone from his hand.

The Shadow legped forward, his cloak streaming out behind him.

Rohrbach lay on the ground beside the smal black Austin. Along the lines of carsthe third
figure was running toward the sdewall of The Safari Club.

The Shadow floated in pursuit, his cloak flying out like greet bat wingsin the dark of the
parking lot. There was no sound but the sound of running feet and the heavy breathing of the
fleeing figure ahead. The grim chase went on, The Shadow gaining at every dride. Thefleeing
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figure never looked back, never paused initsdirection. But The Shadow pursued relentlesdly,
looming closer and closer until the running figure ahead reached the sde wdll of the club. There
was aflash of light. A door opened--and closed. The light was gone.

The Shadow reached the wall.

There was no handle or knob on the outside of the door. The door was locked. A fire door that
could only be opened from the insde. fhe Shadow turned without a sound and glided back to
where Rohrbach lay on the ground beside the black Austin. The Avenger bent over thefallen
man. Rohrbach had been stabbed once. A single stroke under therib cage, silent and find. The
weapon was not there. The killer was not one to leave clues behind. But even this careful killer



was not perfect.

Rohrbach was dead.

The Interpol man opened hiseyes. Hislips moved. The Shadow knew that the dying man

could not see him, Rohrbach only knew that someone was there, someone he sensed, in hisfind
moments, was not the killer.

"Mc...Nair.. .saf. . .safari. . .not. . ."

Rohrbach was dead.

The Shadow's burning eyes stared down at the dead agent for along moment. Another murder
must now be avenged. He began to search the dead man's clothes. He found nothing that could
tell him anything he did not know. Hislong, darting fingers probed every possible hiding place
inthe clothes.

Hefound the tiny scrap of paper in Rohrbach's hand.

A smdll corner of the large sheet the killer bad snatched away. The paper was crisp and

heavy, like some officia report, and on the torn scrap there were four words typewritten. . .The
Angel of Death.

Therewas nothing else.

The Shadow rose from the ground and crossed the parking lot to hissmall car. The Avenger
placed the scrap of paper in the secret false bottom of his attache case. He returned and dragged
the body of Rohrbach into the bushes at the edge of the parking lot where it would not be
immediately found. Then he sat in his car with his piercing eyes deep in thought.

Rohrbach had been killed by someone inside the Club, someone who had seen the Interpol
man searching and had not wanted what Rohrbach bad found to be known. Or had smply not
wanted Rohrbach to know it. It wastime for Kent Allard to appear and claim histights of
membership in The Safari Club. The Shadow opened his specid makeup kit, the specia suitcase
that contained the clothes of his ater-egoes, and removed his black garments. Then he went to
work on hisface.

9

THE MAN who limped into The Safari Club bore no resemblance to Lamont Cranston or to The
Shadow.

Kent Allard stood in the plush and rich lobby of the Club, his eyes studying the large

clubroom straight ahead and the bar to thetight. Allard's dark hair was brushed straight back.

The famous hunter and explorer wore a heavy mustache. His nose was thick and broad,
transformed by aspecid waxlike fluid injected under the skin. His clothes were bright and
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casud, not a dl like the more forma éttire of socidite Lamont Cranston. His entire face seemed
to have a different shape, adifferent aspect and cast--and effect achieved by The Shadow's
complete control over hisfacid muscles. There was no way anyone who watched could have
guessed that Kent Allard and Lamont Cranston were one and the same man-- and that both were
The Shadow.

Allard was shorter than Lamont Cranston, his powerful shoulders bent from the years of

carrying heavy loads on his many expeditions. He limped, the limp the result of atiger attack
years ago. An attack that bad been carefully reported, and was well known to everyone who had
even heard of the famous explorer. It wasalimp that returned to him automaticaly when he



became Kent Allard. A limp that drew the immediate attention of avery tal, very gaunt old man
with white hair and abristling white mustache. Thetal man'sface burst into amagnificent amile
as he hurried toward Allard who stood just at the entrance from the lobby into the main
clubroom. The tall man walked with the ramrod erect bearing of an old soldier.

"Allard, blessmy soul!"

Kent Allard smiled in return and limped forward. "How are you, Colonel Forsythe? It'sbeen a
longtime™

"Damned fine, yes, by Jove! The old days, eh, damn! How long? Well now, let me see, that

lion hunt six years ago, the maneaters we had to bag! Damned sticky, but agood run, eh?' The
colonel beamed at Allard the entire time he was taking. "Wdll, what brings you down from
Kenya, eh?'

Allard smiled, listened, but his eyes were searching the crowded room of the club. An elegant
room filled with elegant people. Not quite asit had been, the elegance |ess ostentatious now, less
offensive, less obvious, and here and there adark face that would have used the servants
entrance not long ago. There was, after dl, some progress, abeginning at returning something to
the people it belonged to. To St in aplush and exclusive club was not an end, but it was a
beginning.

"I had areport of another maneater up near Mukulu,” Allard said, and he watched the old
colonel for areaction. Colond Forsythe wasthe steward of The Safari Club, and if there were
anything known to the Europeansin Zambaa, Forsythe would know it.

"Mukulu? Not that I've heard, eh? Not a bit of it. Still, I'll look into it. Damn! Another

maneater, that would be arun!™

As helooked dowly about the room, Allard became aware that they were dl inthe club! In
itself that was not unusua. The Safari Club was where everyone went who cameto Zambdaif
they could get in. Particularly thefirst night, and it did not surprise Allard at al to see Doctor
Arthur seated at atable with Angus McNair. The small Scot was drinking too fast and too much,
asusud. The samewastrue of Colonel Mnera—-it did not surprise Allard to see the colond's
dark face done at a corner table. It did not surprise him that Mnerawas there, the colonel had
just cometo the capital for aday or s0. And it did not surprise him that the colond sat done.
Change comes dowly. The colone wasin the club, but there would be many who would still not
be ready to like that.

"| see we have changes, Colond," Allard said.

Colone Forsythe glanced toward Colonel Mnera. "Change hasto come, Allard, eh?I'll have

to join him soon. We have our share of dinosaurs and other stupid fools soitsup to afew of us
who know. Not that | like Mnera, abard man, too damned serious for me. Good man, though. A
gentleman even if be wasin Russiathose years. Had to go to Russia, damned idiotsin the West
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wouldn't help him. A good sergeant and agood colonel, not so much differenceredly, and |
know."

The presence of Bain, Paulus and Johnson was more suspicious. The mgor and histwo
captains were gationed in Zambda, they undoubtedly came to the Club often. But, then, both
Paulus and Johnson had been ordered into the bush tomorrow. It could Smply be alast night on
the town for atime. And yet someone had killed Kurt Rohrbach only minutes ago in the dark
parking lot of the club. Allard watched them to detect any suspicious actions, movements.
Neither Doctor Arthur nor McNair were even looking at him nor at anyone else. They did not
know Kent Allard, and would have no reason to look at him. Mg or Bain was looking at him, and
s0 was Captain Paulus. They did not know him either, but, then, they were UN Security, and
Kent Allard was astranger. Policemen have away of studying strangers. Colond Mnerawas



watching someone else. Allard followed the direction of Mneras gaze. What the colonel was
watching did surprise Allard!

"Excuse me, Colond, but | see somefriends,” Allard said Colonel Forsythe.

"Of course, my boy. Y oung and pretty, | hope, en?" the old soldier said. "I'll have my talk

with Mnera. Too old for the young and pretty, damn!”

The colonel |eft and walked toward Colond Mnera. Allard looked again a what was

interesting Mnera.

They were seated at asmall table at the edge of the dance floor. The orchestrawas not playing
just now, and the floor was empty. Allard could see them clearly. There were two of them. They
were both young and both pretty. Their dim evening dresses revea ed the smooth curves of
youthful, but not too youthful, females. Their clothes were good, their bodiesfine, and their faces
amogt beautiful. Their hair waslong and dark and shined in the bright light of the main

clubroom. But Allard knew that the hair could not be their hair. They were wearing wigs. Their
hair was cut short and severe benesth those wigs. They were two of the women who had tried to
kidnap Angus McNair. And one of them was the crisp and efficient leader of that raid in Mukulu.
Allard had been standing too long in the same place. He walked into the bar and ordered agin
ding. Thedrink in his hand, be stood in ahidden spot from where he could look out again onto
the dance floor. There was no doubt in his mind that the two women had been behind Sten guns
only last night. His eyesturned to watch Colond Mnera. The government officer wasin earnest
conversation with Colond Forsythe. From time to time Mnera's eyes strayed back to the two
women. It was clear that Mnerawas not quite sure. The colonel thought he had recognized the
two women, but he was not sure enough. Allard was quite sure.

The two women were not alone. Two young men were with them. The young men had al the

air of local playboys. Whatever the men were, the two women did not seem to be very interested
inthem. The men a the table were talking, laughing, having agood dine with two pretty girls.
The girlswere covertly watching Angus McNair.

McNair seemed to have no suspicion that he was being observed. The smal Scot drank his
whiskey and looked neither tight nor |eft. When he spoke it was to say afew short wordsto
Doctor Arthur. The doctor leaned back relaxed in his chair, his dender fingerstoying with his
glass. If hewas doing anything, Doctor Arthur appeared to be observing the generd behavior in
the crowded club, hisironic smile judging the elegant people working so hard to enjoy
themselves. Asif in answer to both Allard's thoughts, and Doctor Arthur'sironic smile, the band
returned and the gay crowd poured out onto the dance floor. Music blared out and through the
room.
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The two women stood up to dance with their young escorts. Before they had gone ten steps
they were cut-in on. The two girls were both popular and, apparently, well known in the club.
Allard looked for Colond Forsythe. The old soldier had just left Colond Mnerastable and was
entering the bar. Allard motioned to him. The colond came up.

"Troubles, Kent?'

"Who are those two girls, the good looking ones out on the floor?*

Colonel Forsythe laughed. ™Y ou too? The belles of our little world, those two. Mariaand Lili
Berger, they've been down here for some months now. Work for a German mining equipment
firm, | believe. They've certainly given our young bucksalift!"

"Germans?' Allard asked.

"Asfar as| know," Forsythe said. "Lovely women the Jerriesturn out, | must say."



"Very lovely. Arethey here often?’

"Practically live here, my dear Kent. Terribleflirts, too. Why, they must have been escorted

by haf the chapsin Zambala, perhaps all the chaps between them.”

"Mgor Bain, too?" Allard said, nodding toward the distant table where Eric Bain and histwo
captains .

Major Bain and his ass stants seemed to have consderable interest in the two girlson the
dancefloor. Bain wasdl but twirling histhin mustache as he watched the girls. Captain Johnson
watched them the way a panhandler watches the approach of awell-dressed businessman--
hopefully. But it was Paulus who watched them most closdly. Thetal Dane seemed unableto
take his eyes from them. Petilus watched their every movement, his eyesfollowing them up and
down the dance floor, watching them return to their table.

Colond Forsythe snorted. "The mgjor, too, and both those captains. Johnson isan old fool!
Damn me, but the man'samost asold as| am.”

"Not much chance for methen,” Allard said with agrin.

"My boy, you would dazzle them!" the old soldier said. "Shall | introduce you? At my age

that isabout as close as | get to romance, eh?"

"Not just yet," Allard said. "'l seeaman | used to know." "Just say the word, eh?' Forsythe
sad.

The old soldier went off to tend to his steward duties, and Aliard left the bar. He walked
casudly through the main clubroom carrying his gin ding, nodding to the many casud
acquaintances he knew from past years. As he gpproached the table where Angus McNair was
gl trying to drink the world dry of whiskey, Doctor Arthur looked up and saw him. The doctor
did not know Kent Allard, and gave no sign of recognition. There was even acertain surprise on
Arthur's face when he realized that Allard was coming to histable. The doctor half rose, his
eyebrows raised questioningly. But it was Angus McNair that Allard spoke to. He touched the
small Scot's shoulder.

"Youre Angus McNair," Allard said.

It was not true that he knew McNair, not as Allard, and not prior to meeting the Scot at
Mukulu, but it could have been true. Allard certainly could have heard about McNair, although
asit happened he had not, and McNair dmost surely had heard of the famous Kent Allard. This
was what he was what he was counting on, that McNair had heard of Allard. How right he was
he soon learned.

The small Scot jumped afoot into the air a the touch of Allard's hand on his shoulder.

McNair looked up paed, and then half stood up.

"Mr. Allard, isit?' McNair said shekily.
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"Itis" Allard said. "May | St down?' And helooked politely toward Doctor Arthur.

McNair mumbled an introduction. "Kent Allard, Doctor James Arthur.”

‘The famous explorer?' Arthur said. "1 am pleased to meet you, Mr. Allard.”

"And I've heard of you, Doctor. Y ou've done good work up therein Mukulu,” Allard lied
pleasantly. "Asamatter of fact, I'm glad | ran into you too. It was Mukulu | wanted to talk to
McNair here about. Or more precisdly, the Kanda Tract."

Allard's keen eyes, half hidden under a deepy look, watched the two men carefully ashe
mentioned the Kanda Tract. As he had expected, McNair became paler than ever and gulped at
hiswhiskey. Doctor Arthur showed nothing but politeinterest. Allard sat down at the table and
spoketo McNair.

"I've heard of you for years, McNair, it's strange we never happened to meet before,” Allard
sadin hismogt friendly voice.



"I've heard enough about you,” McNair said. "But | haven't done safari in years.”

"Y ou mentioned you wanted to talk about the Kanda Tract, Mr. Allard,” Doctor Arthur said.
"What did you havein mind, if | may ask?"

"An exploration,” Allard said promptly. "I've been doing some checking, and do you know
that there hasn't been a party into the Tract for ten years? Before that there hadn't been an officia
expedition for dmogt fifteen years.”

Doctor Arthur nodded. "I'm well aware of that, Mr. Allard. | wasinstrumenta in placing the
ban on entry into the Tract. Thereis nothing there, and it'sfar too dangerous for white men, or
for natives for that matter. Just why did you want to talk to McNair?'

"Hewasthelast manto gointothe Tract," Allard said. "lsn't that right, McNair? That last
safari, we've al heard about that. 1'd like to hear just what did happen?”

In hisyears of fighting evil across the face of the earth, The Shadow had seen much fear and
terror in the eyes of men. And it was sheer terror he saw now in the whiskey-soaked eyes of
Angus McNair. The smal Scot held hisglassin both shaking hands, gulped, saw that his hands
were trembling, and set the glass down. McNair hid his hands benegth the table. Thelittle man
licked hislipsasif they were asdry as a desert despite the whiskey.

"l don't talk about that! Y ou hear?' McNair said.

"But I'd just need to know how. . ." Allard began.

"They died! That'sal! That'sal! They died!" McNair cried.

At the other tables the people turned to look. The two pretty girls, women, were looking
toward McNair again.

"All of them?' Allard said. "Thirty-five?'

"All of them! Likewildfireit wad Yes™

Doctor Arthur explained, "Jungle fevers are like that, Mr. Allard. Y ou must know that.
Without help, dl of them sick, they died likeflieswithin days.”

"McNar wasdl right," Allard said. "Couldn't he have gone for hep?'

"Hedid," Doctor Arthur said, "but they were too far into the Tract. Y ou see, they insisted on
pushing on even after most of them were dready sick. McNair weas. . ."

The smal Scot gulped hiswhiskey, nodded eagerly, his voice alow and hollow monotone
like some smdl child reciting. "Too far ingde, yes. Aye, that wasit. They were sick, some
already dead and buried. | told them to turn back. They refused, aye. Just kept on and buried
them when they died. Then they were dl dying and we could go no further. | couldn't nursethem
al. Medicinewas gone. Lessthan haf left when | went for help. No good, aye. Too late. Too
lae"
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The small Scot stopped, blinked, looked at his half empty glass of thin, amber fluid. McNair
shuddered and drank. Doctor Arthur watched the small Scot sadly.

"McNair was haf dead himself when he came out,” the doctor said. "'l was new a my mission
then. Mukulu was avery out-of-the-way place. The Colonial Government had little interest in the
area. There were no mines and the Kanda Tract is useless except for alittle hunting and safari-
tripsto the north. The resident had twice as much areaas now, and he was away at thetime. We
took what medicines we had and went in after them. There was me, and Walter Johnson the
hunter, and McNair, and Mnerawith two men. Mnerawas a sergeant then, but one of the few
who had been into the Kanda Tract. McNair was so feverish it took us daysto find the last camp
they had made. More than half had been buried al over the Tract, and those we found were half-
eaten or carried off by animals. We buried what was left. There were afew bodies, dl natives, to



bring back. Nothing dse.”

"Colond Mnerawas there? And Captain Johnson?' Allard asked.

"Y es, Johnson was a hunter then,”" Arthur said. "Mnerawas agreat help in getting Kanda put
off limitsto everyone. | pushed for it, and the Colonial Government agreed. The present National
Government haswisgly continued the ban with our prodding.”

"Then you think | should not consider making an exploration?' Allard asked dowly.

"Mr. Allard,” Doctor Arthur said, "I was out here one year then and | have never forgotten
those days. McNair could never bring himself to lead a safari again. Look at him. Y ou see what
it has done to him? He lives with akind of fear, and he was the best sefari leader inthe area”
"But we have new medicines now," Allard said. "We know so much more. Y ou yoursdlf have
crested some medicines.”

"Don't you think | want to go back in?" Arthur said. "Tropica diseases are my life work.
Kanda spreadsits blight for hundreds of miles. I've been working on those diseases for years,
and we are dmost ready. Perhaps ayear, two years. Y es, we have many new medicines and
methods. Soon, yes. But immediately? | just can't be sure.”

"It would take at least three monthsto prepare,” Allard said. "With your help maybe less. A
redlly careful expedition.”

Doctor Arthur stared at Allard. "Redlly careful, complete? Well, perhapsit istime. Y ou could
be right. Well have to get permission, and we should talk it over much more, but you may be the
man |'ve been waiting for."

"Then you think we could do work in there now?" Allard said.

"A risk, but it could beworth it,” Arthur said. "There may be secretsin there about the
diseasesthat will save millions of livesal over Africal Mr. Allard, you've given me new hope!”
"What about the ban?'

"Well, it won't be easy to get permission, but with my recommendation, and Colonel Mneras
help, we should get it," Arthur said. "Why not come up to Mukulu and we can discussit?

" think that's just what | should do, Doctor,” Kent Allard said.

"Good," Arthur said. "It's settled then.”

All thistime McNair had said nothing. The smal Scot was dumped in hischair degpin
whiskey and apathy. He seemed to hardly have heard the discussion. Allard was about to ask
McNair if he would join the expedition when the booming voice of Colonel Forsythe brokein.
"Damn me, Kent, but you're adevil with the luck!" the old soldier boomed. "They asked me
to introduce you!™

Allard looked up a the white-haired old soldier. "They?'
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"Wdl, Mariaanyway. Wish | were ten years younger again, yes| do!" Forsythe boomed.
"Come on, the good doctor will excuse you, eh Arthur?'

"Of course, but | want him back. We have plans,”" Doctor Arthur said with asmile,

Allard alowed Forsythe to walk him away toward the bar. He glanced at the table where the
two women had been stting with the young men. Only one of them was gtill there. The other,
MariaBerger according to Forsythe, was waiting in the bar. The woman smiled awarm, very
enticing smile as Forsythe led Allard up to her. The smile was both strong and soft, forward and
eager, and yet somehow still shy and very female. Forsythe was enjoying hisrole as arranger of
romance.

"Here heis, my dear, and | don't know who isluckier, damn meif | do!" the old soldier said.
"The prettiest woman in Zambala, and the last of thereal explorers”

‘The colondl exaggerates as usud, Miss Berger,” Allard said.

"About me, perhaps,” the woman said with adazzling smile. "Hardly about you, Mr. Allard.



I've heard agreat deal about the famous Kent Allard.”

The woman, girl because she was hardly more than twenty-seven or so, was beautiful up
close. Shewas small and dender, but with the soft curves and dight heaviness of the hipsa
woman must haveto beredly beautiful. There was afine strength to her body that needed no
artificia support, but--without that support there was the fluid softness that made her dark
evening dress cling softly to her body. Her face was oval and with adightly dark tint, and her
eyeswere large and luminous. Dark eyes that showed warm depths as she smiled at Allard.
"I've wanted to meet you very much, Mr. Allard," the girl said with her faint accent.

"Not asmuch as| have wanted to meet you," Allard said truthfully. It was clear that the girl
did not recognize him as the Laniont Cranston she had held a Sten gun on only aday ago.
"Redlly? Sncewhen, Mr. Allard?' shesaid. "Since| saw you tonight,” Allard said.

Colonel Forsythe laughed. "There, that should do it, en?1 will now leave you two to arrange
the details”

Allard smiled at the old soldier as Forsythe walked away. He turned back to the girl. She
smiled warmly. Shewas closeto him.

A small pigtal wasin his ssomach. Her voice was low.

"Walk very casualy, Mr. Allard. Hold my hand. That'sit. Now, Side by side, and smile at
me"

The pistol was small enough to beinvisible to anyone who watched. She never lost her warm,
sensud smile as shelooked into hisface. He held her left hand like aman telling awoman
romantic things. The pistol pressed firmly againgt him.

"Very casudly, Mr. Allard. The pistol isslenced, and | ani strong enough to carry you asfar
asthe door if | havetokill you here," the girl said.

Allard walked beside her out of The Safari Club and into the dark night.

10

OUTSIDE the Safari Club the woman dropped al pretense of her flirtation. She pushed Allard
ahead of her toward the parking lot, the small pistol with itsugly silencer pointed at his back.
She did not speak again. Her movements had become crisp and military, contrasting oddly with
the soft curves of her body and the dim black evening dress.
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The small black Austin Rohrbach had searched drove up to the exit from the parking lot. The
second of the supposed Berger sisters was behind the whed. A third woman, one Allard had not
seen since Mukulu, wasin the back seat. Thisthird woman got out and walked behind Allard.
Swiftly she blindfolded him with athick cloth and tied his hands firmly behind hisback. Allard
made no resistance. He wanted to know much more about these women before he escaped from
his bonds. With the powers of The Shadow, he could escape any time he wished--once the pistol
was no longer trained on him. Bound and blindfolded, he was hustled into the front seat of the
car. The women knew their work well. In the front seat he would have the pistol behind his head
and could make no sudden move. The car drove off. None of the women had spoken aword.
The smdl car drove through the night. Allard sat in silence, making no move, but his keen
earswere listening. He heard first the faint sounds of the European section of the city-- cries of
babiesin houses, the faint music from radios and record players, even the distant clink of glasses.
Then there was azone of silence before the gaudy noises of LubilanaWay. After LubilanaWay



the car turned left toward the grest itsdlf. Allard heard the moving of the wide water. The car
turned right again, driving along closeto theriver. Perhaps two miles, alittle more, with the
sound of the Lubilanato the left. Then the car stopped. Allard was pushed out and across some
soft, grassy ground toward the flow of the river. Boards beneath his feet. Narrow boards with
gpaces between them and moving, the boards moving asif laid loosaly on the soft earth. Then
more boards but firm now, and adight incline upward. A loose door opened and he was pushed
through. His footsteps echoed in alarge empty space. He was seated in a chair. Beneath him he
heard the sound of theriver.

"Now, Mr. Kent Allard, just who are you, why are you here, and where are you from!"

It was the voice of the girl who had captured him, the one who called hersdf Maria Berger.

He sensed the other two women close by. And there were other people. He heard the sound of a
man's footsteps, two men. The men were standing close behind him. There was alight, astrong
light shining on him, but he could not see through the blindfold. The blindfold was morethan a
amplecloth, it had ingdeit athin layer of something very opague, something like metal. The
blindfold was specialy prepared for its purpose with thin metal foil inside the cloth. The woman
called Maria Berger stepped closer to him.

"There are no more safarisin this country,” the girl said crisply. "Why did you talk to Angus
McNair?'

"I'm planning an expedition into the Kanda Tract,” Allard said. "McNair isthelast. . "

"Stop it!" the woman snapped. "Kent Allard might plan an expedition into Kanda, but you are
not Kent Allard!"

Before he could spesk again, Allard felt the woman's hands on hisface. Hisfalse mustache

was torn off. Fingers rubbed againgt his hair, and pressed againgt his nose. There was the sound
of low and angry voicesin the large room. The woman stepped away again. Her voice was grim
when she spoke.

"A fdse mustache, the hair has been dyed, and thereis something under the skin of your

nose," the woman said. "1 suspect that you have no real limp, ether. You arein disguise, Mr.
Allard! Why?it isan excellent disguise, but not quite good enough for us. Why are you?"

"That you will haveto find out for yoursdlf," Allard said coldly.

"You will not explain yoursdf?'

"NO."

"Or tell us some reason for your association with Angus McNair?'

"No," Allard said.
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"We have checked on you, Mr. Allard,” thewoman said dowly, carefully, from the dark
beyond hisblindfold. "Y ou livein Kenya, but you are often away. Y ou go on strange trips and
seem to vanish at times. Why?"

"Thatismy busness'" hesad.

"Do you admit you are not Kent Allard?"

"Of coursenot. | am Allard," he snapped.

"Perhaps you are, but who elseisKent Allard,” the woman--said, her voice smooth and low.
For an ingtant be dmost showed his surprise. Had they guessed that Kent Allard and Lamont
Cranston were the same man, and that both were The Shadow? No, that was not possible. They
were looking for someone, something. If they had been looking for The Shadow he would have
known them. But they were looking for something, someone!

"You don't want me," he said, "you want someone else. Who are you, and what importanceis
AngusMcNair?'

"Wethink you know who we are and why we want McNair," the woman said.



Another voice brokein. "We are wagting time, Captain. Make the test!”

There was movement in the large room. Footsteps echoed hollowly, and the voices spoke low.

A few minutes passed, and then Allard felt his hands being untied. A gun was pressed into his
back. He sat rigid. Someonetook hisleft hand and pressed the fingers against something soft and
moigt, faintly sticky. Hisleft hand was moved and the fingers pressed against aflat piece of
cardboard. They were taking hisfingerprints! The same operation was performed with hisright
hand.

Then his hands were bound again and there was along silence in the room.

Allard waited.

The voices whispered low in the large room. Allard heard theriver flowing close and below
where he sat. Somewhere far off there was the sound of amotor moving aong the highway. And
through the flow of the river, and the sound of the motor, he heard the noises of Mrica. A
crocodile coughing in theriver. A faint and distant lion acrossthe river where the veld Hill came
down to the water's edge. The great and ominous silence of the Dark Continent.

Footsteps approached him.

Thewoman stood close over him, he could smell her perfume and the warmth of her body.
"Perhaps you tdll the truth, Mr. Allard, and perhaps not. We will watch you. If you tell anyone
about thiswe will deny it, and you have no proof. Y ou do not know al of us, but we now know
you. We have |ooked for along time, and we will not be easily stopped. We will not harm you,
we are not people who hurt others. If you are our enemy, we will learn that. Y ou might stop us,
but otherswill come. Remember that.”

He was helped to hisfeet, and hands guided him through the large room and back through the
loose door. He was helped across the narrow boards, down the incline, across the moving boards,
acrossthe. soft earth, and into the small Austin. The doors closed and the car drove away. Allard
sat unmoving through the trip back exactly the way they had come. He heard the noises of the
city, and at last the low music of The Safari Club. They had returned him to the club. He was
helped out of the smdll car. He stood on the gravel of the parking lot. His bands were loosened in
their bonds. Quick footsteps ran away and a car door dammed in the night. The car roared away.
Allard quickly freed hishands and tore off the blindfold. He saw thetaillights of the small Austin
vanishing into the dark.

In the parking lot Allard watched the car vanish. He turned and walked to his own car. There

he affixed another false mustache and walked across the parking lot and back into the club. He
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went straight to the telephone. Margo's voice answered the moment the hotel switchboard rang
Cranston's suite.

"Margo? | want you to get me another car, right away. A very different car. Park it at the rear
of the hotel near the service entrance. Then take aroom for Kent Allard.”

"Immediately, Lamont," Margo said.

He hung up and again left The Safari Club. He walked back across the parking lot to his small
Mercedes. He drove dowly from the parking lot and turned toward the Augustus Hotel. As he
drove hewatched in hisrearview mirror. Soon he smiled grimly. Another car, one he had never
seen, had the parking lot and turned to follow him. As he had expected, they had left someoneto
watch him. He had been released that he could be followed. He was not the man they wants but
they did not believe he knew nothing.

He drove gtraight to the Augustus Hotd, the car followed behind him al the way. He drove

into the hotel garage awent upgtairs. In the lobby he paused long enough at the door to get the



key to the room Margo had taken, and to make sure hisfollowers would observe him. Then he
took eevator to the proper floor. He turned quickly for the stairs and went through the door.
Moments later afigure emerged from the rear service trance of the Augustus Hotel. But it was
not Kent Allard. It was The Shadow. The black-cloaked Avenger moved silently in the night to
thelarge grey car parked behind the hotel. The keyswerein theignition. The car rolled avay
from the hotel. In the car the burning eyes of The Shadow peered ahead. They would watch Kent
Allard, and The Shadow would watch them!

The large warehouse was set on pilings out over the flowing LubilanaRiver. A wooden

building, it was surrounded water and a soft, grassy lawn. Wooden duckboards were la acrossthe
wet turf from the riverside roadway to the wooden ramp that doped upward to awooden
platform that ringed the large warehouse. A wooden door showed light in the darkness. More
light showed above, coming from the open dats of aventilator in the sde of the warehouse out
over in water.

For atime nothing moved outside the warehouse. There was no sound but the sudden splash

of acrocodilein theriver. Then the black shape crossed the roadway and moved closeto the tal
warehouse. A shape, only vaguely visible in the dark, the figure loomed motionlessand slent in
the night. Piercing eyes beneath awide douch hat studied the warehouse with the faint light
greaming fromit into the night.

The Shadow had returned to the place of Kent Allard interrogation.

Guided by the knowledge gained by his sharp ears while bound and blindfolded, The Shadow
had driven unerringly to the warehouse. Now he stood in the night and studied the empty
building where light showed his captors were ill hiding. His piercing eyes saw the light
streaming from the dats of the ventilator hafway up the wal over theriver. Swiftly he moved

out and across the soft grass to the edge of theriver.

The platform that surrounded the warehouse loomed above him. His sure fingers reached up

to grip the platform and himsdlf up and onto the platform. Like some gpparition from the wide
river itsdlf, The Shadow glided slently to the wall benegth the ventilator. In the red glow of his
fire-opa girasol the Avenger ingpected the wooden wall. It was built with long, vertica boards
that had twisted and warped over the yearsin the humid air of Africa. The boards had separated,
leaving cracks and crevices. Smdl holds, but enough for the stedl fingers and muscles of The
Shadow.

Silently the great black form moved up thewall.
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The Avenger reached the datted ventilator, one hand hooked over thetop dat. His piercing

eyes looked into the space of the warehouse interior.

The chair where Kent Allard had sat still stood donein the center of thewide floor. To the

left, around along table, four people sat. They were two men and two women, dl dressed in the
khaki shirts and shorts The Shadow had seen at Mukulu. Sten gunslay on the table, and beside
the gunswere small cardboard cards and sheets of paper. The four people were deep in study of
the cards and papers. They were dl young except one of the men. The women were two of the
three who had tried to abduct McNair from Mukulu. The third women, the leader, was not in the
warehouse. The Shadow smiled grimly where he hung againg thewal in the darkness. She,

then, would be the one watching Kent Allard back at the Augustus Hotel.

It was the single older man the glowing eyes of The Shadow watched now. A short man,

heavy and muscular, but with iron grey hair and two long scars on hisface. Of the peoplein the
room, this man seemed to now have the authority. He pointed to cards, and to entries on the
papers. The otherslistened to him and nodded from time to time. The Shadow, clinging to the



outside wall like some grest bat, watched carefully, and his sharp ears strained to hear. But they
were speaking too low. It was not English they were speaking. Some foreign language The
Shadow could not identify at the distance across the wide space of the empty warehouse. The
older man suddenly leaned forward and his forearm protruded from the deeve of hisuniform
shirt.

Therewas asmal tattoo on the forearm of the older man. The tattoo showed, and then was
gone. The older man had pulled hisarm back and his shirt again covered the mark.

A car drove up on the highway. The older man moved quickly. He barked sharp orders. The
four of them took up their weapons and faded into shadows of the empty interior of the
warehouse. For amoment there was silence. Then a sharp knock came on--outside door. Two
short knocks, along, another short and two more longs. The four appeared from their hiding
places. The door opened and the pretty leader stepped in. Shewas till dressed in the dim black
evening dress she had worn in The Safari Club. She walked to the table. The others gathered
around her. Their voiceswere louder now, and they spoke in English.

"Did you follow him?* the older man said.

"Yes, to hishotdl. He went to hisroom. | watched the car, but he did not come out again. He
isregistered as Allard, but hisroom was reserved by aMargo Lane, secretary to Lamont
Crangton.”

"We know they are friends. Y ou checked, Captain," one of the other women said.

The leader nodded. "True, but we also know that Cranston was at Mukulu with McNair!™

"Y ou think this Cranston could be him?* the older man said.

"Perhaps, but | doubt it," the beautiful leader said. "Still, they may know more than they have
told us. Wewill continue to watch them."

"And McNair?" the older man said.

"Heisbeing very careful, but wewill get him. Wemust, heis our only hope,” the woman

leader said. "He will return Mukulu soon, he must, and when he doeswe will be ready.”

"We go to Mukulu again?' one of thegirlssaid.

"Wedo, and immediately. | want to be waiting for McNair thistime. Therewill be no more
mistakes."

"That strange man in black, he stopped usthat time," one of the girls said.
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"Hewill not stop usagain,” the leader said grimly. "Now we will leave here. We have been
heretoo long. Return to your places. Lili and | will go back to our apartment. Hide your
weapons. | will join you when | have changed from this dress.”

The pretty young woman waked away into the shadows of warehouse. The others clustered
around aboard in the floor that had been lifted out. They placed their weapons beneath the floor
and closed the board over them. Then they began to gather up their papers.

High on the outsde wall The Shadow watched them. He learned one thing-they had not come
across aborder. They lived, and worked, herein Zambaa.

Suddenly The Shadow became aware of the others. His keen ears heard, sensed, their
presencein the night. They were dl around him, al around the warehouse. Many menin the
night. Men moving, sllently, sedthily. He did down from thewall to the platform around the
building. His night sight saw them. Soldiersdl around the warehouse. Two were coming directly
toward where he crouched on the platform hidden by the shadow of the wall. They weretoo
close, there would be no time to cloud their minds before they were on him. Quickly he floated
acrossthe platform and did into the water of theriver.



The soldiers passed above him on the platform. They wore UN armbands. They whispered to
each other. The whispers were in Swedish. Mgor Bain's men!

Onthefar sde of the building there was a sudden crash and shouting voices. The Shadow
listened. The door had been kicked in and the voices were shouting to the peoplein the
warehouse to surrende.

"Get your hands up, quick! Don't move!”

The voice had afamiliar sound to the ears of The Shadow. Captain Paulus.

"All right, men, round them up. Give me those papers.”

The Shadow heard a quick, light step on the platform above him. He stroked away from
beneath the platform and looked up. Standing in the night was adender figure, pale and
indistinct at first. Then The Shadow saw what it was. There was aloose board the UN soldiers
had not noticed when they had come around this side of the building checking on any other
doors. And she had come out of the warehouse through the opening created when the board was
moved.

She stood there for an instant, wearing only her thin and pale underwear. The leader. Her
dender body stood clear in the night above the river. The Shadow guessed that, changing her
clothesin adistant corner of the warehouse, she had not been seen by the soldiers when they
entered. Caught undressed, she had not hesitated. A trained soldier, she h taken her only escape.
Now, as The Shadow watched, she let hersdf silently over the edge and down into theriver.
began to swim and soon vanished into the darkness. Shadow did not pursue her. She had a
mission, and would not go far.

The Avenger swam to shore and emerged from the river. Hidden in the dark he watched the

UN soldierslead out four prisoners. The prisoners were marched to waiting trucks. Captain
Paulus came last, carrying the papers and cards had been on the table. Paulus climbed last into a
truck the trucks drove away.

Alonein the dark, The Shadow glided dong the roadway beside the river to where he had
hidden his car. He drove through the now deeping city to the Safari Club again. It wastimeto
report the murder of Kurt Rohrbach. But there no need. When he drove up to the Safari Club, the
parking lot was ablaze of light. Police carsand UN jeepswere all over the empty lot. The
Shadow could see Mg or Bain and Captain Johnson among the crowd of soldiers and police
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looking down at the body of Rohrbach. The Interpol man had been found. The Shadow did not
stop.

There was nothing more for him to do tonight. They would discover that Rohrbach was an
Interpol man, and Bain's aready had captured the four Mukulu raiders.

The Shadow drove off into the night. Ten minuteslater the car drove up to the Augustus

Hotd, and Lamont Cranston walked into the lobby and went up to his room where he would
deep and wait for Burbank's report from the distant blue room of The Shadow's New Y ork
headquarters.

11

THE AFRICAN SUN dazzled through the opened windows of the hotel suite as Margo came into the
room. Cranston looked up from his second cup of coffee. Margo carried her transcript of

Burbank's report. Cranston poured athird cup of coffee and sat back, hisimpassive face waiting.
"Burbank reports our agents had little trouble obtaining the information on everyone,

Lamont," Margo said as she sat down in the sunny room.



"They weredl inthe war, Margo?' Cranston said.

"How did you know? They were, dl except McNair,” Margo sad.

"Go on with the report,” Cranston said.

Margo nodded and began to read her notes. "Daoctor Arthur was born in Colmar, Alsace. He
wasin the French Army but was captured early in 1940. He escaped from aprison camp in
Germany, and joined the Resistance. Near the end of the war he was caught and sent to Dachau,
but survived when the Allies liberated him. He practiced medicine in Strasburg for someyears
after thewar. He came down here to open his medical mission at Mukulu el even years ago. He
always said that if one Alsatian could do it, a second would be twice as good, areference, of
course, to Dr. Schweltzer. He has snce remained a Mukulu running the hospital and studying
the diseases of the Kanda Tract. Hiswork has had the backing of both the old Colonia
Government and the new government.”

"Not much there we don't know," Cranston said. "The good doctor seems quite anxiousto get
to work insde Kanda. It seemsto be an innocent enough project, and yet | have the fegling that
Kandaisthe key to our whole problem. Well watch the doctor."

Margo nodded and read on. "Colondl Mneraisaformer sergeant in the Colonia Army here.
Hefought in Europein World War 11, in Indo-China, in North Africa, and in Koreawith the
colonia unit. After Korea he engaged in rebel activities here and was imprisoned for two years.
Then he escaped and fled the country. He went to Moscow where he studied military subjects
and palitica affairs. He returned secretly to this country sometimein 1955 and organized an
underground army. When liberation came he was commissioned a colonel and given aborder
command. Just two years ago he was made Commissioner of the Mukulu Didtrict. Burbank
reports that there are those who say this was ademoation for Mnera."

Crangton's hooded eyes were thoughtful. "Removed from an active command, put on the

shelf. Yes, that isthe way they have of dedling with ambitious and dangerous men. Perhgpsthe
colond did not get either the power or the position he wanted. Y ou say he had hisown
underground army? | wonder if he ever redlly disbanded it? He's youngish, but aman with his
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record and experience in the field might have expected more after self-government came. | think
we can watch the colond, too."

Margo laid down her notes. "He's also an expert on the Kanda Tract, Lamont. HE's one of the
few men who ever went al the way through more than once and survived. Hewasbornina
villagein the area, too. | wonder if his underground army operated in the region?"

"A good point, Margo. We might see if we can find anyone who served in that underground
army," Crangton said. "What el se does Burbank report?’

Margo picked up her shorthand notes. "Mgjor Eric Rainis exactly what Bombardier reported,
with two important additions. Firgt, that Six years he was out of the Swedish Army he was
working in Germany and then in Argentina, as a sdesman for a German book publisher. He
applied for United Nations service almost as soon as he returned to the Swedish Army. Second,
during the war, when he was just alieutenant, he was with a Swedish mission observing the war
in Germany! He was with the German Army through most of thewar."

Crangton's eyesflashed quickly. "Wdll, well, so Bain is strongly tied to the Germans. Our

lady attackers are also supposed to be German, although | have anideathey are not redly
German. Bain wasthere at The Safari Club last night. He was also conveniently closeto the
attempt on Bombardier'slife, and redly let those native bombers get away. What about histwo
right-hand men, Margo?'



"Captain Paulus checks out as Bombardier said,” Margo reported, "except that he was aso
captured by the Germans when he wasin the Danish Resistance. He, too, managed to survive. He
seemed to have had no success as acivilian, and in Indo-Chinawith the Foreign Legion his
record was only fair. He was accused of profiteering, but no charge was made. He. . ."
"Indo-China? That makes two of them, Mneraand Paulus,” Cranston said. "I wonder if they

met there? Doctor Arthur would aso have connectionsin the French Army. Bain could have had
friendsin Indo-China. Mogt of the Legion were Germans then, and Rain was close to the German
Army."

"If Indo-Chinaisimportant, Lamont, Captain Johnson doesn't fit," Margo said. "Heisacareer
British officer with avery good background. But histrouble during the war cost him a great
"What was the trouble?’

"Hefailed to get amessage to withdraw, or failed to obey it, they never actualy proved

which. His company was captured, and only he escaped.”

"Wherewasthis?'

"Very early inthewar, in Belgium," Margo said. "He was given dek jobs after that. When he
retired he came down here and lived up near Mukulu for many years. He hunted and led safaris
for atime, and he knew McNair quite well. After the country gained independence he went
home. Then he offered his services to Ghana and was accepted-mostly in training commands. He
came here with a Ghanese unit in the early days of the UN force. Y ou remember Nkrumah
ordered home, but Johnson decided to stay on and work with Rain."

Cranston sat forward in his chair. " So he knows the area up there, he never got asfar ashe
should have, he purposdly stayed here when his unit went home, and he's afriend of Angus
McNair! He also apparently doesn't care for the natives being their own government. Y ou notice
how he went back to England as soon as the country was independent?”

"But hejoined Ghana," Margo said.

"He joined Nkrumah, who may have some big ambitions! What about McNair. What could he
know that those women wanted so badly?"
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Margo consulted her notes again. " Absolutely nothing we don't know, Lamont. He's lived up

in Mukulu since before thewar. He never served in the war. He was aleading hunter safari boss
until that terrible safari ten years ago. Asyou know hewasthe only survivor.”

Cranston nodded. "Doctor Arthur found the remains. What about that safari, was there

anything unusua about it? Poor Rohrbach tried to say something about it all, the safari and
McNair. Somehow | just know McNair isthe key to dl of this."

"Well," Margo said, reading Burbank's report, "it was an unusudly large safari. Too large
according to the reports at the time, especidly to get through Kanda. Too few medica supplies,
too many to travel fast. They were dl from hunting club of some sort, in Cairo, but all

Europeans. Ten of them, mostly Scandinavian and Dutch. | think. . ."

Margo stopped. The dender secretary and agent stared her chief. Cranston had stopped
listening and his normaly impassive face was suffused with repressed excitement. For along
minute he said nothing, he sat hunched forward astaring into space. His quiet eyes seemed to
burn with the fire of The Shadow. Behind the piercing eyesit was plain that his keen mind was
racing, caculating, remembering. Suddenly he turned to Margo and stood up.

"Ten men, Europeans, from Cairo! And our women raiders are looking for someone. Margo,
McNair isthe key! At least to part of it al. Rohrbach knew that. Remember how he was out of
herewhen | told him about those women trying to take McNair from Mukulu?”

"Yes, Lamont, | do!"



Cranston nodded grimly. "Get Stanley, Margo, we're flying up to Mukulu a once!™

It wasthe work of minutesto find Stanley and start for the Zambaa airport where the light
plane was ready. Cranstnn took time only to make sure that they were al well-armed, own
automatics secure in the holstersinside his jacket.

It was awise precaution.

The desolate waste of the Kanda Tract behind the.n~— Stanley guided the smdll planeinto a
smooth landing at There was no true air field, only arough landing strip toy melight planesand
helicopters that would use it. The town was no more than anarrow dirt street and afew buildings
clustered around the bend in the grest river. The only buildings of any size from the air werethe
medica mission and its hospital, the Digtrict Headquarters of Colonel Mnera, an McNair's store
with its pier jutting out into the wide expanse of the Lubilana.

Stanley set the smdl plane down with barely abump, and taxied toward the single grass-

roofed but that was the office. The jeep they had |ft there earlier was till parked and waiting
behind the hut. Stanley brought the plane to astop and they got out. Stanley went to work
securing the plane with whedl chocks and ropes, while Cranston led Margo toward the waiting
jeep.

The jegp was not dl that waswaiting.

They came quickly around the corner of the hut. Two of them again. They were both natives,
dressed in the smple breech cloths, and smple strings of rattan neck and chest decorations of the
poor natives of the Mukulu digtrict. The gunsin their hands were not smple. They had shoes, but
the guns gleamed with military care.

"Down, Margo!" Crangton cried out.

He pushed the supple woman to the grassy earth with aquick push. He went down himself.

His automatics were out. Onein each hand. Margo struggled to take her pistol from its smdll
holster beneath her skirt. They lay behind arise of earth.

Thetwo natives opened alethd fire,
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At the plane, Stanley had turned, Started toward them with his automatic drawn.

Bulletstore thetall grass above and al around where Cranston and Margo lay on the ground
behind the smal mound.

Crangton returned thefire, blazing coolly, accurately with both hands at once.

One of the natives screamed and fell. The second withdrew, firing, to the shelter of the jeep.
There he continued firing, bullets kicking dirt from the crest of the small mound in front of
Crangton and Margo, snapping and whining through tail grass. Behind them Stanley had hit the
dirt and was crawling up. Margo could not raise hersaf high enough to her pistol and bring it to
bear. Only Cranston, on his sscomach behind the small mound of earth, could fire.

At the far end of the airstrip, toward Mukulu, two jeeps and atruck were racing dong the dirt
road toward the firing. They swerved off the road onto the airstrip itsdlf, their wheds squedling
asthey turned at high speed. Behind the jegp the native must have heard them, seen them.
Cranston saw them and held hisfire.

The second native suddenly leaped out from behind the jegp again and charged screaming
graight toward where Margo and Cranston lay. He camefiring. Cranston lifted both automatics
above the small mound and fired twice with each hand. The native pitched forward on hisface,
skidded, and lay till. By thetime the two jegps and the truck came up, Cranston, Margo and
Stanley were standing over the two men. They were unhurt, not ascratch on any of them.



Colonel Mnerawasthefirgt to run up, followed by six of hismen from the truck.

"Areyou safe, Cranston?' Mnera said, panted, as he came up.

"Weredl right, Colond. I'm afraid they're not, though, and they might havetold us
something,” Cranston said as he looked at the two dead men.

Doctor Arthur, who had driven his own jeep, bent down over the two men. He fdt their pulses
and listened to their hearts. The doctor stood up dowly. He turned to face Cranston and Margo.
Major Rain and Captain Johnson ran up now.

"Both quite dead. You're sureyou three are dl right?"

"Wereadl right, Doctor,” Cranston said.

The doctor again looked down at the two dead men. "Y ou're rather handy with those guns,
aentyou."

"Not redly," Crangton said. 'They were particularly stupid. They took very little cover until

one of them was hit. The second one hid until he heard al of you coming. Then he charged us. |
don't think they wanted to be teken dive."

Major Bain looked at the dead men, and then a Cranston and Margo. "Do you have any idea
what this could have been dl about, Cranston?”

"No, Mgor," Crangton said, "unlessit has something to do with Vickers and The Demon."”

"I hopeto God it's not the beginning of some Mau-Mau down here," Captain Johnson said.
"Or somerebdlion,” Colond Mnerasaid. "I'll haveto report thisat once. I'll need anything

you can tell me, Mr. Cranston. The poor devils! | don't likeit, not at al. Well take the bodies
into Mukulu, and I'll need your statements, dl three of you."

Cranston nodded and Colonel Mnerawaved to his men to come forward for the bodies of the
two dead natives. The colonel bent down over the dead men. Mgor Bain had been listening, and
now the small maor rubbed his chin and looked quizzically a Cranston.

"Y ou were well-armed, Mr. Cranston. Well prepared. Did you by any chance expect such an
attack?' Bain asked.

"Not expect, Mgjor, merely apprehensive,” Cranston said.

"l see," the mgjor said. "Tell me, Cranston, do you by any chance know a Kurt Rohrbach?’
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"Yes, Mgor, | do. Rohrbach isthe Interpol man who asked me to come here and help locate
Gerdd Vickers™

"| thought so!" Bain said. "I believe you aso know aman named Kent Allard?’

"Kent isafriend of mine, yes, Mgor," Cranston said. His face gave no hint that he knew
exactly what Bain was talking about. As Cranston there was no way he could have known of
Rohrbach's death--except from Kent Allard. He did not want Rain to guess how close heredlly
wasto Allard.

"Do you know where heis now?" Captain Johnson asked.

"Asfar as| know he'sin Zambda, at the Augustus Hotdl. | spoke with him early yesterday
evening,” Crangton lied.

"Not late last night?' Bain asked.

"No, | went to bed rather early last night,” Cranston said. "Is Allard in some kind of trouble?’
"He could bein abarrd of. . ." Johnson began.

Major Bain cut the captain short. "For your information, Mr. Cranston, in the case that you do
not already know, Kurt Rohrbach waskilled last night at The Safari Club. Y our friend Allard
was there, now he seemsto have vanished as mysterioudy as he came to Zambaa. Colonel
Forsythe vouches for him highly but the colonel knows no more than we do about where he may
be. Perhaps you can help us?*

"Rohrbach dead?' Crangton said. "Do you have any. . ."



"Hewasworking on acase," Rain said. "He expected danger. Now about Kent Allard?"

"I have not seen Kent since yesterday. This case Rohrbach wasworking on, did it involve
Vickers? Were you working with Rohrbach?’

"Of course we were working together,” Rain snapped. Cranston's hooded eyes considered the
small mgjor. Bain waslying, but why? Smply to save face? It was possible. Before Cranston
could delve further, Colond Mnera stepped away from the dead men and touched Mgor Bain on
the shoulder. The colond was staring after the two bodies his men were carrying to the truck.
"Something wrong here, Mgor Rain," the colonel said.

"Two dead men? An attack on Mr. Crangton? Damn it, Colond, of course there is something
wrong!" Rainsad.

"No, Mgor, | do not mean that,” Colond Mnerasaid.

"What do you mean, Colonel?* Cranston asked.

"Those two men you killed, they were dressed as people from this district, poor villagers,”
Mnerasaid. "But they are not from this district, and they are not poor villagers.”

Doctor Arthur rubbed his chin. "They looked like adl the othersto me, Colond. They were
dressed the way our people dress here."

Mnera shook his head. "No, Doctor, thisismy district. Those men are not from here. One of
them is not even from this country. He was not from any neighboring country, Doctor. Heisa
Kikuyu, from Kenyal The other was from abranch of the Zambaafar to the south.”

"Hired killers?' Rain said.

"It looksthat way," Mnerasaid. "Another thing, both of them had been in prison recently.
They had the marks of legirons. Only military prisons still useleg ironshere. I'd say they were
both ex-soldiers, too, and | don't likeit at all.”

Major Rain rubbed his chin. "We better get our reportsin. Doctor, you take Cranston and his
party into Mukulu, hisjeep israther shot up. I'm afraid.”

The doctor nodded, and Cranston, Margo and Stanley followed Arthur toward hiswaiting
jeep. Crangton was thinking about two disguised killerswho were redly ex-soldiers, criminals
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perhaps, and from distant places. Somehow, he thought they were more than just hired killers.
Perhaps McNair could tell him what he had to know.

It was redlly only then that he realized that Angus McNair had not come out to the air strip to
investigate the gun battle. McNair was the only onein Mukulu who had not come. Perhaps
McNair did not have to come out to the strip because he knew what was happening there! Or
perhaps he could not come.

12

THE MID-AFTERNOON SUN of Africablazed down on the single dirt street of Mukulu. Nothing
moved in the town. The only sound was the heavy flow of the Lubilana Thetown and al the
peoplein it rested away from the heat of the sun. Its broad expanse empty, the grest river flowed
between its thick jungle-covered banks, its surface glistening like a polished-steel mirror. On the
far right bank the animds of the bush and veld lay somnolent in the shade of the thick growth.
Nothing moved at al on thefar right bank.

On theleft bank, at the edge of Mukulu, there was something that moved.

If there had been anyone awake to see they would have said that it was the shifting shadows



of thethick growth itself that moved benegath the tail trees at the edge of the greet river. The dark
shadows of the jungle growth itself.

But it was only one shadow--The Shadow.

He had silently |eft the room where, to al appearances. Lamont Cranston was taking hissesta
just as everyone else. Unseen he glided through hiswindow and across the small open space into
the jungle. In the jungle he moved in awide circle toward the river. When he had reached the
river heturned again and carefully worked hisway through the heavy growth of the dimly

lighted afternoon jungle toward the outer buildings of the deegping town. Blending with the

heavy shadows of the thick growth itself, The Shadow moved unseen and unheard past the first
smal buildings of Mukulu. The pier of Angus McNair's store jutted out into the wide river
ahead.

Heavy growth reached all the way to the rear door of the trading post. The Shadow floated
stedthily through the bush benesth the tall trees until he reached the rear door of McNair's post.
The Avenger paused to listen. There was no sound above the flow of theriver. The trading post
was slent and seemingly deserted in the afternoon heat. The Shadow gilded like awraith across
the few feet of open space between the rear door and the jungle growth. The rear door was
unlocked and The Shadow went inside.

The Avenger stood inside the door and his piercing eyes glowed as he studied the interior. He
wasin akitchen. Dirty dishes lay everywhere--in the sink, on the single table, on aheavy oak
sdeboard. Food rotted in the heat. Empty tin canslay open on the floor. The kitchen had al the
appearance of the kitchen of adrunken bachelor. The Shadow crossed the kitchen and went
through adoorway into the next room.

The next room was aliving room, itswindowstightly covered. The living room was dim, the
only light filtering through cracksin the window coverings. It was sparsdy furnished, the chairs
ragged and mildewed. Dust rose from them at atouch. The Shadow moved on through the living
quarters. All in dl there were four rooms behind the main space of the trading center. They were
al asdirty and shabby asthe kitchen and living room. The bed had been dept in but had not
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been made; empty whiskey bottleslay in corners; dust rose at atouch from the clothesin the
closets. The clothes had once been good clothes but were old now and had not been worn for a
long time. Only asingle closet of work clothes showed the Signs of recent use.

The Shadow stood again in the dim living room and his hard eyes |ooked around--again.
Angus McNair lived adone--and tended to himsalf. McNair had no servants! For abachelor in
Africathat was very peculiar. But no servants worked here, no cook cooked the Scotsman's
meals, no housekeeper took care of the small man. Why? McNair wanted to be alone. In Africa
no white man lived without servants, not aman who owned atrading post. What was McNair
hiding? There had to be some reason for McNair to shut himsdlf away like this. The Shadow
crossed the dim living room and went out into the large room of the store.

The trading room was empty. Supplieslined the shelves, guns hung from racks, safari

supplies stood stacked in the corners. But the room was empty. Where was McNair? The
Shadow turned to reenter the living quarters when the jeep pulled up outside. Like aghost, The
Shadow blended into the dimness of the large trading room. The outside door opened.

Colond Mnerastood in the large room.

Two of hissoldierswere with him, and the colonel motioned them toward the rear living
quarters. The colonel himsalf seemed puzzled as he looked around the silent interior of the
trading room. Moments later his two men returned.

"Not here, Colond," one of the soldiers said.

"Not here? Where could he have gone?' Mnerasaid, more to himsdlf than to hismen. "Damn



it, he should be here and haf drunk by now. Y ou say there were five of them?”

"Yesdr. They go away, south," one of the soldiers said. "Maybe one hour, not so long.”

"And they came from the direction of thispost?' Mnerasaid.

"Yesdr. They near river, go south.”

"Y ou never saw them before this?'

"No sr. Never seethem.”

Mneralooked around, his eyes passing over the spot where The Shadow stood unseen against
thewall in adim corner of the large room.

"Well, there's nothing wrong here,” Mnerasaid at last, "except that McNair should be here.
We better seeif we can find him. Sergeant, you take two men and search the town.”

"Yesdr," thesoldier sad.

Colond Mneraturned on his hedl and strode from the room. Outside the jegp motor started.
Thejeep drove away.

The Shadow came out into the center of the room.

His burning eyes seemed to glow with an even greater fire than usual. Something was wrong
here. Five men! Or had they been men? Colonel Mneraand his soldiers had said nothing about
men. There were five of them. That was what Mneraand his men had said. And where was
Angus McNair? Colond Mnerawas obvioudy worried, or wasit that the colond had some other
reason to want to find McNair?

The Shadow heard the sound.

A faint sound, and the Avenger held his breath as his sengitive hearing strained to make it out,
to find where it came from.

It was avoice--taking.

The voice was very low, the words indistinguishable even by the ears of The Shadow. And

yet there was something familiar about the voice.
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It had begun suddenly, and it seemed to come from the rear, from the living quarters. The
Shadow glided across the large trading room and into the shabby living room.

Thevoice wasalittle louder but till faint asif from agreat distance. A muffled voice and

with astrange, fuzzy quality. But now The Shadow's keen ears recognized the voice. It wasthe
voice of Mgor Eric Rain!

And it came not from agreat distance away, but from somewhere beneath where The Shadow
stood in the dim and shabby living room of McNair'strading post. The voice was beneath the
floor. There was a cellar beneath the trading post--a cdllar that Colonel Mnera apparently did
not know was there!

The Shadow began to search the living quarters. There was nothing in the living room to

show a secret door. There was nothing in the bedroom, dining room, or kitchen. In the kitchen
The Shadow stood in thought. Then he went to the window and looked outside. The narrow
wooden pier jutted out into the wide river. The pier began closeto the rear of the trading post,
and beneath the pier the bank dropped sharply like asmal cliff. On the other side of the pier was
storage warehouse of the trading post.

The Shadow studied the pier and the warehouse. There, then, was where McNair stored his
stock and inventory. But there was a cdllar beneath the house. The Shadow |et his gaze return to
thejutting pier. He looked at the open area beneath the pier made by the sharp drop of theriver
bank. Thick bushes grew benegath the pier. Something was hanging on one of the bushes beneath
the pier. The Shadow glided out of rear door, crossed the open spacein the glaring sun, and



down the bank to the edge of theriver beneath the pier.

A small piece of grey cloth hung on the bush. Heavy cloth, wool. The Shadow bent to study
the ground under the pier. There were faint footprints-boot prints. The Avenger stared at the
bushes under the pier. Behind the bushes the bank was shored up with large, flat boards. They
were loose. He removed the boards and saw the opening behind them. A short tunnel, high
enough for aman to stand up esslly.

At thefar end of the short tunnel there was a heavy wooden door. Now The Shadow heard the
voice again. Mgor Rain, talking to someone, the voice fuzzy, and alow ringing sound blending
with the voice.

The heavy door was open.

Cautioudy, The Shadow went through the open door.

The cavernlike cellar waslow. It had stone walls and afloor, and a short flight of stairsled up
along theleft wal in the center. Stairs that ended nowhere. They had been closed off. The cdllar
had been anormal cellar once, but had closed off from the house above and the only entrance
was through the short tunnel beneeth the pier. There were windows, but the lights were on. The
voice of Mgor Bain came from the far end of the room where there were adesk and filing
cabinets,

"Have the captain report to me as soon as he can,” Rain'svoice said.

But therewas no onein the far end of the room.

Therewasno oneinsghtinthecdlar at al.

"Yesdr," astrangevoice sad.

"Keep asharp eye out, and tell Quist to cover the area,” Mgjor Rain said.

The Shadow approached the desk and cabinets carefully. His great black figure loomed in the
cdlar. Then he saw the source of Mg or Rain's voice. Behind the desk, between two cabinets,
was afidd radio. Mgor Rain's voice wasingtructing his patrols, probably through the radio a
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Mneras headquarters, or through aradio in hisjeep. But thiswas not what made the eyes of The
Shadow burnin the silent and cavernous cdllar.

Theradio, hidden herein the cellar of Angus McNair'strading post was tuned to receive loca
military cals. Which meant that Gerdd Vickersincomplete message from the attacked village
could easily have been picked up here by McNair or anyone else who used the cellar! Colonel
Mnera, then, was not necessarily the only person in Mukulu who had heard that message.

The Shadow moved around the desk to ingpect the filing cabinets. It was possible that the
cabinets contained information on who e se knew about this hidden cdllar, and why McNair had
such a hidden storage area. Smuggling? It looked very much that way. It was aquestion McNair
would have to answer when the Scot returned. The Shadow approached the two filing cabinets.
Angus McNair would not return.

The Scot had never left the cellar. McNair's body lay on the floor behind the desk. The Scot
lay inapool of hisown blood, hishead dmost severed from his body, his body hacked and
dashed asif it had been caught in some massive chopping machine. Angus McNair was very
dead.

The Shadow would learn nothing from the small Scot.

Hunched down like some gresat black bird of prey, The Shadow felt the body of McNair. Still
warm. McNair had been killed within the last few hours, probably less than an hour ago. The
number of wounds, and the savagery of the murder, told The Shadow that there had been more
than onekiller. And the killing had not been the work of some straggling savage band. The
killers must have known about the hidden cdllar, and McNair's pockets had been pulled out,
everything on the dead man taken away. The Scot's pockets were empty. The Shadow had a



strong premonition as he stood and turned to the two filing cabinets.

They were both empty.

The Shadow turned his attention to the desk. The desk had not been searched and emptied,

but therewaslittlein it. Beyond the normal papers and pencils, some books on Scotland that
showed that McNair had been, perhaps, homesick for the country he had not seen for solong. A
count McNair would now never see again. The drawers contained nothing of use until The
Shadow opened the bottom drawer on the right. There was nothing in this drawer either except
papers of no importance-but the drawer itsalf was unusual.

The Shadow peered closdly at this bottom drawer. His keen eyestold him that the drawer was
peculiar. It wastoo shdlow. Carefully hisfingers probed along the interior floor of the drawer.
Hefound asmall crack between the bottom and the sides. He found the secret button undernesth
the drawer. The bottom did open as he pressed the button carefully. In the secret compartment
The Shadow saw the bankbook. Hislong fingerslifted it out. The book was for an account in a
Swiss bank. Nothing on the book identified its owner except anumber. But the amount made the
glowing eyes of The Shadow open wide: the book showed abaance of over aquarter of a
milliondollard

The Shadow stood over the desk and looked down at the body of Angus McNair. Where had
the Scot gotten so much money? If the account were McNair's. If it were not McNair's account,
what wasit doing herein the drawer of his desk? Was this money what the soldier-women had
been after? It was possible, dthough from what The Shadow had overheard, the women seemed
to be after aperson rather than athing like money. Still, the money and the person could be
connected. Someone had killed McNair, and the five unknown raiders had been after McNair.
Only they were armed with Sten guns, and McNair had been hacked with some kind of native
sword like aKikuyu panga.
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The Shadow replaced the bank book and closed the secret drawer. He turned his scrutiny onto
the cdlar itsdf. It was completely bare now, but it had not been. He roamed over the low room.
He found patches of ail, thick stains of cosmoline, the marks of crates and packing cases. From
the size and shape of the marks on the stone floor, The Shadow suspected that cartridges had
been in many of the boxes. From the oil and cosmoaline, it looked very much like guns of some
kind had a so been stored in the cellar. This could easily be where the stolen UN supplies had
been hidden. Brought here, and taken away, in the night either by boat on the river or by land
through the jungle. Or even moved openly, mixed in with legitimate loads and not separated until
later.

For whom and for what? Where did the supplies go when they were taken from thiscdlar?
McNair had been the key, but it seemed that someone e se knew this. Someone had not wanted
The Shadow or anyone elseto talk to McNair.

The Shadow returned to stand for along minute over the backed and dashed body of Angus
McNair. Who had so vicioudy killed the small, drunken man? McNair had been afraid, very
afraid and more than alittle guilty. Had the two men who had attacked Cranston, Margo and
Stanley had companions? That was more than possible. Colond Mnera bad said that those two
dead men were strange, that they did not come from this area. Two such men with submachine
guns could have had others with them to make a s multaneous attack on Cranston and on
McNair.

Or had the three women and their two male comrades finaly found Angus McNair? The
Shadow had seen them captured, four of them, but perhaps they had not remained prisoners for



long. It wastime for The Shadow to be certain of this one way or the other.

Asthe black-cloaked Avenger glided out of the hidden cedllar into the afternoon heet, he was
more certain than ever of one fact-that Angus McNair had been, somehow, the key to both the
attack on the village and the death of Gerad Vickers. He had learned one important thing from
McNair after dl, that the smal Scot had had something to tell. Something important enough to
bekilled for.

13

MAJOR ERIC RAIN flipped the key on Colonel Mneras radio transmitter and sat back with asigh.
Rain looked at hiswatch where he now sat donein Mneras headquarters. It was getting late, the
sun low outside above the wide river, and Mnera had still not returned from his search for Angus
McNair. Rain sghed again. There wasllittle he could do to help find McNair, and his patrols had
al theingtructions he could give. The mgjor was not optimistic about his men.

"If Johnson finds anything, it hasto beluck," Rain said doud to himsdlf.

The mgor neither saw nor heard the looming black figure that seemed to rise up out of the

floor of the dim radio room. With the shutters closed againgt the heet of the African afternoon,

no light on in the room to keep as much coolness as possible, the only light in the silent room
came from the thin rays of sun through the dats of the shutters. The mgjor stretched wearily in
hischair.

"Johnson won't even find their trail,” Rain said doud and to himsalf again. Thetone of his

voice did not show whether he wanted Johnson to find their trail or not.

The chilling laugh of The Shadow dashed through the dim and sllent room.
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Magjor Rain leaped up. "What the devil! Who. . ."

The weird, shivering laugh mocked the smal mgor who stared around the empty room. Rain
could see nothing. The mgjor swore and clawed at his pistol.

"Stop! Sit down!™

Major Rain blinked. The voice seemed to come from behind where he stood. He whirled.
There was nothing behind him but the radio and a blank wall.

"Sit down, Eric Rain!"

The harsh voice was commanding. Rain whirled again, the voice now seeming to come from
the door on the far side of dim room from the radio. The door was closed and no one stood in
front of it. Rain blinked again, rubbed his eyes. His eyes scanned the entire room. All he saw
were the shadows cast by the rays of sunlight through the datted shutters. Moving shadows and
dust motesfloating in the hot and sllent air.

"Wherethedevil are you!" Mgor Rain demanded.

But the mgjor had not drawn his pistal. Hishand still hung in the air bove hisholgter asif
held there by some unseen force.

"l am herein theroom, Mgor Rain, but you cannot see me."

Rain rubbed his eyes and stared. "What do you want?"

"Answers, Eric Rain! It istimefor answers. Do not try to fool me, The Shadow knows what
evil lurksin the hearts of men. Sit down, Mgor!"

"The Shadow?1. . . No, damn you, if you cantak | can seeyou! | don't talk to apparitions!
Show yoursdf or. ."

The Shadow laughed, the eerie sound floating detached and without visble originin thedim
room.



"Or what, Eric Rain? Will you destroy me with abomb?"

"What? A bomb?Why you. . ."

The small mgor's hand strained for his pistol. But his hand could not move. Rain'sface grew
red with effort, but the man did not lower afraction of aninch closer to hisholster. The
Shadow's voice laughed its cold laugh once more.

"Sit down, Mgor!"

Rain sat down. The small major seemed to wilt, crumble, and he sat in hischair again. His
eyesblinked, and, from the shifting, moving shadows of the silent radio room The Shadow
loomed up. Rain saw the giant black shape appear asif from out of the walls. The mgjor stared
up into the burning, piercing eyes, the hawk nose and stern face bathed in the red glow of the
fire-opal girasol benesth the wide brim of the douch hat. Rain shuddered but made no other
movein the slent radio room.

"Do you like to throw bombs, Mgor Rain?' The Shadow said harshly.

"I threw no bomb. No. Y ou mean that sergeant, Sergeant Mace. Y es, of coursg, it wasyou we
chased. We couldn't find you. That laugh, it comes from nowhere. Who are you?"

"l am cdled The Shadow, Eric Rain, and | avengewrong! | fight dl evil. The men who threw
that bomb will pay for their evil deeds.”

"| threw no bomb," Rain said.

"Y ou were very quickly there! Y ou alowed the actud throwersto escape!™

"That sergeant, | suspected him. | was watching him. When the bomb was thrown we were
closeby. | suspected him of being an Interpol agent. They did not tell me they were working
here
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The ominous black shape of The Shadow towered close above the seated mgjor. The eyes of
the Avenger bored into Rain, his hawk nose moving closer, hisface moving in, bathed in the red
glow of thefire-opa girasol.

"And the night Gerdd Vickers died?' The Shadow demanded. "The night of the attack on the
village? Why wereyou herethen?"

"A tip," Bain said. "Johnson had atip. They were going to smuggle something over the
Portuguese border. We came to see, but the attack was close and we went to help.”

""Whét did you find & thet village?'

"Nothing."

"You did not perhapsfind Gerald Vickers?'

"No," Rain said, and the small mgjor blinked, moved in. seat, looked up. "If you think that |
killed. . ."

The Shadow's voice was stern. "The weed of crime bears bitter fruit, Eric Rain. When aman
begins hisjourney on the path of evil, he must follow whereit leads, For you, perhaps, it led to
murder."

"No!" Rain cried.

"Why did Interpol work herein secret? Y ou were al working on the samejob, the stolen
suppliesand the smuggling!”

Rain shuddered. "There had to be aleak. They did not trust us. | knew there had to be aleak
somewhere. | am working on it, you see? | will find it mysdlf! But they had to come here, and
now thefool isdead! That fool Rohrbach!”

"A legk of vital information, Mgor Rain," The Shadow intoned. "A leak that could have been
you!"



"Me?No! | will find thelesk mysdf!”

"And be rewarded? A promotion, perhaps?’ The Shadow mocked.

"Yed! It'stime! | deserve apromoation. | should have been a Colond long ago. Someday | will
be agenerd in Sweden!”

"Y ou would do anything for that?'

"Of course! | would do. . ." and the mgjor stopped, blinked. His eyeslooked up at the looming
gpparition above him in the dim radio room. "No, not anything. Y ou aretrying to trap mel"

"If the leak isnot you, who isit?"

"l don't know," Rain said sullenly.

"But you have suspicions?'

"y es"

"Who?' The Shadow demanded.

Rainlooked dy. "Y ou want the credit, don't you? Well | will catch him. | won't tell until |
cachhim.”

The Shadow watched the mgjor. Therewas avein of resistance in Rain. The powersof The
Shadow could break that resistance, but the Avenger wanted more than the facts, he wanted to
know al about Rain's character, and he would not learn what the man was made of if he forced
answers. The black-garbed crime-fighter changed hisline of questioning, lulling Raininto afdse
Security.

"What does Angus McNair know, Mgor?' The Shadow asked.

"l don't know. But something. Thereis something wrong about McNair, and | will find it

out!"

The Shadow was grim. "No, Mgor, you will not find it out! Angus McNair is dead!”
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The piercing eyes of the Avenger watched Rain closaly as he delivered this shock. He

searched the sudden surprise in Rain's glazed eyesto seeif the surprise wereredl. It seemed redl.
Rain did not appear to have known that McNair was dead.

"Dead?' Rain said.

"Hacked to pieces. In hisown secret cdlar!” The Shadow said.

"Hacked? Cdlar?’

"McNair had a secret cdllar under his pogt.”

"The golen supplies™ Rain sad quickly. "The smuggling!”

"Perhaps," The Shadow said dowly. And helooked at Mgor Rain with his piercing eyes. "Do
you know who killed McNair?"

"Who? Why, it must have been them! The oneswho tried to kidnap him, of course!
Mercenaries. Johnson is after them, and well get them!™

Theicy, mocking laugh of The Shadow filled the slent air of the radio room. A mirthless

laugh that shivered the room with its eerie power. The Shadow's stern eyes transfixed the small
figure of Mgor Rain.

"Y ou know it was not them, Eric Rain. Y ou have them in your custody! Perhaps you found

out what they were after and you wanted it for yoursdlf! Perhapsit was you who killed Angus
McNair!"

Thistime the surprise was very redl in the countenance of Mgor Rain. The small Swede's
mouth dropped open, his eyes were perplexed, mystified.

"Custody? Those raiders? No! We don't have them! We don't even know who they are! | tell
you. . ."

The mgor stopped. His smdl face suddenly scowled. His eyeslighted with ahard, cold light.
The Shadow watched this transformation, the sudden play of shifting thoughts on the face of the



magor. Rain looked up.

"How do you know we have them in custody?' Rain said.

"l wasthere, Mgor Rain, | saw Paulus capture them!”

Rain's voice was both incredulous and yet strangely eager.

"Paulud Yes, Paulugl”

"What about Paulus?' The Shadow intoned.

"Paulus, yes! Don't you see? He never turned in those people! Yes, Paulus. | suspected but |
could not be sure, | had no proof. It hasto be. | suspected, but | needed time. Interpol had no
right to. ."”

But The Shadow broke in sharply. "Paulus never turned those people over to you?'

"No. Don't you see, Paulusisthe leak! Paulus and McNair! They werelooking for McNair,
those women raiders, and Paulus wanted to stop them from finding McNair."

The Shadow nodded to himsdlf in the dim radio room. It made sense. One of the women had
escaped. With her till loose, perhaps till trying to talk to McNair on her own, there was nothing
more for Paulus, and whoever else wasinvolved, to do but kill McNair to prevent him taking.
"Whereis Captain Paulus?' The Shadow demanded.

"On the Portuguese border. | sent him there with my men,~ Rain said. "But. . ."

"BUt?"

"He has not reported to me since | sent him!™

"Check it! Now!" The Shadow ordered.

Maor Rain nodded and turned to the radio. It was amatter of minutesfor Rain to contact his
soldiers on the border. The Mg or snapped out his questions. The answers came promptly from
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the distant troops. Mgor Rain clicked off hisradio. The smal Swede looked at the looming
black figure of The Shadow.

"Paulusis not there, has not been there," Rain said. "He sent Lieutenant Quist up with the
troops, said he would follow, but he has not appeared. He told Quist that | had ordered himon a
specia task, but | gave Paulus no such order!"

The Shadow moved, towered closer above Mg or Rain. The power of hismind reached out in
al its strength. Rain sank down in his chair and went to deep. The Shadow watched the smal
major for amoment. Rain would deep perhaps an hour, and would awaken with his clouded
mind only vaguely aware of what had happened. But now The Shadow was not thinking of
Major Rain. The Avenger was thinking about Captain Anton Paulus. If Paulus had reveded
himsdlf by deserting, then it wastime. Whatever evil force lurked here

Mukulu was ready to make its move. Soon, The Demon would appear again.

The Shadow glided slently from the radio room where Eric Rain dept now. When The
Demon moved thistime, it would bein full strength, in full pursuit of whatever the goa and
purpose was. The Shadow had to stop that. When The Demon moved, he would find The
Shadow in his path.

The black-garbed avenger stole silently through the late afternoon toward the room of Lamont
Cranston.

Margo Lane sat up on her bed. The dim body of the dark-haired woman was hidden by her
light sheet. Awake, she smiled at the black-shrouded figure of her chief. The Shadow was not
amiling, hisgreat figuretal in the room, hisglowing eyes piercing the dim bedroom light.

"I must go now, Margo," The Shadow said. "1 must find The Demon beforeit istoo late.



McNair is dead and Captain Paulusis part of the evil."

The Avenger explained dl that had happened. The dark-haired woman listened closely, her
long hair falling about her dender shoulders. She had not moved from the bed of her sesta, her
attention given only to The Shadow.

"A patternisforming, Margo,” The Shadow said. "An evil and deadly pattern.”

"Mgor Rain must be innocent, though,” Margo said.

"Perhaps, Margo, but | cannot be certain. Perhaps the magjor knows more than even | found
out. Heis not aweak man,” The Shadow said grimly.

The giant black figure floated back and forth in the quiet bedroom of the medica mission as
The Shadow paced the floor of the room. His burning eyes were aflame with the inner power of
the Avenger.

"It isthat safari, Margo. The safari led by McNair and where they al died. Rohrbach spoke of
the safari as he died. He had guessed itsimportance, and its meaning. Those soldier women
wanted McNair-because they, too, had guessed the meaning of that safari. Itisal clear now,
Margo. Now | understand the fear of McNair. It wasthat lost sefari that wasthe key dl the
time"

"Butif they dl died, what. . ."

"They did not die, Margo! That isthe secret McNair waskilled to hide forever! Thetruthis
there insde the Kanda Tract. The evil behind the stolen supplies, the smuggling, and the strange
natives who attacked ustoday! | must go there, Margo, thereis no timeto lose. Perhapsit is
aready too late."

Margo shivered on the bed even in the heat of the early evening. The dark-haired woman had
apprehension in her eyes as she watched the black-garbed figure of The Shadow.
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"You aregoing inthere done?’ Margo said.

"I must, Margo."

"What should | do?"

The Shadow paced through the room like some caged black bird. "Contact Burbank and have
him dert Interpol and the United Nations command in Zambda. Tell Burbank to have them
prepare troops to surround the Kanda Tract. Do not tell Mgor Rain or Colonel Mneraor anyone
here, do you understand?*

"Yes" Margo sad.

"Watch them, Margo, al those here. Watch Mgor Rain, Doctor Arthur, the colonel and
Johnson. Do not let them leave Mukulu if you can helpit.”

"l won't," Margo said.

The Shadow stopped pacing. He stood still and silent in the quiet room of the medical

mission. His eyes burned as helooked at hisfriend and assistant.

"If I do not come back, send the soldiersinto the Kanda Tract,” The Shadow said.

"No! Y ou will come back!"

"But if | do not, Margo, send themin!"

"But what can | tell them?What would they look for in there?"

"A Demon, Margo, a Demon that fliesthrough the air!™

The dark-haired woman shivered again in her thin nightgown. Where she sat on the bed the
apprehension in her eyes grew grester.

"Then Gerad Vickerstold the truth?!

"Yes, Margo, Gerald Vickers saw a Demon that soared on air, an Angel of Desth! A Demon
that killed him, and now it istime for The Shadow to revenge that murder.”

The last words of The Shadow seemed to hang in the hot air of the dim room. Margo sat done



on the bed. In the medica mission there was the sound of movement. The hest of the afternoon
was over, and the work of the evening and night had begun. In the distance there was the sound
of ajeep motor starting. Voices began to be heard in the streets of Mukulu. But in her silent
room Margo sat done on the bed. The Shadow had gone on the frail of The Demon.

14

THE FIRST thick rows of twisted treestowered like awall at the edge of the Kanda Tract. The
river flowed close here, still wide, but curved away east soon after. Even the great Lubilana
seemed to cringein fear from the desol ation of Kanda. Miles below this northern edge the river
began insde the Tract, but no river flowed through Kanda. There was no movement of clean life
ingde the Tract-only the aimless and feeble moving of stagnant waters, of vine-choked trees, of
sucking bog boles, of the dithering snakes that infested the dime. All that grew insdethe Tract
moved weakly, lived abrief moment, and sank again to become apart of the dimeitsalf. The
great one mountains jutted up from the dimelike giantsin atitanic struggle to survive the
dimethat clutched to pull them down benegath the surface. In the twisted trees no birds sang.
Here at the northeastern edge, just at dusk, five men sat on the ground around the flames of a
blazing fire. In the hot evening there was no need of afire, but the five men sat close and fed the
blaze. It was not wood they were feeding, it was paper-many sheets of paper from amound of
papers they had before them on the soft earth. They fed each sheet one at atime and watched
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until it had been consumed before they reached out to drop another sheet into the flames. They
worked in silent efficiency. They did not see the black-shrouded figure that crept closeto themin
the growing darkness.

The Shadow lay on the soft jungle earth watching the five men. Where they sat hunched and
closeto the ground his piercing eyes could see only five shapes, human but formless. Beyond
them he saw the towering trees at the edge of the Kanda Tract. Near wherethe men dl sat close
to thefire he saw the swordlike long knives. Each long knife was stuck blade-first into the earth,
the blades reflecting the dancing flames of the fire. These, then, The Shadow knew, were the
men who had hacked and murdered Angus McNair. He had known they would be, he had
followed their trail from the hidden exit beneath the pier of the murdered Scotsman'strading
post. He had not hoped to find them so soon.

But they had stopped, paused in their flight. They had stopped to burn the papers taken from
the dead Scotsman'sfiles. To burn them carefully one by one and stir up the ashes so that the
ashesflew light and usdlessinto the darkening sky. They worked in sllence, but it did not look
likethe sllence of fear. It wasthe silence of purpose. Only two of the five men sat closeto the
fire and burned the papers. The other three sat farther away, their backsto thefire, their eyes
watching the gathering dark. Even as The Shadow lay watching, two more men gppeared from
nowhere. These two slently took the places of the two men at thefire. The two men who had
been at the fire took the places of two of the watchers. The two former watchers loped off into
the darkness. Thiswas repeated once more until the papers were burned. The one who did not
take part in thistransfer of roles, aman who sat awvay from the fire and watched the darkness
around him, was clearly the leader.

The Shadow observed the whole scene and action. They were careful and skilled men, skilled
soldiers. They had the dert inner perimeter defense of three men, and an outer perimeter of the



two men who patrolled through the bush far beyond the circle of light from the fire. They knew
what they were doing, and they were well-trained. It was clear that they were prepared for
pursuit. They had waited until they reached the edge of the Kanda Tract to burn their stolen
papers. Alert and ready in an ingtant to plunge into the Tract itself. To the keen eyesof The
Shadow they had dl the appearance of disciplined and well-trained troops performing their job
with smooth efficiency. They did not fit with the horrible, dashing murder of Angus McNair.
Until, the papersdl burned, the last flames of the fire dying away, they stood up and gathered
around their leader closeto thelast light of thefire.

The Shadow stared at them asthey stood clear in the find light of their fire.

They were wild, grotesque, like some madman's nightmare.

Each of the saven men wore part of auniform-but only part. Three of them wore British

Army battle jackets hanging open. Two wore the uniform coats of the old Colonia Army of the
country. One wore what seemed to be the mess jacket from aNava officer's uniform, and The
Shadow remembered the naval button he had found in the attacked village. The last man, the
leader, wore aheavy grey tunic with ahigh, choker collar--the jacket of a German field officer!
All of them wore boots. On al the uniform jackets and tunics medal ribbons were still attached,
and some of them wore the actua medals angling from above the pockets of the tunics. The
leader wore Six meddls, al glinting in the last firelight, and around his bare throat another meda
hung on abright silk ribbon.

Beneath the tunics and jackets they were al naked.

Their bare chests shone darkly under the tunics asif oiled, their black faces glistened with

scars and the heavy welts of native tattooing.
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Each man wore amilitary hat. Four of them wore the dark berets of British paratroopers, or
Belgian paratroopers. Two wore the light helmet liners of the American Army. Theladt, the
leader, wore the high-crowned and |eather-peaked cap a German officer. But jutting up and out
of dl these hatsweretal plumes, pieces of animal bone, the festhers of jungle birds. The long
tail of alion hung down from the rear of the leader's German officer's cap. The severed head of a
python jutted from the front of one of the American helmet liners. A string of hacked-off human
fingers, dried and turned to leather, formed afringe on one red beret.

Between the military tunics, and the heavy boots, they were naked!

Below the tunics each man wore only abreech cloth of some materid-cotton, lion skin,

leopard skin. Their bare legs glistened with swest and oil. Around their legs, above the boots
there were fringes of colored hair and feathers. As The Shadow watched, they each drew their
long knives from the earth and inserted them benesth the cords that held up theloin cloths. They
handled the knives lovingly, carried them as from long experience. But each man dso carried
another wegpon. Two of them had German machine pistols. Three carried theissuerifles of the
former Colonia Army. One carried a Sten gun. Theleader carried a British Army revolver, the
long lanyard around his neck, and across his back another German machine pistol. Their bodies
were crisscrossed with bandoliers of ammunition.

They stood there by thefind light of thefire, amacabre mixture of military and savage
appearance-as if some force had plucked them from the depths of savagery trained them to be an
army. An evil power that had no desire to remove their savagery, but only to add to it the
discipline of military skill. Theworst of two worlds blended and merged in their grotesque
facades asthey stood in the flickering light with the ominous wall of the Kanda Tract behind
them. And asthe last flicker of thefire died away, the leader grunted some sharp but
unintelligible command, and the seven turned as one and plunged into the looming silence of
Kanda Tract. In an ingtant they had vanished-from al eyes but those of The Shadow.



Moments after they had entered the Tract, the black-garbed form of The Shadow followed
them into the sllence of great Tract that lay like afestering sore across the face of the country.
Many hours had passed. The seven grotesgue soldiers marched dowly on in the dark of the
thick sivamplike land. Beneath the twisted trees of Kandathere was no light little sound. They
moved dowly, carefully, skirting treacherous bog holes that waited to suck down the unwary and
the unfamiliar. They neither hurried like men who sure of their path, nor hesitated like men
following anew and dangerous course. It had become clear to the pursuing now, soon after
entering the Tract, that the seven men were following amarked trail. A carefully concedled trail,
but definitely atrail. A trail intended to lead the initiated and informed safely through the

tortuous and deadly dangers Kanda, while giving no help to those who did not know the secret
markings. It was atrail that could be followed in safety, but could not be followed swiftly, and so
the seven marched with care but without the hesitation of men who were on strange and
unfamiliar ground.

The Shadow followed the seven. He would not have needed them to guide him. Quickly, he

had learned and the markings of thetrail. Seemingly innocent marks on trees. A cardlesdy
broken bush. A barely visible stake could have been no more than astick accidentally in the
muck but was not an accident. Twisted vinesthat had not grown naturally. None of thetrail
markers was new, thetrall had been in Kandafor along time. And many hours passed dowly
along thisdevious and deadly trail, the bogs sucking right and left, the snakes dithering across
the path to vanish into the dime, the falen logs that seemed so solid but were rotted and hollow
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and would bresk under the weight of the lightest man to send him screaming to adimy desth.
Many hoursthat abruptly ended.

The Shadow stood in the night on solid pound, a vast savannah-like grasdand that stretched

far and widein the night. The seven men ahead moved more rapidly now. They had made aturn,
and were marching due west toward a distant mountain that stood up high and black in the
sudden moonlight of the open plain. The Shadow floated in sllent pursuit, his great black figure
unseen and unheard. The march went on. The seven men moving steadily toward their unknown
degtination, and The Shadow behind them waiting to learn that detination. A march that never
changed direction now, but that was not without its sudden surprises. On the grassy plain, here
and there, The Shadow found the tracks of tires. Largetires, and, twice, the marks of some
vehicle with tracksingtead of whedls. Not dl the denizens of Kandawalked. The eyesof The
Shadow gleamed with their inner fir. He knew now that the secret of The Demon could not be far
away.

The seven men ahead stopped.

The Shadow moved cautioudy closer. The seven men stood at the edge of another bog. On

the distant far Sde of this new bog atal mountain towered stony and barren. The six macabre
soldiers were clustered about their leader. The leader grunted out some command. The Six men
moved quickly into perimeter defense and dropped to the grassy earth. They were resting before
they began the passage of this next swamp. One of them struck amatch. The leader legped likea
savage lion onto the man. The match was snuffed out and the leader pointed up to the sky. The
Shadow knew that they did not want even the light of amatch to reved their presenceto some
passing arcraft on itsway across the supposed uninhabited Kanda.

Then The Shadow knew, too, that he was not the only one who was following the savage
soldiersthrough the moonlit night.

Far to hisleft he sensed the presence of another person. The soldiers were unaware of this



new danger to them. The Shadow's senses, trained so long ago in the Orient by The Master, told
him that there was only one other person. Someone who had to be of great skill to have comethis
far, dmost as skilled and slent as The Shadow himsalf. The Avenger glided swiftly through the
darknesstoward this new intruder. He used dl hisgreat skill and training, and hisnight vision
saw the stranger in the night. The new pursuer lay flat on asmall knoll watching the seven men.

A figurein Khaki carrying a Sten gun. Khaki shorts, akhaki shirt, and the body of awoman!
The Shadow recognized the ladder of the raiders who wanted to abduct Angus McNair, the
dender woman he last seen standing dim and palein her underwear above the wide Lubilanain
Zambda. A woman her comrades had called Captain and who was so clearly now awell-trained
soldier hersdf. A woman The Shadow wanted to talk to. Here and now. His black figure moved
low in the night, and then was gone.

Where The Shadow had been, Lamont Cranston crouched low near the woman who was il
unaware of him. He wanted to talk to her, but he did not want to scare her or reveal The Shadow
to her. And it was Lamont Cranston crept up closeto her in the dark, his automatic in his hand.
At the last second the woman heard him. She turned swiftly, silently, her Sten gun moving to
cover Cranston.

"Lay it down," Cranston hissed softly but sharply. "Now!"

The woman hesitated, moved the Sten gun an inch farther.

"No, down! | am afriend!" Cranston whispered. The gun stopped but did not go down.
Moonlight glint on the automatic in Cranston's hand. The woman dowly lowered her Sten gun.
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"l am afriend, Miss Berger," Cranston whispered. "1 will put my gun away, too. Make no

sound at al. They are not amateurs no matter how they look."

Thewoman laid her gun down. "No," she sad.

"How long have you been following?'

"From Mukulu. | found McNair. Y ou know me, but | not know you," the woman said. "How

do you know me?"

"I have ways. We met once before.”

"I know, but that would not have told you my name. Why are you here?' the woman said.

As shetalked she had turned to again watch the saven resting out on the edge of the swamp.
Cranston crawled lay beside her.

"| am after them," Crangton said. "Y ou are after them, too?"

The woman was silent for amoment as she peered through the moonlight to where the seven
men lay on the ground, resting but dert and careful even here deep insde the Kanda Tract. They
had been trained well.

"l do not know," thewoman said at last. "I am after something else, | think they will lead me
towhat | want."

"Y our comrades?' Cranston said.

The woman dmost jumped. She caught hersdlf after afaint movement. They both held their
breath and watched the seven savage soldiers. But thistime the faint movement had not been
heard. The woman bresthed dowly.

"How do you know my friends have been captured?'

"l have afriend, too," Cranston said. "Kent Allard. He returned to that warehouse and saw
Paulus take them. Paulusisatraitor of somekind.”

"So | discovered,”" thewoman said. "My friends were not taken to UN headquarters, that

much | learned. | decided to try to question McNair again. He was the only one who could know
where they had been taken. But he was dead! | found thetrail of these seven. When | saw them
burn those papers | knew they had killed McNair and would lead me to the man | must find."



Cranston nodded in the moonlight. He had aready guessed the mission of thiswoman. Now

he spoke softly.

"The Angel of Degth,” Cranston said.

The woman peered toward him in the night, her hand close to her Sten gun.

"Who areyou! ?' she hissed.

"That does not matter,” Cranston said. "L et ussay | work for an Avenger againgt evil, that |
want to destroy this Angel of Death as much asyou do.”

The woman waved her hand. "What can you know of him? We have brothers and siters,
fathers and mothers, to avenge. | and my comrades have dedicated our livesto finding and
capturing this devil. For twenty years one or the other of us has been on histrail. The older ones
have given up, but | will find him!™

"Asyour men found Adolph Eichmann?' Cranston said.

Thewoman nodded. "Aswe Isradiswill find them dl!"

"And thetrail led you here?' Cranston said dowly.

"Yes," the woman said, "to this country and aman named Angus McNair. That iswhy we

tried to take him that night. We did not know how heis connected to VVon Walthar, but we know
thereisaconnection. Or therewas--McNair is dead.”

"Heydrich Von Wdthar?' Crangton said. "'l remember hisname.”
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"Not many do," thewoman said hitterly. "They forget easlly. It isover, they say, thewar.

Yes, itisover, and revengeis not amotive of civilized people, but our motiveis not revenge.
Men like Von Walthar do not change. Heisamongter, and he will never change. Hekilled
millions, and will kill again."

"He has," Crangton said. Hetold the Isradli agent of the death of Kurt Rohrbach. "That must

be how Paulus knew who you were and what you wanted here. Rohrbach guessed who you all
were. He searched your car to be sure. He was seen and killed. Hiskiller got one of your reports
on VVon Walthar, and soon after Paulus captured you. Perhaps Paulus himsdlf killed Rohrbach,
but | don't think so. Heisjust atool."

"An Interpol man? | did not know. | knew the man had been killed, yes, but | did not know

who hewas," the Isradli woman captain said. . "It will go on and on until Von Wathar is
stopped!”

There was movement across the grassy plain. The seven men were moving. The leader was
walking from one man to the other. The leader gave each man something. The men began to est.
It was food the leader had given them. They would not start into the siwamp for afew more
minutes. Crangton turned to the Isragli woman.

"Perhaps much more than you know will happen soon if Von Walthar is not stopped,”

Crangton said grimly. "Tell meadl you know about this man.” The woman soldier watched the
Seven men eating there across the grassy plain. Seven military-trained savages. She shuddered as
she began to talk.

15
"HEYDRICH VON WAL THAR was commandant of Molsburg. The Angd of Death. They called him

that because he was a pleasant man. He liked to play chess. When he found an inmate who was a
good chess player, he dways gave the man extrafood, was kind, and played chess until minutes



before he sent the man to his death! Once he found a string quartet, al four players, in his camp.
He arranged a fine concert--and the next day al four went to the gas chambers!”

"l don't recal Molsburg.” Cranston said dowly.

"No?' thewoman said. "It was specid. At first it was just acamp, aplace to settle the Jewish
problem, or the Polish problem, or just the prisoner problem. Then it became a place where the
Nazis destroyed those they never wanted discovered. It was carefully eradicated before the end
of thewar, dl trace hidden. But long before that VVon Walthar had transferred. He moved up in
the SS. Hewas given ajob below Muller but above Eichmann. A very secret position. Walthar
was clever, few knew of him.

"When the war ended he could not be found. Neither he, Muller nor Eichmann. They had
planned well. He was reported to have been asuicide. There were witnesses, and agravein
Neuburg where he had definitely had hislast headquarters, and al hisrecords were dtill there,
There was, then, reason to doubt that he had killed himself. His chief, Muller, had done the same.
The books were closed. But there were many who did not believe, it wastoo simple, too findl. It
was too convenient. There were no pictures of Von Walthar, no description that could be used.
Heleft no victims diveto identify him. So we did not stop looking for him.

"At last one of our people, Moishe Tannen, discovered atrace. A diamond ring, known to

have been part of acollection of jewels Von Wathar could have stolen, turned up in Lisbon.
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They opened the grave where he was supposed to be. They found two bodies, and neither of
them could have been VVon Wadthar! Moishe Tannen began to hunt, and heis till hunting, if Von
Walthar has not killed him by now. He was one of the four Paulus captured.”

Cranston watched the seven savage soldiers till eating acrossthe grass at the edge of the
swamp. They would soon move. That did not make him unhappy. The sooner they moved, the
sooner The Shadow could find Heydrick Von Walthar. He knew now that it had to be Von
Walthar who was behind al the killings. And he knew that there was more than afew murders at
stake. The auraof evil, of some ominous danger, that he had felt ever since he had cometo this
country, wasthick inthe air asthe Israeli woman captain talked of Heydrich Von Walthar.
"Wewill savethem dl," Cranston said. "Go on."

Thewoman shrugged bitterly. "Perhaps we will save them, but it is more important that we

find Von Wdthar. Ten years, alittle longer, we have been on histrail. Many before me, but now
itismy job, and | will doit! Ten years, and he was reported seen everywhere--Sweden
Denmark, France, England, Spain, Egypt, Paraguay, Argentina, Indo-Chinal He was said to have
been seen in the French Foreign Legion, in North Africa, in Ghana. He was reported serving as
an orderly in aCairo hospital, asasdesman in Argenting, asasoldier in fifty armies! But it was
never him." The dender woman captain paused, her voice bitter and hard. She watched the seven
men at the edge of the swamp who were on their feet now preparing to move on. "We know he
had work done on his face, how much we don't know. We are sure that he assumed the identity
of someone who had been in World War 11 on the Allied or some neutral side. He had to do this
to cover bullet wounds he had received. We are dso certain that he took theidentity of some
poor victim he himself had killed, to be certain the man did not exist. He was aclever man, Von
Walthar, he would have taken an identity he could learn wdll, one that would fit him, and one
that would alow him to move around alone!”

Cranston watched the seven soldiers as the leader brought them together at the edge of the
swamp. But hewasthinking of the men in the affair. The woman's description could fit any of
them, or al of them! They had dl been captured, or in Germany, during thewar. They weredl
ex-soldiers, or were ill soldiers. One or more of them had been in dl the countrieswhere Von
Walthar had been reported. They had al moved around agreat deal and done! And they weredl



here in this country where three men had died and The Demon had appeared.

The woman tensed as she watched the men ahead prepare to march on. "Only last year we

found our first real trace--an old letter to agun club in Cairo. All it said wasthat The Angel
suggested the club contact a man named Angus McNair in Mukulu. The club no longer existed,
most of its members seemed to have vanished, but we found that Angus McNair still lived in
Mukulu, and that he had been aleader of safaris. Since then we have watched McNair, but al the
man did was drink. Then we tried to abduct him, but we failed, and now heis dead!”

"And you are here," Cranston said.

Crangton'simpassive face dtill looked toward where the seven men had formed in marching
order. But behind his hooded eyes Cranston was puzzled.

"If no one knows him, how will you identify him?' Cranston said.

The woman smiled. "He made one mistake. No, not amistake, smply an unfortunate

accident. Long before he was aNazi, before the war, Von Walthar was arrested in Germany. He
went to prison for assault--and his fingerprints are on file. We have them. That iswhy we
fingerprinted your Allard. We do not think he will have removed hisfingerprints, that would

have been far too dangerous. A man without any fingerprintsis sure to cause wonder. No, we
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would have found a man without any fingerprints long ago. And VVon Walthar does not plan to be
caught. He dways had grand delusions, dreamed even of taking The Fuhrer's place someday.”
"Perhgpsthat isjust what heisnow trying to do,” Cranston said. He sarted to tell the Isragli
woman about The Demon and the vanished villagers. Therewasnotime. "They'regoing!” The
seven savage soldiers moved into the swamp. They went in singlefile. Cranston and the | sradli
woman moved slently after them. As she plunged into the treacherous swamp behind Cranston,
the Berger woman took out apair of thick, odd-looking glasses, and she put them on. Cranston
realized how she had been able to follow thetrail in the dark. The glasses were specially made,
with infra-red lensesfor night vison. With such glasses her night vison would be dmost as

good as The Shadow's, and now they followed the faintly-marked trail behind the seven men.
Thetrall, likethefirst one, skirted half-hidden bog holes, avoided the pitfals of rotten logs, and
snaked itsway dong the narrow path of firm ground. Even with Cranston's night vison, and the
Berger woman's glasses, they had to follow closely, and neither spoke again as they moved
through the dark svamp. But Lamont Cranston, The Shadow, was thinking. His piercing eyes
burned behind hisimpassive exterior. Heydrich VVon Walthar had to be the man behind dl the
events of the past weeks. It dl fitted. The Kanda Tract would be a perfect hiding place for aman
on the run who had dreams of glory. The efficiency of the attacks on the isolated villageswas
just what he would have expected from aformer Nazi officer. The gun club from Cairo that had
been "logt" in the Kanda Tract made sense now, and so did the murder of McNair and Rohrbach
and the other Interpol agents who had vanished in thisdigtrict. The "gun club” memberswere
never found because they had never been logt, that was what Rohrbach had guessed, what the
Interpol man had tried to tell him. Those ten Europeans were till here somewherein the vastness
of the desolate Tract itself. McNair had guided that safari, and had reported them all dead.
Obvioudy, McNair had joined the whole scheme in some weak moment ten years ago. McNair
had covered for the vanished "gun club," prepared the secret cellar for storing supplies for them,
and acted asthe"outside" contact with alarge and anonymous account in the Swiss bank. But
McNair had regretted his weakness, and had taken to drink. A drunken man was dangerous. With
the UN and Interpol investigating, and the Isradli agents and Cranston getting too close, McNair



could not be dlowed to live. There wastoo much at stake. It was all only too clear now. The
wholeevil plan.

Cransgton let his burning eyeslook ahead at the seven savage soldiers|eading them on through
the silent swamp. Those macabre soldiersmadeit al clear. Heydrich Von Walthar was not just a
man in hiding to save hislife. Von Wathar had plans. Somewherein the heart of the Kanda
wasteland the ex-Nazi had gathered an army. An army of half-trained savages he would unleash
when the time wasripe!

There was no other explanation.

Anamy led by Von Wadthar himsdf, and by men like Captain Paulus. It would have been
Paulus who arranged the stedling of necessary supplies Von Wathar could not buy without
railsng suspicions. Paulus would be the one who bad covered the smuggling of heavy equipmernt,
and Paulus would be the man who had suspected Bombardier and arranged the bombing attack in
thedley in Zambaa But behind everything there lurked the specter of Heydrich Von Wathar.
Behind The Demon, there would be Von Walthar. Behind the attacks on the isolated villages, the
gedling, and the smuggling, it had to be Von Wathar. Behind the murder of Gerdd Vickerswho
had seen too much. Behind the death of Kurt Rohrbach who had guessed too much. Behind the
capture of the Isradli agentswho had come too close to him. Behind the attemptsto kill Lamont
Cranston who was moving too near to him. Behind the death of Angus McNair who had become
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too dangerous. Too dangerous--and no longer useful, because the plan was about to be
launched, and, soon, Heydrich VVon Wathar would come out of hiding. There was one way
Heydrich Von Walthar could be safe forever--if he ruled his own country! And the ex-Nazi had
planned and waited. Waited until the Coloniad Government, which could have stopped him
eadly, was gone, and only the young and wesk national government stood in hisway. A quick
thrust, the guise of aloca freedom rebellion to cover histerrorist methods, and Heydrich Von
Walthar would have his country and his safety from capture. There was no doubt now in the
mind of The Shadow--behind it dl was Heydrich VVon Walthar, The Angd of Degth.

But who was Heydrich Von Wdthar?

The ex-Nazi would not have hidden himself away in the desolation of the Kanda Tract for dl
these years. No, that would have been too isolated, too uselessfor him. Von Walthar would have
been where he could watch, and wait, and plan. Unknown to anyone, Von Walthar would be us
some position of power, some role where he could pursue the implementation of hisplan. A plan
that The Shadow knew must be close to fruition now. It wasin the air, the ominous evil about to
grike, and only the dim Isragli woman, and The Shadow, would be able to stop it. The seven
savage soldiers ahead would lead them to VVon Walthar, he was sure of that.

He waswrong.

The soldiersdid not lead him and Maria Berger to Heydrich Von Wathar-they led Heydrich
Von Wadthar to him!

It wasasmall, open area of thick grass. Cranston and Maria Berger reached it, an opening in
the swamp, just as the seven men vanished on the other sde. Cranston moved quickly across
with the Isradli woman captain. They reached halfway.

The sudden light was as bright as day.

Two giant searchlightsfixed highin trees, their beamsilluminating the small open areawith a
white glare as bright asthe sun.

Cranston and the woman |looked for escape.

"Quick!" MariaBerger cried. "The swamp! To the left!"

But there was no escape to the left. Out of the swamp itself Cranston saw alarge vehicle
emerge. A vehiclelike agiant tractor with enormous rear whedls-a swvamp buggy. Cranston



remembered the tracks he had seen out on the grassy veld. A swamp buggy with four men on it-
and alarge water-cooled old .50 caliber machinegun trained on Cranston and Maria Berger.
There was no escape to the right where a second swamp buggy rolled into view with its
machinegun readly.

There was no escapeto therear. A solid wall of men materidized al around the edge of the
smadl clearing in the swamp. Black men dressed in the same macabre half-uniforms, half-savage
finery. They dl had the same long knivesin their belts, and the rifles and machinegunsin their
hands.

There was no escape to the front.

In the front the seven men they had followed stood with their guns pointed, and behind them,
above them, floating beneath itswhirling halo and surrounded by its high pitched scream was
The Demon!

A single enormous eye glinted on The Demon's head. Black boots shone on itsfeet in the
blinding light. It wore a skirt of shimmering festhersand thelongtail of alion. A grey tunic
gleamed with the ribbons of medals. The head of agiant bird with the sharp, hooked beak of an
esgle. Above the eagle head with the Single shining eye was awide, shimmering halo that
undulated in the bright light. And over al the long, wailing scream thét filled the silent svamp.
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"Good God!" the Isradli woman whispered. "Isit. .. ?"

"No," Cranston said as he stared up at the monstrous Demon, "itisnot real. A man, only a
men!”

Thewoman, Maria Berger, was strong, but she was not afool or one who hid from the truth.
She stared up at the grotesque apparition.

"No, not aman,” shesaid. "The Angel of Deeth!"

Then there was no more time for words. The savage soldiers moved in and took them. There
was no way toresst, A single Sten gun and two automatics could not win here, could not help.
Only The Shadow could have helped, and there was no time now for The Shadow to appear. His
face impassive, Crangton alowed himsdlf to be taken. The Shadow would find his chance later.
Their hands bound, manacled, they were led away into the swamp ahead. The savage soldiers
worked with smooth and silent precision, but they did not work aone now. They worked with
the specter of The Demon still floating above on hiswailing scream. And they worked under the
more human eyes of leaders on the ground. L eaders who wore the field grey uniforms of the
Wehrmacht, the Nazi Army. One officer, resplendent in the rank of colonel, stepped toward
Cranston and the Israeli agent.

"Mr. Cranston, Captain Berger," the colond said suavely, "welcometo the Third Reich. |
congratulate you both--not many could have comethisfar.”

"The Third Reichisdead," Crangton said harshly.

The colond laughed. "An error, Mr. Cranston, one the world will perhaps soon redlize.”

The colonel motioned abruptly and Cranston and Maria Berger were marched away into the
swamp again. The giant mountain now loomed close in the night. But Cranston was not looking
at the mountain, hisimpassive eyes were looking up at The Demon that still floated ahead and
above the column that snaked itsway through the dime of the dark swamp.

The Demon--only aman, hidden behind the grotesque costume, a glass faceplate for the

sngle eye, the blades of the one-man helicopter forming the halo, a siren creating the scream that
hid the sound of the motor.

Only aman inaweird costume and flying in atiny, one-man hdlicopter of the type being



experimented with in many armies. A smple siren to hide the motor noise and creste greater fear
in the minds of the ignorant and backward.

"A toy, Mr. Crangton, but effective," the man in the uniform of a German colond said from
behind Cranston.

"For theweak and ignorant,” Cranston said.

"For the others we have other wegpons,” the colond said. "L ess gaudy, perhaps, but more
deadly, asyour poor friend Mr. Vickerslearned.”

The colond waked away. Cranston marched on in the long column of savage soldiers. They
had, then, killed Vickers, and the revenge of The Shadow would destroy them. When thetime
came. Now he dlowed them to march him through the swamp toward the towering stone
mountain that be knew was their destination. The mountain seemed to hang over the swamp,
slent and dark. But somewhere ingde that mountain he would find Heydrich Von Walthar.
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THE CELL wasdark, black. Lamont Cranston sat on the stone floor, hisleg chained to the stone
wall in aroom carved out of theinterior of the mountain itsalf, without windows and only the
sngle stedl door. A solid steel door was without an opening. A cell as solid asthe hidden cavern
itsdf.

"Thereisno way out,” Moishe Tannen said. The older Isradli agent, chained therein the cell
with the three other | sraelis when Cranston and Maria Berger had been brought in, spokein bitter
despair. "If therewas away out of thiscell, thereisno way out of the cave itsdf.”

Cranston said nothing. Behind hisimpassive face he was remembering. They had been

brought into the giant cave through a narrow entrance, no wider than two men abreast, no higher
than atall man. The entrance was totaly hidden from the outside. It reached from the outside
somefifty yards before it opened into the vast interior cave itself. From the centrad cave many
small passages|ed off to roomslikethis cdl, smal sde caves carved from solid stone.

"Solid stone," one of the other Israglis said. "It is hopeless, Von Wadthar will kill us.”
"Thereisno such thing as solid stone," Cranston said. "All stone has flaws. Find the flaw,
explodeit, and the sone will shatter.”

"Do we explodeit with words?" another Isradli said.

"There must be explosivesin thiscavern,” Crangton said. "An Army asto have explosives.”

"Mr. Crangton isright,” MariaBerger said. "We must not give up! We have cometoo far and
too long. We came to destroy Heydrich Von Walthar, and we must do it!"

"You are brave, Maria," Moishe Tannen said. "but you are young. | am not young. | have seen
what Von Wdthar can do. Heisnot afool. Hewill not et us dip from his hands now. We are
dead, Maria. It istimeto pray.”

"We cannot give up!" Maria Berger cried.

Lamont Cranston watched her in the dark. They could not see him, but he could see them, and
he watched the dim Isragli captain. Therewasfirein her eyes, acourage, and he knew he could
count on her when the time came. With the secret powers learned from the Master in the Orient,
Cranston could escape hischains a any time. But that would not free him from this stone cell.
He needed a plan, and it would take more than even The Shadow to destroy thisarmy and escape
from the hidden mountain. He needed a plan, and an opportunity.

"Did you survive Dachau to die here a the hands of the same animals?* Maria Berger said to
Tannen.



The older man shrugged. "Thereisatime to escape, and atime to make your peace with
Jehovah."

Thedim Isradli captain pleaded. "For yourself you can give up, yes. But what about al those
who will dieif this madman succeedsin his plans? Have you seen those savages out there? Von
Walthar will unleash them on this country. We cannot give up!”

"We are dead, Marial Faceit!" Tannen shouted. "Y ou hear me? Dead! Dead. . . dead!!”

"Shut up!™ the other young girl who cdled herself LIII Berger cried. " Shut up!™

The third woman was sobbing. Her young tears wracked her body, echoing coldly from the
sonewalls. Like the hard drip, drip of water, echoing.

"Dead," Moishe Tannen said.
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The second man had said nothing, not aword. Not for hours. He sat hunched over, hislips
moving asif in prayer. Maria Berger knelt on the floor, astall as she could get with her leg and
arm chained short to thewall. There were tearsin the dender captain's eyes, but her voice was
steady. Shetried to see her comrades through the pitch black of the room.

"Don't give up, please," she said. "Don't just give up. We've got to hope, have faith! Our

mission isright, good! There hasto be some way. Mr. Cranston hasn't given up. He saysthat
help could come, we just haveto try to do our share!”

The third woman sobbed. The second man said nothing, hislips moving, praying. Lili Berger
turned her face to the sone wal and lay there, silent. Moishe Tannen did not move amuscle.
"Dead,” Tannen said. "All dead.”

Crangton sat against the wall. They would fight if there was hope. They needed hope. Few

men could fight when there was no hope at dl. Somehow he had to give them hope. But how?
He could escape his chains, even free them with the smal tools aways hidden inside his shoes,
insdethe leather of the soles, but he could not get them out of this stone cell. And if he could get
them, or himsdlf, out of the cdll, he had to get them out of the mountain stronghold itself. He
could probably make his own escape, but it was not enough to escape, he had to destroy Von
Waithar and hisarmy.

"Dead,” the hollow voice of Tannen said. "All dead.”

Crangton sat there in the dark againgt the wall, his mind working, thinking.

Time stood till. In this stone tomb there was no time. Time passed, and did not pass. Faint, in
some vagt distance, there were noises, voices, but here there was no sound but a cough. arattle of
chans.

Hours, minutes, or days, there was no way to tell.

No one came, and no one spoke.

To keep hismind clear, to wait for the flaw, the chink in the armor of this secret army,

Cranston considered what had to be done. Margo would have contacted Burbank. The United
Nationsin Zambala, and Interpol, would have been derted to watch the Kanda Tract. They
would not know what to watch for, but they knew of the stolen supplies and the smuggling and
the attacked villages, and they would watch Kanda. Somehow, Cranston had to givethem asign
and adirection. A sgn to dert them to theredl trouble, asigna to make them ready to move, and
adirection in which to move. He had to start them and show them where to come. Somewhere on
the Portuguese border that could not be too far, the Swedish Battalion of Paulus was operating.
Johnson and his Ghurkas were somewhere near Kanda, if Johnson could be trusted. And Colone
Mnera had his men up in Mukulu-if Mnerawas not involved in thishimsdf. It wasup to

Cranston to start them al, and he needed a chink, amistake.



Once, there was no way to tell just when, the door opened and two natives camein. These
nativeswore no uniforms. They sdled into the cdll, their eyes downcast and afraid. There were
marks on their legs and backs which showed that they had been chained and beaten. They moved
quickly and placed small bowls of thin potato soup at the chained feet of each prisoner.
Uniformed men watched them from the door. The half-naked natives placed their bowls of food
and hurried out. The door was closed. Not aword had been spoken.

In the room therewas aslence. Then the dim Isragli leader, Maria Berger, began to drink the
thin soup. The other two women followed her example. The two men did not move. Cranston,
too, ate his soup. Strength was necessary, and any normal action helped the mind to keep itsgrip
on redlity. That wasthe great danger of imprisonment in thislightless, cold stconeroom. The

mind lost itshold, dipped, floated into adull, blank vacuum where nothing wasred. Prisoners
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who have been long donein dark cellstdl of trips they took to stay sane, to keep their grip on
redity. Imaginary trips, perhaps al across Europe, step by step, seeing and observing everything
they passed. The concentration on remembered objects, real objects, hel ped the mind keep its
balance. Cranston began to consider his problem again. There was help waiting, poised, it had
only to be caled, directed, brought. . .

The door opened again.

It could have been moments, seconds, after the food. Or it could have been days. The bowl of
soup was there but empty. How long ago had he eaten it? There was no way of remembering.
But the door had opened. Something real had happened. Cranston's eyes stared toward the door.
Even his specid vison had seemed to dip, become hazy, in the hours, or wasit days, in thisdark
cell. He watched three armed guards enter, and leave their arms outside with four other armed
men. The three who entered carried something. A man! Another prisoner. They dragged thisman
to thefar wall away from the Israglis and chained him. They turned and | eft and the door closed
with the sharp, echoing clang of metd in the solid stone room. Cranston stared after them. They
were so careful. No man entered the cell carrying aweapon. Overpowering them would do no
good, the armed men remained outside. And he did not think that capturing the savage soldiers
without gunswould help. Von Wathar would not careif two or three of hismen weretorn limb
from limb, as long as the prisoners did not escape from the stone cell. No, it would do no good to
attack those who entered the cell. Not without overcoming the men outside at the sametime.
There was the problem.

Cranston stopped thinking. His mind raced for along moment. He had seen something, but
what?

Then herecdled. The man they had just brought in! There was something familiar about him.
Something. . .

Heturned his piercing eyestoward where the man lay on the sonefloor. A familiar shape,

even lying there. The keen, trained mind of The Shadow studied the figure on the floor. Tal,

lean, wearing some form of uniform. The man moved, shifted, sat up againgt thewal dowly.
Captain Paulud!

The renegade Dane needed ashave. His uniform wastorn. But it was not the face nor the
uniform that Cranston's blazing eyes stared at-it was the fear on Paulus face. The Danewas
terrified.

Crangton laughed, alow laugh that was something like the chilling laugh of The Shadow.

"So, Captain Paulus, your friends have turned on you!" Cranston said.

Paulus jerked up his head. The Dane tried to see through the dark. He could not. But Paulus

had recognized the voice of Lamont Cranston.

"Y ou too, Cranston? | thought you were more than you seemed,” the Dane said. " Interpol



won't help you here.”

"What will help you, Paulus?l, at least, did not work for them," Cranston said.

"Shut up! Y ou hear me! Shut up!" Paulus cried, hisvoice cracking, shivering. Therewasa

long silence, and then the terrified voice spoke again. " Gruber, he said | am usdless, adanger
now. All these years. We served together, Gruber and I. In Indo-Ching, the Legion. | knew him
from the war, in Germany. He persuaded meto join the UN and come here. | arranged it dl. The
supplies, | told them where to stedl. The tanks and trucks and swamp vehicles, | opened the
border. 1. . ."

"Tanks?' Crangton said with darm.
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"Tanks, ten of them. They are small, light, but here they will do. Armored cars and antitank
guns, too. | did dl they wanted! | told them about that spy in Bain's office! | brought those
Isradlisto them! They say | made amistake, | am of no more use now that they know | did not
turn the Isradlis over to the UN! | did it for them! They were after Von Wathar, those damned
|radig”

Crangton cut in. ™Y ou know Von Walthar? Who is he?"

"No, | dedlt only with Gruber. Colond Gruber! The pig was no more than a sergeant in the
Wehrmacht! A pig of asergeant, now he struts and preens like a Prussian Junker!”

"Gruber is one of the ten who were'lost' in here ten years ago?' Cranston asked.

"No, he camelater," Paulus said, hisvoiceflat, hopeess. "The ten were thefirg, the start. It
was hecessary to begin, to make a base, to have supplies here. It was Von Walthar's plan to sart
again, to build his power, from here. But it isnot easy to vanishin Africa. Itiseasy tovanishina
city, inacountry with many people, but hereit ishard. There was no way to safari from Mukulu
without aguide, porters. If aman just vanished in Africathey would look for along timeto find
him. Ten men? No, that would have drawn attention. So they paid McNair asthey paid me.
Thereis aways someone who will betray anything for money!"

The voice of the Dane was hitter benegth itsfear. A weak, venal man bitter at hisown
weskness, his own stupid greed that had now brought him to this stone room.

"And Colond Gruber?' thevoice of Maria Berger said.

"He came later. There are thirty of them now, the cadre. They have made thearmy.” And the
Dane stopped. Cranston could see him staring toward the place where the Isragli woman
captain's voice had come from. ™Y ou! Why did you have to come here! If it weren't for you |
would be safel”

"How big isthearmy, Paulus" Cranston demanded.

""What does it matter?' the Dane sad bitterly.

"I must know. We have to stop them,” Cranston said.

"How?How do we stop them! They will murder us, torture us | have seen them! They will

kill me!" Paulus cried out.

"How many!" Cranston demanded.

Therewas aslencein the black stone room. Paulus heavy breathing seemed to fill the room
with afetid stink. The heavy breathing dackened.

"A thousand, fifteen hundred perhaps,”" Paulus said at last. "All killers, the scum and dregs!

They gathered them from the prisons, from asylums. Drunks, misfits, outcasts, desertersfrom
haf the colonia armies. Men who kill because they likeit, criminasin their own countries. Men
who could not get dong even after their countries were freed of colonid rule. It took ten yearsto
find enough such men, but they are here now, and Gruber knows how to train killersinto at least



half-disciplined soldiers. They have been promised dl they can stedl!”

"Why the recent raids and the kidnaping of whole villages?' Cranston asked.

"Practice, to spread fear of The Demon,” Paulus said. "The Demon is worth another five
thousand men among thetribesin the bush. It isalegend, and they dl fear it. They took the
people because they needed labor, people to prepare equipment, do the menia work."

"They are kept here by force?' Maria Berger said.

"Y es, but not inside the stronghold. They are outside, in ahidden village. We did not use such
people until recently because it risked discovery, but now they do not care. They areready to
attack! 1t will not be hard. They will rule the country behind puppet |eaders. Von Walthar will
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rule. Thearmy istrained, efficient as aregiment of Storm Troopers, and they believeinthe
power of The Demon."

Moishe Tannen moaned. "Deead, al dead!"

Crangton ignored the older man. "How isthis stronghold built, Paulus?’

Pauluslaughed abitter laugh. " Stronger than Hitler's Berlin bunker! It isanaturd cavein

solid rock insde the mountain. Thereis only the one entrance, you have seen it. Ten men could
hold it againgt aregiment! The entranceisinvisible from the outside. Nothing can be seen from
theair, they planned very carefully for that. It is honeycombed with smal side caveslikethis
one, dl fixed as storage rooms, magazines, cdllsand living quarters. Our army does not mind
livingin cdls, they are al accustomed to cells. Thereisno way out, Crangton. We aredl
doomed!"

"Whereisthe ammunition, the explosves?' Cranston said.

"What does it matter, you fool ? We are doomed! "

"Dead," Moisher Tannen intoned. All dead. . . dead. ."

"I have seen what they do to aman, how they kill aman,” Paulus said, his voice cracking,
breaking. "I have seen!”

Crangton's voice boomed through the dark and silent cdll, reverberating harshly from the
gonewadls.

"Where are the explosives, Paulug”

There was again aslence. "Near the entrance. Thereisalarger Sde cavern. They closed it off
and the ammunition, shells, explosives, are dl kept there. Thereisaguard, and the door issolid
stedl and locked. You. ."

The Dane stopped. Through the blackness of the cell Cranston could see Paulus cringe againgt
thewall, histerrified eyes turned toward the door. Booted feet had stopped outside the door.
Therewas asilence. Paulus seemed to shrink into the stone walls themsalves. Cranston watched
Paulus and realized that the Dane knew who was out there and about to enter the cell. Probably
Gruber, and they were coming for someone. It wastime for The Shadow to act. But first he had
to escape, and there was only one route out of this stone dungeon-the path of death.

Once again, Lamont Cranston would haveto die.

17

THE CELL DOOR flung open. Therewas a blinding light, and four of the grotesque armed savages
entered the room swiftly and efficiently to take up positions on elther side of the open door.

Outside in the corridor there were other soldiers of the savage army.

"Colond" Gruber and two other men who wore the field grey uniforms of Nazi Hauptmans

stepped into the light. The smooth former sergeant, now resplendent colonel, smiled like awolf



who seesableeding victim.

"Sol | ssewearedl ill here, how nice!™ Gruber mocked. "'l am so glad you decided to stay
with us, hein?'

Maria Berger laughed ashort laugh. "I would have thought VVon Wathar himsdf would have
come to taunt us now that we are helplessand heis safe.”

Gruber turned his cold eyestoward the dim Isragli woman captain. Not aflicker of

expression crossed his hard face as he looked at the woman. The self-styled " colond™ spoketo
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Lamont Cranston without once looking toward Cranston or taking his cold eyes from the face of
MariaBerger.

"I apologize for such company, Mr. Crangton. You are, | hear, agentleman and an Aryan, and

| gpologize for making you breathe the same air astraitors and Jews!"

But Lamont Cranston neither answered nor moved. Already he lay immobile, al hismuscles
and the power of hisbrain strained, concentrated, on his effort of will. Cranston was dying. His
eyes had begun to glaze, and he never moved or showed that he had heard Gruber's words.

"Y ou have learned your imitation of your masters very well, Sergeant,” MariaBerger said

with acutting edgein her voice.

Gruber paled, stepped toward the dim woman, stopped and turned a choleric red. His heavy
face suffused with anger. The stick he carried in his hand as his only weapon raised up asif to
srikethe Isradli captain. Then Gruber stopped, shrugged.

"Yes, very wel, | wasasmple sergeant in thewar. Why not? A German sergeant is better

than officers of weaker armies, hein? A sergeant, and now | am acolonel! And soon more!
Today | am acolond, tomorrow | will be much more! When we have taken over this country |
will be very much more! And who can stop us? We have the men and the weapons, and when we
griked|l will met beforeud™

The colond's voice had risen dowly to a crescendo, his heavy face reddening again with

effort and anger. MariaBerger only sneered in her soft voice.

"The same madness” the Isradli captain said. "The same stupid madmen, and the result will

be the same! Sdf-ddusion!”

Gruher watched the dim woman. "Y ou are brave, fraulein Juden, | will grant you thet. Yes, a
brave Jewess. Perhapsif dl your people had fought us the same way we would have found better
use for them than we did. We have much the samein us.

Thedim Isragli agent looked at Gruber. Her face was flat, expressionless where she sat

chained to the stcone wall.

"No, we have nothing the samein us. Y ou are only garbage, nothing more. Refuse for the

dung hesgp of higory."

Gruber paed. "So? Y ou insult me, yes. A coward'sinsult. Y ou are helpless therefore you are
safeto say what you will, en? The dung heap of history, afine phrase. Unfortunate it will bea
history you will never read. But we wastetime." Gruber snapped an order to hismen. "Take
Paulus and Crangton first. Women and Jews last, eh?’

Two of the native soldiers and one officer gpproached Paulus and Cranston. The Dane

cowered againgt the stonewall. He moaned, his voice cracked, protesting. Gruber never glanced
a the Dane. The"colond" till watched MariaBerger wherethe dim Isragli agent sat againgt the
wall with the cam defiancein her strong eyes.

"Higtory?" Gruber said. "A strangething, history. All true history, the destiny of theworld, is
shaped by sngle men like our leader. We make higtory!"



"Higtory shapesyou,” MariaBerger said. "Y ou are made by history. History was ready for a
time of hyenas, and you appeared!"

Thistime Gruber swore. "Y ou verdam . ."

"Colond! Herr Oberst!"

It was the sudden, sharp voice of one of the officers, the man in the German Hauptman's
uniform. Hisvoice was shocked, confused, angry. Gruber turned quickly. The Hauptman was
standing over Lamont Cranston.

"Heisdead, Herr Oberst! ThisCrangtonis. . ."
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Gruber strode toward Cranston and the Hauptman. "Don't be afool! How could he be dead?"
"l don't know, we just came. . ."

Gruber pushed his men angrily out of the way. The colond looked down at Lamont Cranston.
Gruber began to swear astream of violent German oaths.

Crangton lay on the stone floor. His breathing had stopped asfar as any human eye could tell.
Hiswide open eyeswere glazed and immobile, fiat and lifeless. Hisbody sprawled limp, ina
grotesque attitude. Gruber bent to listen to Cranston's heart. There was no heartbesat to the naked
ear. Gruber stood up and continued to swear.

The trancdlike State of suspension Cranston had entered by use of the powers of hismind and
body could not be told from death except by the most modern and sophisticated instruments.
Therewas along silencein the stone cell. Even Paulus, held now by two native soldiers, had
stopped hisfearful whining. They dl looked toward Lamont Cranston who lay in his deethlike
trance. To Cranston himsdlf al time had dowed. Everything appeared to happen in dow mation,
inadow and thick haze. But his senseswere fully dert, and he watched them dl ashe lay
apparently dead. He saw the look of incredul ous suspicion on Gruber's face turn to an expression
of annoyed outrage. In the trance, Cranston could assume the symptoms of degth by heart attack,
the bluelips, the sharply twisted limbs. Gruber saw the symptoms and his suspicions changed to
annoyance and then, findly, to smple distaste.

"Heart failure," Gruber said. "Too much for him. Well, no matter, it saves usthe trouble.
Unchain him and take him to the pit. We want no bodies stinking up the cavern.”

The sdf-styled colonel turned on his heel and snapped afinal order over his shoulder.

"Bring the supid Dane!™

The soldiers dragged the protesting, twisting, Paulus out of the cell. Two others picked up the
"body" of Lamont Cranston and carried it out of the cell. The door dammed behind. The two
soldiers continued on with their burden. When they reached the end of the side tunnel and
emerged into anarrow galery around the enormous chamber of the main cavern, they turned
right.

Crangton lay limp deep in histrance. But his mind worked. He had been carried out of the cdll
tunnd and into the main section of the stronghold. Not in the vast central room itsdlf, but ina
kind of low-ceilinged gallery that seemed to border the main room like abacony. And the two
men carrying him had turned right!

Right, not |eft-and the only way out of the vast cave wasto the | ft!

They were not taking him out of the hidden fortressto bury him. In his plan he had counted

on being taken outside for buria. Then he would escape, somehow signa the forces he knew
must be watching somewhere around the edges of the Kanda Tract, and bring destruction to this
secret Nazi army. But they were not taking him outside, they were carrying him deeper into the
the heart of the hollow mountain!

He remembered the words of Gruber--Take himto the pit! Then they did not bury their
victims outsde but in some kind of pit disposa inside the stronghold. He should have known.



Von Wathar had gone to immense pains to keep his operation completely hidden for some ten
years, and afresh grave could be seen from the sky. The question now was what kind of pit and
how was the burial done? A deep or shalow pit? Wasit earth or quicklime or both?

The two savage soldiers continued to carry him. They went around the main room, down

other narrow stone corridors, and came at last to asteel door. They opened the door. Cranston
was carried through, and be knew what kind of pit he faced. A deep pit of stone; anatura pit
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with sheer sides and a black bottom he could barely see. It wasin the center of alarge cavern
behind the sted door.

A pit with the stench of degth.

The soldiers did not hesitate. They carried him to the edge and flung him out and down into

the dark maw of the gaping pit.

As hewasthrown, the instant their hands released him, Cranston came out of histrance. A
powerful, superhuman effort of will, and hewas dert and himself-and hurtling down through
black air. He sensed the bottom. Wrenching his supple and muscular body in the air, he flipped
upright and hit the bottom. The bottom was soft. Earth. He landed on hisfeet like some grest cat.
He stood at the bottom of the pit.

Soft earth-and bones. The stink of death and putrefaction. The smdll of lime. Cranston |ooked
up. Thetwo soldiers were peering into the pit. One held ashovel. They were about to shove
down fresh quicklime. Cranston glided across the horrible pit into a hidden corner where he
began to remove objects from the hidden pockets inside his clothes. Above, the two soldiers
shoveled lime down into the pit. They were intent on their gridy task, hurrying to get it over.
They did not like thisroom of degth, and they worked quickly, their minds on nothing but getting
their onerous task over and leaving the pit room.

They nather saw nor heard the figure climbing swiftly up the walls of the pit. They looked

down to be sure Lamont Cranston was covered with lime. One of them shined alight down.
They peered down in sudden terror-Cranston was not there!

But it was not Lamont Cranston who rose up from the pit of death-it was The Shadow.

The great black shape of the Avenger rose up from the pit like some terrifying apparition. His
stygian-colored cloak spread in the death room like the wings of some avenging bird of prey. His
hawk face glowed red with thelight of the fire-opd girasol, the wide douch hat looming likea
giant, dashing besk.

The two savage soldiersturned to fleein terror.

They flung down their shovels. They dropped their light. They abandoned their weapons.

They fled toward the single door. In four giant bounds the sweeping shape of The Shadow
reached them, enveloped them, each hand crashing down unerringly on each neck at the same
ingtant. Thetwo men lay silent on the stone floor of the room of deeth, their necks broken. The
Shadow dragged their bodiesto the pit and dropped them over. Then he removed the suction
cups he had used to scale the sheer walls of the pit and returned them to their secret pockets
inside his cloak. He picked up the two machine pistols the dead soldiers had dropped. Now he
was ready to battle The Demon itself. And time was the key now.

The sable form of the Avenger dipped through the open steel door of the pit room and

vanished down the narrow corridors toward the main cavern. Unseen, he moved in silence dong
the gallery that bordered the main cavern. The cavern itself was now packed with the savage
troops, amaelstrom of noise and motion. But The Shadow needed help, so skirted the main
cavern, unseen, and glided like a soundless chimerainto the side tunnd that led to the stone cell



where he had been imprisoned.

Thefirst guard was a the entrance to the Side tunndl. This guard died without a sound asthe
hand of The Shadow struck his neck.

The second guard stood hidden in the dark hafway up the narrow tunnel. This guard saw The
Shadow. Aningtant of fear, aword, "Who. . ." and the second guard fell sensalessfrom asharp
thrust of The Shadow's band benegth his chin, angled upward.

88

THE SHADOW'SREVENGE

The last guard squatted before the stedl door to the cell. Hetried to rise asfingerslike sted!
claws clamped around histhroat, crushing his windpipe. He rose only hafway before he died.
The Shadow stood before the steel door. He removed his shoe and took out the tool hidden
there. The specia lock pick, made of specia tungsten carbide by the Avenger himself, opened
the door in seconds. The Shadow glided silently into the room. The bent, hopel essfigure of
Maria Berger moved. Shelooked up into the glowing eyes of The Shadow.

"Do not be afraid, MariaBerger, | cometo free you,” The Shadow intoned.

Thedim Isradli agent stared. "Y ou! The onewho saved McNair!"

Therewas no fear on the face of the dender woman soldier.

"Who are you? We thought. . ." she began.

"| am caled The Shadow, Maria, and | am not one of them! | avenge dl wrong, punish evil!
Thereisgreet evil here. | need your help.”

"To destroy them?”

"y eg"

"Then tdll uswhat we must do!” the Isragli agent said.

The others had seen The Shadow now. They al sat up where they were chained. They
watched.

"Itisatrick! Do not trudt. . ." Moishe Tannen began.

Maria Berger's voice was steady. "We have to trust. To end Von Wathar | would trust the
devil."

The Shadow faced the older man. "It is no trick, Moishe Tannen. The Shadow knows what
evil breedsin men. | cometo battle evil. Now | will free you dl, and then you will help me.
Thereislittletime!™

"Just tell us how to help!" MariaBerger cried.

The Shadow nodded, his piercing eyes glowing with admiration for the brave young woman.
His black shrouded figure moved through the room freeing each of them with his specia lock
pick. In secondsthey al stood free around their leader, Maria Berger. The woman captain waited
for the orders of The Shadow.

"I have weaponsfor al of you," the Avenger said, giving each of them a gun taken from the
five dead guards. "We will leave here. We will find and capture the magazine first. Come! Now
and quickly!"

Behind the invisible shape of The Shadow, thefive Isradis moved sllently dong the side

tunnel toward the main cavern. They were free and soldiers again, their fear and despair gone.
They had weaponsin their hands, and a purpose. Hope had come to them again, and they moved
with the skill and courage of the soldiersthey were. Automaticaly they assumed their trained
methods. Maria Berger led them behind The Shadow. Moishe Tannen, al despair vanished,
brought up the rear, dert and ready. They needed no instructions, and advanced along the dark
tunnd with coal kill.

At the exit from the sde tunndl into the gallery that bordered the main cavern, The Shadow
peered out, his sharp eyes observing al. There were shouts and ydlsin the packed mass of
savage soldiersin the main cavern. They dl stared at something at the far end of the cavern. A



thick pulse of savage excitement throbbed through the hidden stronghold, and the galery wasdl
but deserted. The Shadow moved out and led the |sradlis toward the left and the ammunition and
explosive magazine near the entrance to the hidden cavern. The Israglisfanned out in

skirmishing order. Together they advanced behind The Shadow. There were only two guards
near the ammunition magazine. Both died without a sound at the hands of the skilled Isradlis.
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The Shadow broke the lock on the magazine.

Inside, his piercing eyeslooked around carefully. There was every type of ammunition

stacked in the large room. The Israglis needed no ingtruction here. Each Isragli found the proper
ammunition for the weapon he had. The Shadow motioned to the boxes of grenades. Maria
Berger ingtructed each of her comrades to take grenades. She did not speak. There was no need
for words, but only swift, slent commands by signd.

The Shadow found three light machineguns. At anod from the black-cloaked Avenger, the
Isradlis picked up the three machineguns and belts of ammunition.

The Shadow motioned toward cases of plastic explosive. His eyes blazed with their inner fire.
Hisvoice waslow but strong.

"Taketheexplosve" the Avenger commanded. "Thisiswhat you will do. From here you will
take the explosive and the three machineguns and escape through the entrance. Y ou will set up
the three machineguns to command the entrance tunndl. Two of you will set chargesinthe
tunndl. Y ou will wait there until the soldiersin heretry to leave the cavern. Before they can leave
you will explode the charges and destroy the exit. It isthe only way out. Those few who escape
you will stop with the machineguns.”

"Can we hold them? Only five of us?' MariaBerger said.

"Help will come. If you destroy the exit you can hold until help arrives. 1t will take them long
todig out,” The Shadow said.

"And you?' the Isradli woman captain said.

"I will come out before you explode the charges. But until the chargesare set | must divert
these savages. Y ou will need time," The Shadow said.

"If you do not come out in time?"

The Shadow was grim, hiseyes burning. "Y ou will explode the charges, destroy the exit,

before thisarmy can escape. Do not wait for me.”

"They will not catch us™" MariaBerger said. " Come with us now."

"No! | must divert them to be sure you have time. They must not escape. Now go!”

The dender Israeli leader looked at the black figure of The Shadow, at his hawklike face
bathed in the red glow of thefire-opd girasol.

"Go! Now!" The Shadow commanded.

Without another word the Isradli leader nodded to her comrades. They turned and moved
dlently from the ammunition room toward the single exit from the mountain cavern. The

Shadow lingered amoment longer inside the ammunition magazine. Helaid atrail of explosive
to the door, and took up two handsful of grenades. Already he had found two automatics. With
the grenadesin his pocketsinsde the grest black cloak, the automaticsin his hands, The Shadow
|eft the ammunition magazine.

Heleft the door open and turned right toward the main room of the mountain stronghold

where the savage army shouted now in amaelstrom of macabre sound and fury.

The Shadow stood at the inner edge of the narrow gallery and looked out over the enormous
main cavern. He saw asight of horror and mad insanity.
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THE CAVERN was agreat hollow bowl of solid rock, itsfloor ten feet below the narrow gdlery, its
ceiling towering two hundred feet into the air. So large the entire native army just filled it, their
shouts and insane screams echoing upward.

More than athousand of them, al dressed in theweird haf uniforms, haf savage costumes.
They roared and screamed, leaping and dancing on the great stone floor of the enormous cavern.
They brandished their wegpons, their feet pounding on the stone floor. Drummers beat awild
rhythm, their eyes glazed, their bodies shining with thick swest in the heet of Africa. It wasa
scene from a savage past-but the scene at the far end was much more recent, and more savage!
All the shouting, milling, dancing soldiers faced toward, shouted toward, the distant end of

the great cavern that was farthest from the entrance. There the enormous room ended in agiant
flat wall of stone that towered to the distant ceiling above. At thefoot of thiswall therewasa
raised platform cut from the solid rock. On the platform there were five tdl, thronelike chairs set
inarow with the center chair three feet higher than the other four. Behind these chairs, attached
and towering on the greet wall itsdlf, there was agiant carved image.
Theimagewasacircleforty feet across. A twisted swastika carved inddethecircle. A ten-

foot high eagle carved abovethe circle. A giant Nazi inggniaset like aGod at the end of the
enormous room-and beneath the image the five thrones of its priests! All intended to awe,
coerce, command the savage army. The symbol of asavagery far greater than any these outcast
savages could conceive. The white man's gift to the savage-a greater, more efficient savagery
than any native ever dreamed of.

And on the giant swastika, hanging on the enormous, twisted cross, was the figure of aman.
Captain Anton Paulus.

As The Shadow watched from where he stood unseen in the dim shadows of the gdlery, the
Dane moved, was not dead. Paulus was not actually hanging from the macabre symbol. The
Dane was strapped to aflat board that rested somehow againgt the swastika and hung there above
al the shouting, dancing, screaming soldiers of the savage army. The dregs, theinsane, the
outcasts, the scum of the whole continent. The last filth discarded by their own people. But clean
and innocent when compared to the four men in grey who lounged in the throne chairs benegth
the giant twisted image.

The center chair remained empty. In the chair on the right of the raised center throne Colone
Gruber sat at his ease looking out and down at the wild men of hisarmy with acertain amused
tolerance. The other three chairs aso contained men infield grey uniforms and Nazi armbands,
al lounging eadily, dl watching the savage soldiers who were whipping themsdlvesinto awild
frenzy.

And then The Shadow redlized what was happening.

Thefour Nazis on the raised dais under the giant swastikawere al armed, booted, ready! The
savage soldiers milling on the enormous cavern floor were armed, carried small packs, were
ready. Somewhere insgde the many side tunnels there was the sound of engines sarting,
coughing, sputtering. They were ready, the neo-Nazi army.

They were only waiting for thesgnal.
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The Shadow could guessthe signd that would send them out into the night to spread from the
Kanda Tract and engulf the country.

The Demon!

And as The Shadow thought it, The Demon appeared.

It came from nowhere. Suddenly, it wasthere. Asif it had come out of the giant swastika

itsdf.

It had. Just above the eagle carved atop the swastika there was a small door in the solid rock
wall. The Demon now hovered intheair just in front of that door.

The Demon hovered above the figure of Captain Paulus spread out across the twisted cross.
The milling throng of soldiers stopped, froze, stared upward in ave and along, low, weird sigh
went through the whole room--Uuuuugggggggggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

Thefour Nazi offlcers stood and sa uted--the straight-armed Nazi salute.

They shouted, "Seg Heil!"

Then therewas silence. Thefaint rustle of feathers. The whirr of the helicopter blades above
the head of The Demon.

A different Demon. The samein dl respects but one. The Demon with the head of an eagle,
thetall of alion, the sngle shining eye, wore, now, adifferent military tunic. A black tunic. A
tunic not grey now but black, and ablack high-crowned hat, and the red armband. The black
uniform of the SS Troops, the Elite of Nazidom. And The Shadow knew that thistime The
Demon was without a doubt Heydrich Von Wathar himself.

A Demon that circled dowly high abovein the giant cavern.

Sowly, circling, dowly, around high above, circling.

The room waited.

When the room stopped waiting they would pour out into the open, into the night. And the
Israeliswould not yet have had time to complete their work.

The Demon suddenly whirled up high, up and up, hovered high, and swooped down to the
deep sighing breath of athousand savage sol diers-- Uuuuuggggggggaggghhhhhhhhhhhhhh!
There was a scream of horror.

Captain VVon Paulus suddenly dropped. Something was released and Paulus dropped down the
face of the giant swastika. Paulus screamed-and hung there. The Dane hung on the twisted cross
from athin strand of piano wire around his neck. Paulus writhed, thrashed, his neck held by the
piano wirethat would dowly strangle him in the most horrible way.

This, then, wasthesgnd.

The savage soldierslet out ahowl of triumph.

The Nazi cadre cried out, "Heil!"

The troops began to move as The Demon swooped in the air.

And The Shadow took careful aim and shot once. A single shot that severed the piano wire
around Paulus neck. The Dane dropped to the raised platform.

The Shadow appeared.

He seemed to move out dong the sheer wall itsdlf. His great black-shrouded figure, the
glowing eyes, the hawk-face bathed in the red glow, moved like some giant, diabolica creature
from the depths of the earth itself out on the sheer wall.

The savage army saw him and gasped, cringed, wavered where they stood ready to charge out
into the night.

Thechilling laugh of The Shadow filled the giant cavern.

The Demon swooped.
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"Kill him! Kill him!" The Demon screamed in a voice that was deep and hollow, coming from

ins de some empty space.

The Shadow, supported on the sheer rock face of the cavern by his unseen suction cups,
laughed again as he looked at the maddened Demon-a Demon that had to be Heydrich VVon
Wathar. The eerie laugh echoed through the cavern. The savage soldiers groaned, hesitated.

The Nazi cadre recovered from their shock. From the raised platform, and from dl sides, the
men in field grey uniforms began to fire at The Shadow. The Avenger returned thefire, both
automatics blazing in his hands. Bullets whined and sang from the rock walls. The Shadow's
withering fire cut them down. Gruber fell on the raised platform, hisface amask of blood from
the bullets of The Shadow. Two more were down. But The Shadow was too open atarget where
he hung on the sheer wall. He did swiftly back to the safety of the narrow gallery that

surrounded the open cavern floor like abalcony.

The Demon hovered above, screaming in anger. "Kill him! Heisjust aman! Kill him! Heis

only aman, you fools! Heneedsagun! Kill him!"

At last the savage soldiers began to move. They heard the words of The Demon, saw The
Shadow duck for cover, and began to howl and run toward the single exit from the giant cavern.
Above on the gallery The Shadow raced for the exit. The Israglis would have to blow the tunnel
any minute.

The Shadow's great black shape floated swiftly toward the narrow exit. Ahead, two Nazi
cadremen of the savage army ran into his path. The Shadow's automatics blazed and the two men
went down in the hail of bullets from hiswithering, accurate fire. The Shadow |egped over the
falen Nazis and reached the door of the ammunition magazine. Pocketing one automatic, he
pulled the pin of agrenade with histeeth and hurled the deadly little bomb into the magazine
where it would ignite the prepared trail of explosives.

Behind him the savage army closed in, their macabre pieces of uniform and savage plumes

and feathers pouring toward the narrow tunnel that was the only way out.

The Shadow turned, dropped to one knee, and emptied both clips from histwo blazing
automatics. Hisfire poured into the frenzied mob, and, for an instant, dowed their attack. In that
instant The Shadow whirled and raced out through the narrow passage and into the open air.
"Blow it!" thevoice of MariaBerger cried in the night.

Thefive lsradis were deployed expertly just beyond the entrance some seventy yards away.

As heraced toward them, The Shadow could see that the three machineguns had been placed
with gresat skill to both concentrate their fire on the exit, and to cover each other. Thetwo Isradlis
with only hand weapons, the Berger Ssters, were dug in to protect their machine-gunners. The
Shadow reached the line of Isradlis and tumbled down beside Maria Berger. Bullets sang around
his head as he dived for cover.

Already thefirgt of the savage army were emerging from the entrance. A deadly fire blazed

out from the three machine-guns. The savage soldiers were stopped asif swept by a sudden high
wind. They retreated toward the entrance. There was no cover between the entrance and the line
of Isradlis because the Nazi's had not wanted to give potentia attackers any cover. Now it forced
the Nazi soldiers back into the entrance tunnel.

And the tunnd blew up.

The whole mountain shuddered, blew up.

A great sheet of flame burst out from the mountain as the ammunition magazine, set off by

The Shadow's grenade, blew out the side of the mountain fortress.

One explosion, and then another, and another.
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Sheets of flame seared up through the dark sky, the shattering force shaking the ground like

an earthquake.

The Israelisflattened out under the rain of rocks and debris. But they never took their eyes off
the entrance. Asthe smoke and dust dowly cleared, they saw the entrance. It had crumbled in on
itself and lay amass of twisted stonewith dust il risng. Smdl firesburned in the brush dl
around. The sde of the mountain itsalf was ablaze, lighting the ghastly scene as bright as day.
Burning debrisfdl into the svamp below with sckening hissing noises.

The entrance settled, shattered and sealed. After amoment one man staggered out, his

uniform jacket smoldering. An Isragli gunner shot him down. Two more, and then three
staggered forth only to meet the deadly fire. Soon, from the shattered entrance some soldiers
began tofire at the Israglis, but they could not see what they fired at, and they were pinned down,
helpless unlesswhatever was | eft of their fellow soldiersingde the mountain could dig their way
Out.

"Youdidit," MariaBerger said.

"Not alone, Captain Berger," The Shadow said, his piercing eyes blazing toward the dender
woman agent.

"It should take any survivorsalong timeto dig out.”

"Before that there will be help," The Shadow said.

Far to the north and west there was the sound of motors moving dowly into the Kanda Tract.
That had to be Captain Johnson and his Ghurka patrol, they would be closest.

"Did you see Von Wdthar?' Maria Berger asked.

"Y es, he was The Demon. Heis ended now," The Shadow said.

"I would liketo be sure," the pretty Isradli said.

"Wewill search," The Shadow said. "Later there will be a search and he will be found. See!
Look therel"

The Shadow pointed up into the dark sky still lighted by the blazing brush on the side of the
shattered mountain. Coming low were many trangport aircraft. Even asthey watched the
parachutes began to open al across the sky. United Nations and Government paratroopers were
coming down onto the grassy plain no more than ten miles away. With the blazing mountain to
guide them they would soon arrive. The great blast in the night that had ripped open the
mountain and sealed in the army of VVon Walthar had dso served asthe signd to the troops dert
and waiting at Margo'swarning. The Shadow smiled grimly as he saw that his dark-haired
assistant had done her job well. Already the first parachutes had reached the ground back there
on the grassy plain. And the sound of Johnson's Ghurkas was coming closer.

"That isthe end of another Third Reich,” The Shadow said, his eyes burning in the night.

"Look! There!"

It was the older man, Moishe Tannen who shouted. The older Isragli pointed up into the sky
inthe direction of the blasted mountain. They al stared up. Even without the night vison of The
Shadow thething was clear in thelight of the burning brush and jungle.

The Demon flew above the mountain.

"There must have been another way out!" an Isradli cried. The voice of The Shadow was hard,
cold. "No, the explosion blew the mountain open high up. No one else could escape, but he had
the helicopter! He smply flew out! But it will not save him!*

For another long moment The Demon seemed to hover there in the darkening sky, the light of
the flames beginning to fade avay. Then the weird cregture circled and flew rapidly off toward
the north and west. Moments later it had vanished in the darkness.

A
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"He escaped!” Maria Berger said.

"No, Maria," The Shadow said. "Hewill not escape! No evil can escape The Shadow.
Heydrich Von Walthar wrn pay for hisevil!"

Beforethe dim Isradli captain could answer, she sat donein the night. She blinked and

looked around her. The Shadow was gone. The Isragli captain did not move for along minute.
Then she returned to her work. She and her four companions pinned down the few savage
soldiers of the destroyed army who had not been sealed within the mountain until, afew hours
later, the first eements of the paratroopers came pouring out of the swamp and up to the
mountain.

Milesaway, gliding swiftly through the treacherous swamps, The Shadow was on hisway to
finish hiswork. The Demon had a head start, but not by much. The one-man helicopter did not
have enough fud to get The Demon far. And The Shadow knew where The Demon was going.

19

DAWN TINGED the eastern sky far to the east of Mukulu. On the verandah of the medica mission
residence, Margo Lane stood alone and stared off toward the south and the Kanda Tract. The
flames had just faded from the distant sky above Kanda. There was il firing to the south, and
UN planescircled low dropping supplies over the desolate Tract. With the aid of Interpol and
Commissioner Weston she had managed to convince both the UN and the local government to be
ready for The Shadow's signd. The grest, shattering blast had done the job. Now, from the
sounds coming from Kanda, Margo knew that the job had been done, al that was | eft wasthe
final mopping up. And here on the verandah she was waiting for her chief.

From the predawn dark there was the sudden sound of ajeep motor driving fast, Margo
looked toward the sound. The jegp was coming very fast. It loomed up out of the night and
screeched to ahdt. The small form of Mgor Eric Bain legped out and came running up to
Margo. The mgjor was out of breath and his face was scratched and dirty in the dim dawn. He
climbed the verandah steps and stood beside Margo looking south.

"It came over my radio,” Bain said. "A whole clandestine army. They had amountain
stronghold down there in Kanda. Must have been there for years, perfectly hidden! Someone
blew up the whole works. The reports are garbled. Something about asmall force of I1sradli
agentslooking for aNazi war crimind.”

"Of course," Margo said amost to herself. "The Angel of Death. Those three women were
lsradi.”

"What?' Bain sad.

"Something Lamont told me, Mgor,” Margo sad. "it's not important now."

Bain looked around. "Whereis Cranston?"

"I'm not sure, Mgor, but not far,” Margo lied. "He went out to seeif he could find any more
cluesasto what happened to Mr. Vickersthat night.”

"Hedid, en? Wel, | wish him luck. Wefound atrail of some kind, about seven men. Trailed
them right to the edge of the Kanda. Funny thing, they had stopped to burn some papers. Must
have been part of that army insde Kanda."

"Probably,"” Margo said.
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Bain stared away to the south again where the dawn light was grey now on the circling



planes, but the earth below them was till black.

"Onething still puzzlesme. | wonder how the government and UN Command knew there
would betroublein Kandatonight? | didn't know."

Margo watched the small mgjor. Rain showed nothing on--his face as he looked south from
the dark verandah. Still, the small Swede could be fishing for something. Perhaps Rain was more
worried than he seemed.

"Perhaps Interpol aerted them,” Margo said.

"Yes" Rainsad, "Perhaps. But | wonder. | had arather strange visitor last evening. | think
there is something about al thiswe don't know, Miss Lane. Unless, of course, you and Cranston
do know."

Margo was about to make some evasive answer when another figure loomed up from the dark
near the verandah of the residence.

"Something damned odd, g, let metdll you!"

The newcomer was atired and disheveled Captain Johnson. The Britisher's Ghanese uniform
wastorn and dirty, his boots were thick with mud. A long scratch on his cheek il bled dightly,
and hisface was blackened for night fighting. Johnson came up onto the verandah to stand
beside his chief. The older man aso stared off to the south where there was il sporadic firing.
"Cleaning them up down there. Bloody poor devils are tombed up inside abloody mountain.
Just in time, too. They had tanks, swamp vehicles, armored cars, over athousand men-all the
scum of the prisond™ Johnson exclaimed.

Rain watched the older Britisher. "Y ou said there was something damned odd?"

Johnson nodded. "When | got there with my Ghurkasit turned out that the only force holding
them insde that mountain was asingle Isradli war-crimind hunter unit! Five of them, three were
women. But the whole bloody mountain had been blown up! When | asked them about how they
did it, they said they had been prisonersinsde and something they called The Shadow had

hel ped them escape! ™

"The Shadow?' Rain said, the smal man concentrating asif trying to remember something.
"Yes," Johnson said. "l think they must have been in somekind of shock.” And the older
soldier turned to Margo. "They told me something else, MissLane. Y our friend Cranston was a
prisoner with them. They say he'sdead, I'm afraid. | am sorry."

Margo feigned shock. "Lamont? Dead? Oh, no, Captain, he can't be!"

"I am sorry. When | heard | left my men and came up herein aUN helicopter. He may till be
ingde that mountain. 1t will take sometimeto openit up again,” Johnson said.

They'll find him," Margo said. "1 know they will!"

Doctor Arthur came out of the residence. "Of course they will, Miss Lane. Cranston struck me
asaman who could take care of himsdif."

The doctor stepped out to stand beside the others and ook off toward the south. He wore a
whitelab coat that glowed in the dark before the dawn.

"Five lsradlis you say, Captain Johnson," Doctor Arthur said. "That soundslike our five
vigtors of the other night. The women who wanted McNair."

"It does," Mgor Rain said.

"And spesking of McNair," Doctor Arthur said, "have you located him yet?'

"Not atrace yet," Rain said. And the mgjor looked to the south again. "If those I sraglis wanted
him, maybe he's down there with that secret Army. There was always something peculiar about
McNair, ever since helost that safari. Perhaps he was one of them like Captain Paulus.”

96

THE SHADOW'SREVENGE

"Paulus? One of them?' Doctor Arthur said. "l seemto be out of dl this. Tell mewhat's been
going on. I've beenin my laboratory dl night." The doctor laughed. "When that happens| see



and hear nothing. | thought | heard aloud bang, but it didn't really reach me, I'm afraid.”

While Mgor Rain and Captain Johnson explained what they knew of the events of the night,
Margo thought about Lamont Cranston and The Shadow. She could guess what had happened
inside that mountain, and she knew that The Shadow was not dead, but where was the Avenger?
If the affair were over, Cranston would appear soon somewhere. But Margo had a suspicion that
the affair was not yet over, that The Shadow was somewhere still a work. If so he might try to
contact her. She would excuse hersdf from the group on the verandah as soon as possible
without creating suspicions. She was about to plead a morning headache, when another jeep
roared up out of the predawn darkness. Colonel Mneraand two of his men waked toward the
verandah. The colond, too, looked tired and weary from anight of work.

"It'sover,” Mnerasaid as he stepped onto the verandah, "but there may be stragglers. We

have to be careful, keep an eye open and go armed. That means everyone. They were ready to
attack. A closething. Every man wasacrimina, and they had been trained!"

"Trained?' Mgor Rain sad.

"Nazi trained, awhole cadre of ex-Nazi soldiers under the leadership of aman named Von
Walthar!" Mnerasaid. "l just got the report from Zambala. Those five who attacked us here were
Isradli agentslooking for thisVon Wathar."

Captain Johnson swore. "Heydrich Von Wadthar, The Angd of Death? I've heard of that one."
"How could one not hear of Von Walthar," Doctor Arthur said. "We who fought him will not
forget The Angel of Desth. | wasin Molsburg myself! Did you know him, Mgor Rain? Y ou
werein Germany.”

Rain shook hishead. "No, but | had heard of him. | knew Muller who was his superior, but

not Van Walthar himsdf. | think Paulus was at Molsburg, too. Probably where they met. Isthere
any report on Paulus, Colond Mnera?'

"No, they say heis ill insde the mountain, probably dead,” the native colond said. "No

word on McNair either.”

"Perhgps McNair wasredly Von Wathar," Doctor Arthur said.

Colonel Mneranodded dowly. "Perhaps so. | wonder if we will ever know?!

"Probably not," Doctor Arthur said. "Anyway, it isover and we can get back to work."

The chilling, eerielaugh seemed tofill the predawn dark of Mukulu. A weird, cold laugh that
floated in the suddenly slent air.

"One of you knowsthat it isnot yet over," an unseen voiceintoned, taunted from the night.

"One of you knowswhere McNair is, and who Von Wathar ig"

Colond Mneradrew his pistol. The colond'stwo men held their riflesready, their white-

staring eyes searching the dark for the source of the cold voice that spoke from nowhere. Mgor
Rain held his automatic and peered into the shadows. There was nothing to see but the great
black shadows themsdaves dl around the open verandah of the mission residence. A cloudy,
unclear memory of hisformer vistor was stirring in Mgor Rain's mind.

"You! | remember. ., something. . ." Rain sammered as his eyes searched.

Doctor Arthur looked dowly and carefully al about him. The doctor seemed confused, his

eyes puzzled by the hidden voice. Captain Johnson began to swear softly as he held his pistol and
tried to locate the source of the voice.

The Shadow laughed again. The eerie laughter echoed through the silent streets of Mukulu.
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"Angus McNair is dead, murdered, and one of you knows that!" The Shadow said from the
darkness where he stood unseen, his piercing eyes watching them.



"Dead?' Colond Mnerasaid. "Where? How do you know that? Show yourself!"

"McNair isdead in asecret cdlar beneath histrading post,” The Shadow said harshly. "I

know! The cdlar was a storehouse for the stolen supplies and smuggled materias of Von
Wathar'sarmy!"

"Show yoursdlf!" Mnera shouted again.

The Shadow laughed. Theweird laugh was cold in thefaintly greying dawn. Suddenly the

hawk face of The Shadow appeared in ared glow not ten feet from the verandah. His eyes
burned benesth the brim of the wide douch hat, his body faded into the gloom like apart of the
night itsdlf.

"See methen!" The Shadow intoned.

They dl stared. Margo, alone and apart, smiled to see her chief. Her band moved unseen to
grasp the small automatic beneath her skirt. There would be action soon. Mgor Rain wasthe first
to spesk.

"What do you mean, one of us knowswho VVon Walthar is?’

"One of you doed!" The Shadow said sharply. "One of you is Heydrick Von Walthar!"

No one moved on the dim verandah. Margo held her pistol unseen at her sde. The Shadow
moved a step closer, his glowing eyes boring through them dl. The Avenger looked from faceto
face.

"Gerdd Vickerswasamistake," The Shadow said softly, his cold voicelow and deadly. "The
secret Nazi army was ready. There was to be one more important shipment over the border. The
attack on the village near here was adiverson to cover the smuggling. But Vickerssaw The
Demon and knew what it was-aman flying in aone-man helicopter! Vickers recognized the Nazi
uniforms! He was stopped before he could get out his full message, but he made his escape!”
The eyes of The Shadow blazed up in the greying dawn. "That was the key! Vickers escaped!
The trap door and secret tunnel were not found by the attackers of the village. Y et someone
found and killed Gerdd Vickers. How? Hewas killed that same night, and yet he had escaped!”
Major Rain blinked. "He must have waked into stragglers when he left the tunndl.”

The Shadow laughed. "No, Mgor Rain, he did not. He was killed that night, but not where he
was found dead! He was killed somewhere ese, some other place. Thereisno doubt. His body
would have been found earlier if it had been there. Theriver had risen and gone down, and his
body would have washed away had it been there. There was straw on the body, and thereisno
graw in thejungle. Straw comes from a place where materias have been stored--some cellar!
But above dl, Vickers had been shot, but there was no bullet hole in his clothing. His coat had
been buttoned over thewound! A careless mistake no savage soldier would have bothered to
make. Gerald Vickers had not been wearing his jacket when he was shot-the coat was put on
again later when the body was brought out to the river and placed there to be found. Thiswas
done because Lamont Cranston had come to find Vickers, and the killer wanted Cranston to
think Vickers had been killed in the jungle.”

Therewas asilence. At last Doctor Arthur was the one who spoke. The doctor looked at the
glowing red face of The Shadow with speculative eyes.

"If Vickers escaped, how would anyone know he had seen anything,” Doctor Arthur said.

"Only Colond Mnera. . ."

"l did not kill Vickerd" Mneracried angrily.
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The Shadow watched Doctor Arthur. Y ou were going to say that only Mneraheard the

partial message, Doctor? But that isnot true. Thereisaradio setin McNair's secret cellar.
McNair could have heard, and Heydrich Von Walthar could have heard! VVon Walther did hear
that message, or McNair told him of it. And Von Walthar killed Vickersas helater killed Kurt



Rohrbach in Zambala and tried to have Cranston killed."

Captain Johnson burst out. "Buit if Vickers escaped, how did Von Walthar find him againto

kill im?'

The Shadow loomed higher in the grey dawn. "V on Watbar did not find Gerald Vickers,
Vickers found Von Walthar! When Vickers escaped through that tunnel there was only one place
he would go-to Mukulu where his abortive message had been received. He came hereto Mukulu
and went straight to aman he trusted. Rut that man was redlly Heydrich Von Walthar and shot
Vickersl McNair had heard the message and reported it to Von Walthar, and Von Wathar was
waiting for Vickersto cometo Mukulu."

The eyes of The Shadow glowed fiercely. "Only two men remained in Mukulu when

everyone else went to the attacked village. One of them was McNair and heisdead! The

other. . ."

Doctor Arthur laughed doud. "The other was mysdlf. | was operating. | am not Heydrich VVon
Wadthar."

The Shadow moved closer to the smiling doctor. "Aren't you, Doctor Arthur? Thereis straw
inyour cellar. Y ou have been here eleven years, and Von Wathar vanished eleven years ago.
Von Wathar had medica training. Y ou were the doctor who certified the deaths on that safari
where no one died! Y ou placed the ban on anyone entering the Kanda Tract. Y ou werein
Zambda, at The Safari Club, when Rohrbach waskilled. Y ou were afraid of McNair, you never
let him out of your sight. | think if we check back very closdly we would find that Doctor James
Arthur, Alsatian patriot, died at M olsburg Concentration Camp! Y ou took his place at the end!"
"Don't be stupid, whatever you are! Look a you! Hiding in the dark like some crimina!”

Doctor Arthur cried. "Why don't you arrest him, Rain! Mneral Go ahead!"

The laugh of The Shadow filled the dawn. "L ook a them, Doctor! They are listening to me.
Now it isredly dmost over!”

"Stupid lies! What can you prove? Nothing!" Arthur shouted.

"| can prove nothing, Heydrich VVon Walthar," The Shadow intoned, "'but your fingerprints

will prove everything! The Isradlis have your fingerprints! Y ou know. ."

Doctor Arthur held the Neuhausen automatic aimed at the heart of The Shadow. Two shots
torethe dim dawn light.

The Shadow had vanished before the first shot could befired. His eerie laugh floated

mockingly.

Doctor Arthur, or Heydrich Von Walthar as he redly was, turned his pistol quickly on the
others. They dl fdl to the floor of the porch. Margo Lane did not drop. The dark-haired agent of
The Shadow fired her automatic. Doctor Arthur cursed ashis pistol flew away, shot from his
hand. He cursed once and legped over the verandah rail. In the vague grey light the doctor ran
swiftly away. Behind him they were dl shooting, but in the dim light they could bardly see him

as hetore off hiswhite coat and threw it away. He seemed to blend into the dawn, and he began
to laugh asheran.

The great black shape of The Shadow loomed up, rose up asif from the earth itself directly in

his path.
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Doctor Arthur attempted to swerve, to turn, but he could not, and the giant black shape of The
Shadow enveloped the fleeing man. Arthur screamed once and seemed to disappear into the
looming blackness of The Shadow.

When they al reached the spot, Doctor Arthur, alias Heydrich Von Walthar, The Angel of



Death, lay unconscious on the ground. He was not dead, only senseless, and Colonel Mnera
ordered hismen to take him to acdl in Mukulu headquarters.

In the grey dawn the chilling laugh of The Shadow echoed and rang through the village. A
laugh of find revenge.

Two dayslater Lamont Cranston, Margo Lane, and Stanley waited at the Zambaa airport for
their jet. Mgor Bain stood with them. Cranston had been found wandering alone in the jungle.
He had escaped from the mountain through asmall and unknown tunnel. That was his story.

"Y ou were lucky, Cranston,” Mgor Rain said.

"Those Isradlis saved me," Cranston said. "1 had only passed out when they dl thought | was
dead. A kind of shock state.”

Rain nodded dowly. "Well, weve got dl theleaders. Paulusis recovering. Well turnVon
Wathar over to the Israglis, they have earned theright to try him. The natives the Nazis abducted
are back in their villages and The Demon is dead--for now. The whole army is destroyed.”

"A good job then, Mgor," Cranston said.

"Yes" Rain said, "thanksto that man in black, if heisaman. Y ou don't happen to know
anything about him, do you, Crangton?"

"Only what | have heard here, Mgor," Cranston said.

Rain nodded dowly again. "He seemsto appear and disappear easily. Another peculiar thing,
Cranston. We had a Sergeant Mace we suspected of being an Interpol agent. He wasn't, but he
was a phony. We checked. Now he, too, has vanished. Very strange.”

Cranston smiled behind hisimpassive face. Bombardier, well again, was aready on another
mission for The Shadow.

"Theworldisfull of strangethings, Mgor," Margo said.

"Especidly shadows,” Rain said. "Or isthere only one red Shadow?"

Crangton smiled. "Perhaps only one, Mgor."

"That'swhat | think," Rain said. "And | am glad he wason my sde."

They said their goodbyes then, and Mgor Bain watched the three board their waiting jet. As
the giant aircraft taxied away, Mg or Rain was sure he heard a strange sound above the noise of
the engines-aweird and triumphant laugh asthe grest jet rose into the sky and faded toward the
north.

THE END



