MARK OF THE SHADOW
by Maxwell Grant

The Shadow fights for hisvery life against C.Y.P.H.E.R.--a clandestine globe-strangling
network of evil.

Asorigindly published in the Belmont Books paperback, May 1966.

Prologue: City In Battle

IT BEGAN in Santa Carlathe day the mayor declared hiswar on crime. Organized crime wasto
be stamped out in Santa Carla. Destroyed, obliterated. No city in the country had ever
accomplished this.

Santa Carlaisthe second largest city in the State. A beautiful city of palm trees and hibiscus,
pinetrees and bougainvillea. A busy city of expanding business and of and rapid growth. The
mountains stand brown and magnificent behind the city, theincredibly blue seawashesits
beaches.

It became a battlefield.

Five men died suddenly in the streets within afew weeks.

There seemed little rhyme or reason to the killings. On victim was aknown hoodlum. Another
was aknown gambler of the worst reputation. But the third was a bartender with no known
crimina associations, and the fourth and fifth were solid, respected citizens.
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All five died within amonth of the mayor's declaration of war on crimein SantaCarla. All
five were shot down on the public streets at night.

All five had been done when they died.

None had been robbed.

In each case the police of Santa Carla could find clues, no witnesses, no clear or immediate
motive, no marks or struggle, and no hint to the identities of thekillers.

But there was no mistaking the signs--it had al the marks of an old-fashioned gang war. The
citizens of Santa Carlawere up in arms. And they were afraid.

They locked their doors at night.

When they had to walk the night streets of the city, they walked rapidly and looked behind
them.

They were behind the mayor, but they were worried, afraid. The eyes of the entire state, even
the nation, were on Santa Carla. The police seemed powerlessto stop the degths, or to find the
killers

Therewastalk, after the fourth killing, of an outside Crime Commission. The mayor backed
his police dl theway, but he admitted that the task waslarge.

Then there were two more deaths, killings. The city made up its mind. The crime commission
was formed.

Thefirst of the two killings that forced Santa Carlato call in outside help was not amurder. A
man died, was killed, but it was not murder. Not to the citizens of Santa Carla, and not to the rest
of the State or nation.

At one o'clock that morning the Santa Carla Police received atelephone cdl. The excited
caler wasthe owner of amotel on the southern edge of the city. The owner's name was Max
Goleta, the motel was named the El Capitan and the areawas the worst in the city.



Max Goletaand his El Capitan Motel were well known to the police. But on thisnight it was
Max Goletawho called the police to come to the El Capitan. The owner was adarmed.

"She's getting killed! Hurry! | heard shots!" Goleta shouted into the telephone from his office,
"Sow and straight, Max," the desk sergeant said into the telephone.

"In one of my cabing Three shots! Everyonesydlin' out here" Goleta shouted.

"We're on our way," the desk sergeant said.

The police arrived at the El Capitan within five minutes. The crowd of frightened, screaming
guests of the motel milled like sheep around alighted cabin. Max Goleta himself met the police.
The owner was abnormaly agitated.

"Comeon!" Goletacried.

There were four policemen--two uniformed patrolmen and two detectives. The man in charge
was Detective Lieutenant Joseph Moss.

It was Moss who entered the lighted cabin first.

Thetal, distinguished man who stood aonein the center of the cabin living room smiled

rather grimly at the detective. The man was grey-haired, well-dressed, and held a snub-nosed .38
cdiber Police Specid in hismanicured hand.

Lieutenant Moss stared.

"Y our Honor!"

"I have touched or moved nothing, Officer,” the mayor said. "I did not leave the room. |

waited exactly where | was until you came. That was correct, | believe?"
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Moss nodded dowly. "Yes, Your Honor. That was correct. Canyou. .. ?'

"Hethreatened me. Hetried to kill me. I think you will find that his pistol has been fired once.
The bullet should bein thewall just behind me."

Lieutenant M oss looked down at the floor for the first time. The dead man was a short,

swarthy manin hisfifties. Moss did not have to search for identification. The lieutenant knew the
man on sght: even in death. Giorgio Fugtdli, dias Jmmy Faugt, dias Two-Finger Jm, dias Joe
Fusto, alias so many other names Moss could not have remembered haf of them without
consulting the record. A known Mafialeader. A known killer. Moss |ooked at the mayor.

"He caled me and suggested a meseting. He said to come done, he had vital information for
me," the mayor explained. "l suppose | should have expected atrap, but . . . Well, you know how
anxiouswe are, er, Officer?

"Moss, Sir. Detective Lieutenant Moss."

"Well, Maoss, you know how it has been. | imagine | wastoo anxious. | did have the senseto
come armed. He missed, | did not. | have a permit, of course.”

Lieutenant Moss only nodded. He instructed his men to get to work on the norma homicide
routine. They were ingtructed to check every detail of the mayor's story. He took the mayor to
headquarters himsdlf. One thing puzzled Joe Moss.

"Goletasaid it was awoman who was shot.”

"Ridiculous. Did he see awoman shot?*

"No gr, but he swears he saw awoman go into the cabin before you arrived. He saw no man,
and no one came out."

"l saw no woman," the mayor said, thoughtfully. "Still, as Goletasaid, | arrived last. Perhaps
she came with him and left before | came. Or perhaps Faust had her in another room, the
bedroom. All I cantell you, Lieutenant, isthat Faust called me and washerewhen | arrived.”
Moss nodded. He had searched the bedroom, of course, and found nothing.

The mayor was released |ater that morning. It was a pure case of self-defense. Faust was no
great loss. The citizens of Santa Carlawere satisfied. The police thought the mayor had been
foolish to take such arisk, and made him promise to never go aone on such an errand again, but
they exonerated him completely. The physica evidence confirmed hisstory infull.



The mayor did not exonerate himself.

Heingsted on suspending himsdf from office in favor of the deputy mayor pending afull
inquiry and an officid verdict. Heingsted that even amayor mugt follow thefull |etter of the
law.

"That iswhat thelaw isfor, gentlemen. No man can be abovethelaw in any way."

The mayor was gpplauded, of course. Ashislast act until fully exonerated, the mayor
suggested that the outside Crime Commission be called into the city.

The second killing made the City Council agree.

That same morning, no more than ten minutes after the police had received the frantic call
from Max Goleta, the ditrict attorney of Santa Carla, Drake Hind, waskilled by afusiliade of
shots as he dowed his car at astreet corner to alow another car to passin front.

The didrict attorney, it was determined, had been driving very fast through the city from his
home when he had to dow at the intersection for the other car. There waslittle doubt that the
other car had been part of atrap to kill Drake Hind.
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A man, acting suspicioudy near the scene of the murder of the digtrict attorney, was captured
in apolice dragnet. The man was found to be a suspected member of the Mafiain Santa Carla
The man was arrested at once.

The next day the Crime Commission was impounded.

And that wasredlly when it dl began.
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THE CITY JAIL of Santa Carla occupiesthetop four floors of the Courthouse Building. Itisa
tall, modern building in sharp contrast to the Spanish style architecture of the rest of the officia
buildings of the city. It isnot amaximum security ingtitution, Snceit isintended only for

holding prisonersawaiting trid. Or prisoners awaiting not tria but interrogation. Or, perhaps,
awaiting something no one else could know.

VitaMaggiore was waiting for something. The sugpected Mafia man, suspected participant in
thekilling of Didrict Attorney Hind, sat on hisbunk in the cell of thecity jail and talked to
himsdf. He taked softly, steadily, haf in English and hdf in Itdian. Hetaked asif to quell a
great fear.

"All right. So hekiss," and he sworein Itaian. " A kiss. So? He kissed me, compare, why

not?'

Vito Maggiore stood up, paced the dark and narrow cell like a caged animal.

"No, likethat akissit isnot compare!”

Maggiore stopped in the center of the dark cell.

"Thekiss, mio Dio! Thekis3"

Asif thiswere something too hard to bear, Maggiore seemed to stagger where he stood. He
swayed. The smal swarthy man reached out to catch hold and found nothing but air. He took
two steps on his shaky legs, and sat heavily on the single bunk again. Then he swore.

"Coward! Pig! What must be must be. Che serg, seral™

He seemed to change actua physical shape as he sat there on the narrow bunk in the silent

cdl. Hegrew taler, sat stronger and straighter. Down the dim corridor outside the cell aman
moaned. Someone somewhere whimpered. Maggiore smiled, curled hislipsin asneer. Women!
No, not him. Che sera, sera! Maggiore lay down on the bunk, his hands steady, his eyes cold but
no longer afraid.



Helay there for along minute. His eyes closed in readiness for peaceful deep.

The laugh came from nowhere,

An eerielaugh that had no source, no direction.

A weird, chilling laugh that hung likeacloud inthedim cdll.

Maggiore jerked awake.

"What?Whothe. . ."

Maggiorelay rigid, hiseyes darting like the eyes of atrapped rabbit.

The cold, mirthlesslaugh came again. Vito Maggiore at up on the narrow bunk, al the fear
returned to his eyes. He stared frantically around the dim cell.

"Where are you? What isthis? Mio Dio, | go crazy!"

Maggiore grasped his head in both his hands, the on hands histemples, pressing againg his
templesasif to squeeze out the sound of the chilling laugh that came from nowhere. The eyes of
the swarthy man were closed asif to hide from the eerielaugh that filled the silent cell.

"Y ou are not insane, Vito Maggiore!”

Thevoice, likethelaugh, floated in the dim cdll like awraith without source.

"Y ou do not imagine this voice, Maggiore. Thisvoiceisnot anillusion you can escape behind
closed eyes.”
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Maggiore shook hishead. He held his head in both hands, eyes closed tight in the dark cell.
"No...no...no..."

The voice was grim. "Open your eyes, Vito Maggiorel”

Maggiore shook his head, covered his ears now. His eyestightly closed, the swarthy prisoner
turned to thewall, huddled on the narrow bunk, ears covered to shut out the voice.
"Maggiore!" the voice commanded. A stern voice that shook the dim cell.

On the bunk Maggiorelay rigid, huddled, turned away from the voice. Then, imperceptibly at
firgt, the small prisoner moved, shivered. Maggiore shuddered, hiswhole body straining. He
srained to lie where he was, but his body moved, began to turn on the narrow bunk.

"Sit up!" the unseen voice commanded.

Maggiore turned on the bunk. His hands came away from his ears. His eyes opened. He sat on
the edge of the bunk. Hiseyesblinked asif he knew he did not want to do what he was doing but
could not help himsalf. Hismind would not obey him. A thick cloud seemed to fog hismind. He
blinked, and did what the strange voice commanded.

"Look at me!"

Maggiore looked. Hiseyes, blinking Hill, trying to understand what was happening to him,
turned asif drawn by some powerful magnet. The cloud in his mind thinned and thickened asif
he stood on a swirling misty moor. Now, as his eyes turned toward the voice, drawn to the voice,
the mist thinned in hismind.

VitaMaggiore looked and moaned softly.

Before him acrossthe dim cell he saw alooming shape--a black, vague, indistinct shape that
seemed to emerge from the darkness, that seemed to be part of the dark itself. A shape, figure,
that seemed to flow and blend into the shadows, that seemed to have come from the stone walls
themsalves. A dark shadow that towered over him.

Then Maggiore saw the face--and the eyes.

A face and two burning eyesthat floated above him in the dark cell. The cell itsalf seemed
suddenly much darker, and only thefiery eyes glowed. Hard, piercing eyesthat had alight of
their own, and a the same time glowed with the reflected red light of ajewe that shined on the
finger of along, thin hand.

The glow of the strange ring illuminated the head and shoulders of the figure that stood before
Vito Maggiore. The weird light revealed aface with astrong, hawklike nose below the piercing
eyes. The eyes stared at Maggiore from benesth the brim of awide black douch hat. The high



collar of ablack cloak hid the face below the sharp nose. A sweeping black cloak shrouded the
figure and faded away to blend into the dark of the cell.

The towering figure moved. Silently it seemed to glide closer to Vito Maggiore. The swarthy
prisoner stared up, hismind clearer, aware of the powerful shape before him. And yet, somehow,
unable to move, unable to scream the scream that welled up in histhroat. A scream that suddenly
vanished from hismind, and, in an instant, Maggiore felt calm, aimost peaceful. He looked up at
the figure. Aware that his mind, somehow, was no longer under his control. Almost glad that he
was free of the necessity to control himself.

"Who...who areyou?'

Thelooming shape stared down at Vito Maggiore.

"Men cdl me The Shadow, Vito Maggiore. | destroy evil. | battle for good and justice!”

Cam now, Maggiore nodded. "Y es, jugtice. What do you want from me?"

"Thetruth, Vito Maggiore! | want the truth!"

Maggiore nodded again. "Thetruth, yes."
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"I want to know how Drake Hind met his death. Who killed him and why?"

Maggiore blinked. "Hind? Who killed him?"*

"Who!"

Maggiore shook hishead asif toclearit. "l . . . | don't know."

"Do not try tolieto me!" the voice of thelooming black figure said harshly.

"No," Maggioresaid. "I don't know. Who or why, | don't know . . . | don't know."

The eyes of The Shadow stared down at the small man on the cell bunk. Maggiore seemed
confused, puzzled, asif he had not known until this moment that he truly did not know who had
killed Drake Hind or why. The Shadow's sharp eyes narrowed as he watched the small prisoner.
"Why did Faust try to kill the mayor?' the dark Avenger queried.

"Faugt?| don't know," Maggiore said.

"Why were you & the place where Drake Hind was killed?"

"l don't know."

The harsh laugh of The Shadow echoed through the silent cell. The cloaked Avenger moved
closer to Maggiore, hisface closeto the small prisoner.

"Y ou don't know why you were therel”

Maggiore rubbed his eyes, looked up, shook his head. "I'm not sure. | wasthere, yes, but . . .
why?I don't. . . remember."

The blazing eyes of The Shadow bored down into the smal prisoner. Maggiore seemed
genuindy confused. Asif the smal gangster were trying to remember exactly what he had been
doing &t the scene of Drake Hind's murder. The Shadow, his keen mind sharply analytical behind
his grim visage, studied the swarthy prisoner. Somehow he fdlt that the man wastelling the truth.
"Y ou don't know why you were there?' The Shadow intoned.

Maggiore blinked. "I . . . | was having adrink, yeah. She was alooker, yeah, area looker. |
remember. | had some drinks, acouple, yeah. Only . . . | must of had morethan acouple. . . |
mean, she was alooker, yeah. Then .. . . then | had to go, some business, you know? A little
business. Then . . . | wasthere, the cops, they picked meup, I .. ."

Maggioretrailed off, hisvoice fading, his eyes going blank as he stared up &t the towering

shape of The Shadow. The cloud in his mind seemed suddenly to grow thicker. Hefdt a
pressure, apushing in hisbrain, like agiant hand pressing down. The eyes of The Shadow bored
through him.

"The cops picked you up!" The Shadow said. "Then you must have been there for areason.
You killed Drake Hind!"

"No!" Maggiore said, but there was as much question in it as statement. "No, I'd remember.
Only the cops got me, I mean, | must have done something. | mean . . ."



"Y ou are amember of The Mafia?' The Shadow suddenly snapped.

Maggiore nodded. "Yeah, | ... what? No...no..."

The swarthy prisoner was on hisfeet. Suddenly, hisface contorted and drained dmost white.
There was alook of complete horror on hisface as he stared at The Shadow, hisbrain for an
instant clear again. The shock of what he had just done. He had admitted what no member of the
"family" could ever admit--that he was amember! The unforgivable. The unpardonable. For an
instant, under the shock, his brain cleared and he stared at the dark shape with thefiery eyesin
front of him.

"No! | never hear about no Mafial”

The Shadow laughed his chilling laugh. His eyes bored into the mind of the swarthy little
prisoner. The power of hismind reached out to cloud, envelop, control the mind of themanin
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front of him. The great power learned so long ago in the Orient from the Master Chen T'aTze.
The unique power given to The Shadow by the Master himself, its source known only to the
Master and, now, The Shadow.

"You are Mafial Who isyour chief? Who are the men who give you your orders! The Shadow
demanded, his powers enfolding the mind of the Mafiaman before him.

But Vito Maggiore was conditioned from the day of his birth by the black hand of the
malignant and worldwide brotherhood of crime. As The Shadow's powersinvaded hismind,
bresking down al hiswill and hisresstance, reaching to take al that he knew, the small man
ressted with al his strength. Thiswasthe ultimate test for a mafioso. The Shadow had asked the
fina forbidden question--had asked him to name, betray, his brothers, hisleaders.

"No! | know nothing!"

The Shadow fixed the man with his eyeslike aworm on asharp pin. Y ou know! Y ou will

tell mel”

Caught between the powers of The Shadow which no man could defeat or resst for long, and
the powers of dl that he had learned and believed and sworn to in alifetime, Vito Maggiore had
nowhere else to go. He must succumb to the power of The Shadow, betray his brotherhood,
or...

Vito Maggiore, in afina effort of will before the clouds of The Shadow's power closed
completely over hismind and rendered him helpless, bent to the top button of the two on hisleft
jacket deeve.

The Shadow legped forward.

Maggiore muttered a prayer--and a sharp, strangled cry.

When The Shadow bent over him, Vito Maggiore was dready a dead man, the smell of bitter
admondson hislifdesslips.

Erect in the dim cell, looking down at the dead man The Shadow had to admire the power of
the Mafia Brotherhood. Cyanide in the coat button. The Mafia had defeated him thistime, but
there would be other times. He crouched to search thelifelessform of Vito Maggiore. He found
nothing. The police had taken everything--except a cyanide coat button!

V oices came aong the corridor.

The Shadow dtraightened up. The guards, probably hearing the single strangled cry of Vito
Maggiore, were coming down the corridor. The cry had not been loud, the guards probably
thought there was nothing particularly wrong, they were not hurrying. But they would begin to
hurry when they saw what was in the cell. The Shadow blended into the darkness of a corner of
the cdl.

Two guards appeared in front of the call. They peered into the dimness. One of them pointed

to Maggiore sprawled face down on the narrow bunk.

"Look at him! Killed the DA, and degpslike ababy!"

The other guard peered more closdly, saw Maggiore'sleft hand dangling off the bunk. The



guard called sharply.

"Maggiore!”

The body on the bunk did not stir. The first guard stared.

"He's not breathing!”

Swearing, the two guards reached for the keys and stepped to open the door. Then they

looked at each other. The cell door was open. Quickly the two guards rushed into the cell and up
to the body. They bent over Maggiore, felt his pulse, and saw the blue cast of hislips.
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One of the guards suddenly straightened, turned. He blinked as he stared at adim corner of
the cell. His partner looked up a him.

"What isit?'

The guard who stared at the dim corner shook his head. He rubbed his eyes.

"I don't know. | swear | saw something move.”

This guard stepped to the dark corner. He saw nothing. He touched the walls with his hands,
looked back and forth, up and down. He rubbed his eyes again and turned to ook at the open cell
door.

"Something dark. Big and dark, likea. . . ashadow! A moving shadow. | swear | saw it
move, go out the door. Like part of the cell moving, going out.”

His partner watched him. "Y ou sure you're feding okay?*

"l don't know. | fedl funny. But | saw something!"

"Okay!"

"Someonekilled Maggiore!™

"No," thefirst guard said. "Suicide. A button on his coat. It's il in hismouth.”

"Suicide?!

"Yegh. A Mafiaout."

The guard who thought he had seen a shadow move looked at the dead man, and then &t the
cedll door.

"But the door was open.”

Thefirgt guard looked at the door. "Y eah, it was open. Only there was no onein here, and no
one could have gotten out past us. He could have gotten out of the cell, But not out of the
corridor."

The two guards thought about this before they turned to go and report the death of Vito
Maggiore.

At thefar end of thejail corridor, the single guard remaining at his post beyond the last barred
door looked up amoment later. This guard stared at the closed and barred window near him. The
guard was sure that something had passed him, something like a puff of wind.

He saw nothing, and the window was closed. He checked the door into the cell block. It was
closed and locked. The guard decided that he was coming down with cold, had felt a sudden

chill.

Onefloor down, in acorridor in the top floor of the courthouse building before it became the

jail, there was alocked store room. No one saw the dark shape pause for a second at the door,
openit, and disappear insde.

In the store room, the door locked behind him. The Shadow did not pause. He glided, adark
phantom shape, across the storeroom. He faded into the black of arear corner. Moments later the
black corner seemed to move and The Shadow returned--but it was not The Shadow. Thefigure
that came out of the black where The Shadow had gone was a different person.

The new man seemed smdller than The Shadow, stockier and shorter, although he was

actually none of these things. Instead of the burning eyes of The Shadow, the new man had
hooded eyes, impassive in the dim room. His face that betrayed no emotions, and his half-closed



eyes, had aquiet, thoughtful aspect. A quiet, steedy, passve face where the face of The Shadow
was dl power and vitdity. And yet, with dl the differences, the short-cropped grey hair, the
impeccable busi ness suit, the features of the new man seemed to Strangdly resemble the hawklike
features of The Shadow.
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Thiswas not a coincidence. The man now in the room was Lamont Cranston, wedlthy

socidite and international businessman, close friend and helper of Police Commissioner Ralph
Weston of New Y ork, well-known amateur criminologist--and the mgjor ater-ego The Shadow
presented to the world to hide histrue identity. There were only afew who knew that The
Shadow and Lamont Cranston were one and the same. Only the members of the cloaked
Avenger'sfar-flung secret organization, that small but powerful army of dedicated crimefighters,
knew that their chief and Lamont Cranston were the same. There were none, no one on Earth,
who knew what the true identity of The Shadow was. Only two had ever known--The Shadow
himsalf, and his master Chen T'a Tze. Now, with the Master long dead, only The Shadow
himsalf knew who hereally was. And it did not matter who he had been, what man he had been
born. That man was gone. The Shadow was, how, only The Shadow--a cloaked instrument of
good and justice in an evil world, aman of many faces across the world. Now he was Lamont
Cranston.

Lamont Cranston, standing in the dim storeroom, listened to the sounds out in the corridor.

His super hearing waited for what he wanted to hear. Then he heard it--the members of the
newly appointed crime commission, summoned by the report of the death of Maggiore, were
passing aong the corridor toward the sairsup to jall.

Cranston waited. Then he opened the door and stepped out into the corridor. The members of
the commission were just ahead. One of them turned as Cranston approached.

"Ah, Lamont, you got my message! | was afraid you might not join usin time,”

Commissioner Weston of New Y ork said.

"Intime, Commissioner?' Crangton said quietly. "Has something happened?!

"Il say it hed Maggiorekilled himsdf!™

With the eyes of al the members of the commission on him, Cranston feigned great surprise.
Inwardly, he was doing two very different things: he was studying the faces of the commission
members, and he was thinking about what he, as The Shadow, had learned from Vito Maggiore.
But Cranston was not the only man thinking, at that precise moment, about what had been
learned from Vito Maggiore.

2

AT THISHOUR the gtreet in front of the Santa Carla Courthouse and City Jail was dark and
deserted. Traffic that passed was light, and did not dow down, passing from one maor highway
through the city to another. The areawas old, a place of dums and cheap rooming houses. An
area of old brick buildings built in past days when the state was young, when there had been gold
and slver and few men gave their right names. A place of chegp taverns, shabby pool hals, the
barren eating places of the poor and vagrant. An area of dark doorways recessed into old
buildings.

In one of these dark doorways, directly across from the marble steps of the tall courthouse
building, there was a man. He was hidden, and he was watching the steps or the courthouse.
From time to time this man stepped closer to the front of the doorway and looked up toward the
high windows of the city jail above. When he stepped out it could be seen, if there had been
anyone to see, that he was athin, dapper man of average height. Neat, well-dressed, smooth-
faced and well-cared-for, the man'siron-grey hair made him look not unlike any other



prosperous and respected businessman.
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But his eyes were not the eyes of aquiet businessman. His eyes were smdll, flat, hard and

cruel. Deadly eyesthat looked up toward the windows of thejail with no expression a all. Cold
eyesthat stared coldly, calculating, up to thejail above. He seemed to be waiting. Watching and
waliting, hiseyes moving dowly over aperiod of time from thejail aboveto thewide marble
steps of the courthouse below. He seemed to be not only waiting, but expecting something.

The dapper man had been hidden in the doorway for many hours.

He had come to the doorway directly from insde the courthouse itsdlf. In the courthouse he

hed visted the jail. He was the only visitor aman in the cell next to Vito Maggiore had had. The
records showed that he was the lawyer of the man in the cell next to Maggiore. The records
showed that his name was Max Beers. His name was not Max Beers, hewas not alawyer, he did
not know the man in the cell next to Maggiore, except by name, and he had not actudly visited
the man in the next cdll. He had visited Vito Maggiore. He had talked to Vito Maggiore while he
was, supposedly, talking to the man in the next cell. He had done thiswell, cleverly, with no one
susgpecting that his voice was loud in the next cdll so that Maggiore could hear him. Before he
left, he had stopped in front of Maggiore's cell. He had caled Maggiore to the bars of the cell
door. He had, through the bars, kissed Vito Maggiore. He had kissed Maggiore once, and smiled
at Maggiore, and |ft.

He had come straight to the doorway across the street to wait.

Now, some hours later, he ill stood in the doorway. He smoked. No emotion showed on his
thin, well-cared-for face. No anxiety, no weariness, no impatience. He just stood, smoked, and
waited. For much of the time he did not even move. Only hishand, raisng and lowering his
cigarette. Motionless, hidden, he watched the people go in and out of the courthouse building. He
was 0 quiet, so ill, that the few people who passed the doorway did not even suspect that he
was there. From time to time the dapper man let his cold eyes rove dong the entire street,
studying the buildings, the other doorways, the dleys. He saw nothing that disturbed him. He
was satisfied. He continued hiswaiting, sure that he was unobserved.

He waited in the doorway precisdy four hours. Then he smiled. What he had been waiting for
happened.

A bright light went on above in the window of acell. Far off above there were voices. Loud
voices and many voices. A few moments later an ambulance screamed up with its Siren wailing
franticdly. Two men in white ran into the rear entrance of the courthouse. Soon after the car of
the mayor arrived. The mayor himsalf ran up the steps of the courthouse. Moments after that four
reporters, known to the man in the doorway, hurried out of the courthouse and ran to their cars.
Next to arrive was an assistant district attorney, Gerald Symes, who was now DA &fter the degth
of Drake Hind. The man in the doorway watched it al. The man stepped from the doorway. He
smiled. Hetook out along, thin cigar and lighted it. He puffed contentedly and laughed once
aloud. He spoke once, aloud.

"Graze, Vito, compare mio. Seep well."

Smiling, the dapper man turned away and walked briskly to the nearest corner. A long, black

car seemed to materialize from nowhere. The thin, dapper man stepped into the car and closed
the door. The car pulled away, moving dowly and in no hurry. When it reached the next corner it
turned and vanished. No onein the car observed the next events on the street in front of the
courthouse.

Theingtant the car turned into the cross street, aman on amotorcycle emerged from an dley

not far from the doorway where the dapper man had been hidden. The motorcyclist wasasmall,
dender man with abeard, goggles, and wearing ablack leather jacket. Hislongish, dark hair
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streamed out in the wind as he turned the motorcycle after the black car. His booted feet kicked



the cycle around the corner after the black car, and, in turn, he vanished from the courthouse
Street.

Before the bearded cyclist had made histurn, a United States Mail truck appeared on the

street from behind the courthouse. The mail truck seemed to hesitate, asif the driver were
deciding which way to turn, and then, casudly, the truck turned in the same direction asthe
black car and the motorcycle. It went around the corner only seconds later than the motorcycle.
For some blocks the mail truck continued to follow the motorcycle. After ten blocks the bearded
cyclist had come close behind the black car. The mail truck was till behind the motorcycle. In
this order, the three vehicles proceeded dong the streets of Santa Carla. In the mail truck, the
driver, wearing the blue uniform of the United States Post Office Department, flicked aswitch

on his dashboard and picked up an innocent-seeming dashboard cigarette lighter.

"Code Ten, urgent. Agent 3, Harry Vincent. Comein Control Centra. Code Ten, caling
Burbank, Control Centrd. Agent 3, Harry Vincent."

The driver watched the motorcycle and the black car ahead. The traffic was now heavy inthe
center of Santa Carla. But the black car appeared neither darmed nor in ahurry. The cyclist was
ableto follow with care, and the mail truck followed the cyclist while the driver of the truck
continued to make his call over the hidden radio.

"Code Ten direct. Comein Control Centrd."

It was adim blue-lighted room hidden high in the Park Avenue office building. A man, al but
hidden by the blue light of the room, bent over alarge, rectangular instrument that seemed to
glow adeeper bluein the room. On the instrument there were dials and gauges and around grid
that was a gpeaker. The man in the blue room operated the instrument without touching it--it
was an advanced, unique communications machine that operated only when apeculiar ring on
the hand of the man was passed over it.

"Report, Agent 3! Burbank, Central Control."

Theblue glow filled theroom asif it came from thewalls and ceiling themsdal ves--but no
wallsor celing werevishle. Only the man, and the communications machine that hummed
softly. No entrance or exit could be seen. No sound entered the blue room. No vibrations. No
movement. Asif the blue room did not exist on this Earth, but floated somewherein space. And,
infact, the blue room did not exist, not to anyone but the few members of The Shadow's
Organization who knew it was there. It appeared on no plans, existed on no directory. There
were no entrances or exits known to anyone but The Shadow, his secretary and First Agent,
Margo Lane, and Burbank, the communi cations agent who never |eft the city. Secret asit was
this blue room was only one of the blue-lighted rooms hidden behind the e egant facade of the
New Y ork offices of Lamont Cranston Enterprises, Inc. The other rooms were known only to
The Shadow himsdlf. The headquarters of The Shadow were the ultimate in security--unseen,
unknown, and unsuspected. They had never been entered by an enemy.

The voice of the distant mailman, Harry Vincent, Agent 3 of The Shadow, entered the room.
"Observation of exterior of Santa Carla Courthouse resulted in identification of two other men
aso observing. One, athin, grey-haired man watched for four hours until arrival of mayor,

DA Gerdd Symes, and ambulance. This man then left and entered a black car. The second
watcher isabearded young man riding amotorcycle. He is now following the black car. | am
following both men. Will continue survellance, report again later.”

"Very good, Agent Vincent," Burbank said.
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The communications expert passed hisfiery ring, areplicaof the glowing ring on the hand of
The Shadow worn by al agents of the far-flung organization, over the large console. Theroom
became silent. Burbank passed the ring across another sensor on the console. The report was
immediately repesated from its permanent tape that would eventudly enter thevast filesof The



Shadow. Burbank passed the ring athird time. The console hummed again.

"Burbank reporting to chief. Burbank, Code 10. Direct relay to chief."

In the blue room the console continued to hum in the tota silence of its hidden location in the
heart of the grest city.

Behind the courthouse in Santa Carlaa man wearing the uniform of a chauffeur lounged asif
adeep inthefront seat of ablack Rolls-Royce limousine. The man was not adeep. Hewas dert
and observing dl that went on around him. Beneeth histrim chauffeur's uniform was an
automatic he knew how to use. The chauffeur gave no outward sign asatiny light glowed now
on the dashboard of the Rolls-Royce. Casudly, he took out the dashboard cigarette lighter,
passed hissmall, glowing ring in front of the dash.

"Sanley, Agent 2."

"Burbank, Control Central," asoft voice said from nowhere. "Report from Agent 3 for the
chief."

"Chief unavallable™

"Accept report on tape,” the voice of the distant Burbank said.

The chauffeur passed hisring over the glove compartment of the Rolls-Royce. "Report.”
When the report was finished, tape to tape, the chauffeur shut off his equipment and waited a
long minute. His aert eyes made certain he was unobserved. Then he dowly began to run the
glowing ring on hisfinger until it blazed brighter. After atime, the glow died from thering, and
the chauffeur went back to hisfeigned deep in the front seet of the Rolls-Royce.

Lamont Crangton sat sllently againgt thewall of the large, opulent conference room on the
highest floor of the courthouse benesth the city jail. Nothing showed on hisimpassive face ashe
listened to the members of the crime commission going, once more, over the strange deeth of
Vito Maggiore. He could say nothing. Only The Shadow knew what had happened, and the
secret of The Shadow was not known even to Police Commissioner Weston. It was a secret that
could never be reveded.

Where he sat, Cranston could hear even the smallest whisper at the long conference table
where the commisson members discussed the events. His hearing was the super-hearing of The
Shadow. As Cranston, or any of the many ater-egos of The Shadow, he had al the powers and
skills and knowledge of the black-cloaked Avenger--except one. Cranston had the hearing, the
power of seeing in the dark, the total muscular control of hisbody that could even change his
face by an act of will, the kill to dedl instant death with his hands, al the occult and mysterious
secrets|learned with so much effort in hisyearsin the Orient. But he did not have the power of
The Shadow to cloud men's minds, to render them helpless before the glow of hiseyes.

The power to cloud men's minds, learned so long ago from the great Chen T'a Tze, required

the secret black cloak, the black douch hat, and the fire-opal girasol ring.

The power was not in these things, it was a power of the mind, its source not known even to
Chen T'aTze, but it could not be used without the cloak, the dark hat, the glowing ring on the
long finger of The Shadow. These things had been presented to The Shadow by the dying hand
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of the Master himsdf. Only one man in each generation could have this power. Chen T'aTze had
selected The Shadow to use the power well. The dark Avenger had never failed the trust.

Now, he listened to the deliberations of the commission in hisrole as specia assistant to

Police Commissioner Weston who had been named amember of the crime commission. The
secret garb of The Shadow was secure inside his clothes, undetectable in its hidden pockets.
Thereto be used ingtantly if the time came for The Shadow to appear. Even now, as he sat
impassive, his hooded eyes seemingly relaxed, he was aware of the faint sound of the girasol

ring. Stanley was aerting him to areport for The Shadow. But he could not accept the report



now. It would keep. He concentrated his passive gaze on the members of the crime commission
ranged around the long table, their assistants behind him even ashewas.

There were four members of the crime commission, each aman of ability and great

reputation.

Chairman was Walter Bedsole Bailey, the financier, stockbroker, adviser of presdents. Twice
dtate crime commissioner of this state; three times federal special assistant to the Congress; chief
of three different war planning boards. A man not young, but not as old by far aswould have
been expected from hislong record of distinguished service. Because Wdter Bedsole Bailey had
been amillionaire, aleader of business, at the age of twenty-fivel Now nearly sixty, thetal,
ramrod straight man, hishair dmost white, was an imposing figure, and he ran the specid
commisson with coal efficiency.

Morgan Sater, Professor of Criminology at Chase University in Ohio, and former chief of

Ohio State Police. A cold-eyed, physicaly powerful man of fifty-five with jet black hair that had
no trace of grey, Sater was aman who had actualy dedt hand-to-hand with criminals, and who
was a so perhaps the most informed authority on crimein the country. In Ohio, where he was
known to police and hoodlum aike as"Sir Henry" Morgan, Sater had made his State Police a
model of hard, ruthless, but impeccably clean efficiency. Asaprofessor, no one knew more
about thefield.

The smal, wiry, pipe-smoking man was Samued Bauermann, noted attorney and former

federal judge. One of the mogt brilliant attorneys ever to practice crimind law in the country,
Bauermann was the exact opposite of both "Sir Henry" Morgan Slater, and Walter Bedsole
Bailey--an open, smiling, deceptively jolly little man. To look at Bauermann, and to talk to him
before he was ready to work on you, wasto fedl you were talking to some not-very-bright
shopkeeper with a happily stupid disposition. Bauermann was far from stupid, or even happy.
(Clarence Darrow himsdlf had once said that if you had an impossible case, cometo him. If it
was a hopeless case, go to Sam Bauermann.) As ajudge Bauermann had been equally brilliant,
and agtern dispenser of law. But he had abruptly left the federal bench, saying that there were a
lot of good judges to sentence the guilty, and not enough lawyersto defend the innocent. No
longer needing money, Samuel Bauermann devoted hiswork to defending only men accused of
the highest crimes and who had no money.

The fourth member of the specia crime commission in Santa Carla was Police Commissioner
Ralph Weston of New Y ork. The socidly prominent Commissioner Weston was a recognized
expert on al police matters and a confidant of presidents. A close persond friend of Lamont
Crangton, and afellow member of the ultra-exclusive Cobalt Club in New Y ork, Weston had
selected Crangton as his persond assstant with the specia crime commission. (Influenced by the
powers of The Shadow in this choice, but unaware of this.) The other commission members each
had assstants dso. Chairman Bailey's specia assstant was awell-known private detective
named Allen Richards, asmal, compact, dender man who had built his agency from aone man
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operation into a powerful organization of trained investigators that operated nationwide. Both
Richards and Cranston had status as Specia Investigators with the commission. The other two
members, Sater and Bauermann, had contented themsalves with gppointing their persona
private secretaries, both attractive and efficient young ladies, astheir assigtants.

It was Allen Richards, the dender assistant to Chairman Bailey, who opened the serious
discussion in the e egant conference room.

"Wadll, it ssems obvious now that we have afull-fledged Mafiawar on our hands, eh,
gentlemen?'



BEHIND HISimpassive eyes, Lamont Cranston studied the faces of the Commission members.
They all seemed to agree with the statement of Richards. It was areasonable statement--from
the facts they knew. But Cranston, in possession of the knowledge of The Shadow about the
death of Maggiore, was not quite so sure. There had been, well, peculiarities.

"Y ou think, then,” Weston said, "that it isthe Mafia, who killed Hind, and the others, ina
battle againgt the clean-up campaign of the mayor? That the suicide of Maggiore provesthis?'
Richards nodded. "It ssemsthe only conclusion, Commissioner.”

"A typicd Mdfiapattern,” Chairman Bailey said. "Bribery, murder, and, when captured,
suicide to protect the brotherhood.”

Weston looked at Cranston. "Lamont? What do yon think?"

"AsMr. Bailey says, Commissioner, it isthetypical pattern,” Cranston agreed, hisface
impassive. "Stll, them are some unanswered questions. For ingtance, the police have not actualy
found any proof that Maggiorekilled, or wasinvolved in any way, with Drake Hind."

"True, Mr. Crangton,” Samuel Bauermann said. "No one has convinced me that Maggiore did
anything yet."

Bailey laughed. "Come, come, Sam! Let'snot carry your defense of the innocent too far.”

"The defense of theinnocent can never be carried to far, Walter," Bauermann said evenly.
"Now, Sam, Maggiore was obvioudy a Mafiaman. Can the Mafiaever beinnocent?' Balley
chided.

"Y es, Walter, they can,” Bauermann chided in return. "The Mafialike anyone elseisinnocent
until proven guilty. That isour law. In fact that is our grestest gift to mankind. We do not,
theoreticdly, believein guilt by association. Not even Mafiaassociation.”

Morgan Sater laughed harshly. "Sir Henry" looked at the small, mild-mannered lawyer.
Bauermann met hishard look with an equally hard return stare. Morgan Sater laughed again.
"If wedid not believein guilt by association, Sam," Sater said, "about elghty percent of

police work couldn't be done and you know it. We'd never make an arrest if we didn't assume
that if you associate with criminas, and criminal organizations, you are probably acrimina. We
wouldn't make many arrestsif we didn't assume aman guilty until he proves heisinnocent.”
"That, Morgan, is police work. Perhapsit is even proper for the police to assume guilt, and
operate on guilt by association. But the courts, the jury, and the citizens must operate on the
other principles. In avery rea sense, Morgan, it isthe job of courts, juries, and citizensto protect
ther felow citizensfrom the policel”

Commissioner Weston nodded adow agreement with the wiry lawyer. Morgan Sater was
about to make an angry regjoinder, when Chairman Bailey held up his hand.
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"Come, come, gentlemen. Very interesting, but we are not here to be a debating society. We
will leave that to the theorists and the men who write books. We are here to dedl with acrime
war in Santa Carlal™

There was asilence. Bailey nodded approval.

"Good. Then we have aMafiawar against the city. Or can anyone present some other
explanation?’

Morgan Sater rubbed his powerful chin. "Thereis no evidence of police corruption. The
forceisafineone, if alittletoo small for thejob. | can find no hint of vendity on the part of the
police, the DA's office, or the mayor's office."

"What about the state organizations?' Weston asked.

"| found nothing,” Slater said.

Chairman Bailey frowned. The digtinguished financier seemed worried. Heturned to his
specid investigator, Allen Richards. The dender private detective seemed equaly concerned. It
was Bailey who findly spoke.



"I'm not so sure, Morgan. | had Allen there do alittle investigating for me privately. | fear

there may be some hint of bribery in the State Police."

Richards leaned forward. "We're not too sure of the governor himself, there are some
asociations of his| don't quite like. Everyone knows that the Mafiais strong in the capital city.
Y ou know the governor favorslegd gambling.”

Lamont Cranston stood up. He stood quietly, hisface compaosed, revealing nothing of the

fiery mind of The Shadow that was working behind the facade of Cranston. The socidlite spoke
softly, calmly.

"We are missing the actua details of the murders. We are assuming thet the last two arein the
pattern of thefirst five, but they are not. Consder them. They don't fit the pattern. They were not
single men shot down on the street without clues of any kind. In addition, they don't fit aMafia
pattern. It ismost unusua for aMafiamember to be caught wandering around the scene of his
crime!”

Sater looked at Bailey. "Cranston has apoint. He's right, you know? The Brotherhood is
customarily much more efficient than that.”

"Which brings us to the mayor's meeting with Faust,” 'Cranston said quietly. "They were not
particularly efficient there, ether.”

"You're not suggesting thet . . " Bailey began.

"I'm not suggesting anything, Mr. Bailey, only that for such an experienced crimina
organization, they appear to have been somewhat inefficient in these two cases.”

"Which means," Sater snapped, "that you suspect some form of colluson! | mean, what other
dternative there?'

Samud Bauermann laughed softly. "I think, my dear Morgan, that Mr. Crangton is suggesting
that thereisanother alternative. If | am correct, heis suggesting that perhaps our friendsin the
Mafia have some reason for being so abnormally clumsy.”

Crangton smiled at thewiry little lawyer. "Yes, | had something of that naturein mind. What |
am redlly suggesting, gentlemen, isthat thereis more here than meetsthe immediate eye.
Something, well, peculiar. | can't put my finger oniit, if I could it wouldn't be odd or peculiar, but
| fed that something isnot normd.”

Weston pressed the point. "But in what way, Lamont?'

"I don't know. It could bejust unusual clumsiness mistakes caused by haste, fear or panic on
the part of the Mafiahere. Or it could be some devious scheme of the Brotherhood. Or it could
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even bethat there is some sort of battle within the Mafia that has made them act odd! Then, it
could bethat the Mafiais not redly involved.”

There was another silence. The distinguished and experienced members of the crime
commission looked at each other, and seemed to nod to themsalves. It was obvious that they
wereimpressed by Cranston'slogical presentation, if not completely by his points. Allen
Richards looked at the four commisson members, then at Cranston.

"I think we can't escgpe the fact that the Mafiaisinvolved,” Richards said dowly, rubbing his
smooth face. Maggiore was without a doubt Mafia, and we know Faust was. We aso know that
the mayor wasin an open war on organized crime, and in this state, if not in the whole country,
that meansfirst and foremogt, The Mafia" The dender investigator paused, looked at Cranston.
"But I'll add one more point to Cranston'sandysis. The two crimes don't redly fit the Mafia
method of operation. Now, they could have changed their usua MO, for one of the reasons
Crangton has suggested, or for some other reason, but neither incident redlly fitstheir ways--too
risky. Y ou see? The Mafiaisknown for its care, especidly in akilling. To gun down aman as
well known as Drake Hind on a public street is not their way. Nor is setting up such aclumsy
meeting--with Faust apparently alone! They usudly prefer better odds than oneto one.”
Charman Balley studied his specid investigator. The great indudtridist and political advisor



seemed to be weighing what Richards had said.

"I see, Allen. Yes, you may be right. Perhaps we need more evidence before we mount any
form of counter measures.”

Crangton shifted in his seet. "Thereis aso one more mgjor point we seem to be evading. A
point Richards just hinted &, in away. The woman."

"Woman?' Morgan Sater said.

They al appeared puzzled for amoment.

"Thewoman in the police report,” Cranston said. " The woman who was seen by the motel
owner, Max Goleta, but was seen by no one else, and was not found by the police. Lieutenant
Moss, the reporting officer, sesemed particularly puzzled by Max Goleta reporting on the
telephone that the victim was awoman, when, in fact, it was aman. The report of Moss says that
while Goletaisaman of rather low reputation, the owner is an experienced observer.”

"Panic," Morgan Sater said. "I've seen it ahundred times. Especidly in men like that punk.
Confusion, scared of being involved with the police himsdf."

"Y ou think that there was no woman?' Bailey asked Sater.

"For once | tend to agree with Morgan,” Samuel Bauermann said.

Weston was doubtful. But Allen Richards solved the matter. The dender investigator smiled

and took out his notebook. He flipped pages, stopped.

"Asamatter of fact, gentlemen, | anticipated Mr. Cranston, and looked into it. Therewas
indeed awoman. We found her. She went to Lieutenant Moss and explained that she was indeed
there with Immy Faust. She claims she went out through the bedroom window when the
shooting started. No one saw her in the confusion. Her nameis Penny Bell. Shewasa friend of
Jmmy Faust. Moss checked out her story, he was completely satisfied.”

Bailey nodded, looked at Cranston. "Well, that seems to dispose of that. About what | would
have expected, too. And asfor being aone, Faust probably underestimated the mayor, and may
even have been making some sort of play on his own, as Cranston more or less suggested.”
Richardsfaced Cranston. "What do you think, Cranston?”

"It ssemsto take care of some of my doubts, Richards,” Cranston said mildly. Behind his
hooded eyes, though, The Shadow was thinking about the peculiar words of Vito Maggiore.
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There had been something bothering Maggiore, something the dead Mafiosa did not seem to
understand. The Shadow wondered how well satisfied with the story of Penny Bdll, the woman,
Lieutenant M oss had been.

"Well, maybe | can help with some other, doubts" Richards said. "I think the Mafia had the
mayor and DA Hind on their ligt for adouble killing. Something went wrong, and Faust got
killed instead of the mayor. After al, Faust may not nave known that Mayor Rush was formerly
Major Joe Rush of the OSS, and an experienced man with agun.”

"And DA Hind?' Crangton said. "Just where was he going that night?*

"Therel canredly help,” Richards said. "Police records show that he got atelephone call

only someten or fifteen minutes before he waskilled. Obvioudy aMafiatrap. | would even
guessthe call wasto get Hind out to that motel to meet the same fate they planned for the
mayor."

"Well," Cranston agreed, "that all makes sense. Y ou think that, with Faust dead instead of
Mayor Rush, they changed their MO and had to get Hind on the street?”

"It'saworkable hypothesis" Richards said. "I don't jJump to conclusions, but we haveto art
working somewhere."

Cranston agreed with that.

Chairman Bailey nodded vigoroudy. "Good, | think that's what we must al do--get Sarted. |
say, then, until we know more, we start by recommending more police.”

Morgan Slater nodded vigoroudly. "Check. | can work with the chief and institute some better



training methods."

"We dso do athorough investigation of the digtrict attorney's office. There may be some
cluesto Hind's murder there, and | think the department could stand along look. Will you take
that on, Sam?"

"The defender to study the prosecutors? I'd be delighted,” Samuel Bauermann said.

Bailey turned to Weston. "Y ou and |, Ralph, can start planning an al out war on the Mafia

Not just here, but in the whole state, and let the governor howl!!"

"We can plan," Weston agreed.

"Fine," Balley said. "Then | think thefirst report of the commission should beto the effect

that we give the police avote of confidence, and more men, and that wethink itistimefor an dl
out effort againgt the Mafia”

The others dl nodded agreement. They began to work out atext of their statement for the
public. The secretaries worked feverishly. Allen Richards excused himsdf to get on with his
investigation work. Cranston, taking the lead from Richards, aso excused himsdf. But Cranston
had other reasons. It wastime for The Shadow to check the reports of his agents.

4

SOME TIME before the crime commission cameto its decision, the black car that had picked up
the man in front of the courthouse, and driven dowly through the city, cameto astop in front of
atavern on the dark Santa Carlawaterfront. The tavern was The Harbor Bar & Grill. It wasatwo
storey frame building out over the water, lighted by gaudy red and yellow neon signs. The area,
dock area, was dark al around it. Warehouses and shabby office buildings stood deserted at this
night hour. The black car parked in plain sight, and the three menin it got out and went into The
Harbor Bar & Grill. One of them was the man who had waited in front of the courthouse. The
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other two were younger and wore tight-fitting topcoats. The younger men walked warily, their
eyesdert and watching al around them.

After the three men had entered the tavern, the bearded motorcyclist appeared on the dark
dreet. He swung hiscycleinto an aley besde The Harbor Bar & Grill and dismounted. He left
hiscyclein thedley and walked dowly dong the street in front of the tavern. The cydlist then
entered the tavern, too. The street was deserted again. A drunk or two staggered hopefully along
the dark sidewalk on the far side of the street from the harbor, afraid that too close to the water a
sudden sway would send them into the drink. Once or twice asober citizen hurried dong looking
neither right nor Ieft in the dark neighborhood. Then, for atime, the street was entirely deserted.
Except for the mail truck parked haf ablock from The Harbor Bar & Girill.

Insde The Harbor Bar & Grill there were the usud scattered night customers, silent figures

bent close above thelr drinks asif to protect the whisky, to prevent any smal lossto theair by
evaporation.

Theinterior of the tavern was quite dark. A long bar ran dong the right wall asyou camein,
tables stood along the left wall. In the rear there were booths. At the end of the bar near the door
there was ajuke box. Before the tables began on the left wall there was a short coin-operated,
shuffleboard bowling game. In addition to the silent patrons, there was abartender in awhite
gpron dirtier than the floor, and a shabby, cronelike scrubwoman who worked on the floor and
continualy had to look up and brush her straggly grey hair from her watery blue eyes. The
bearded motorcyclist leaned on the bar at the farthest end away from the door and near the
booths. With his goggles off, he was reveded as a handsome young man despite the beard, or
perhaps because of the beard. He drank a beer, lounged, and seemed to be very interested in the



row of bottlesthat stood on the shelf behind the bar in front of the bar mirror. The booths were
clearly vigbleinthe mirror.

The dapper, grey-haired man who had watched the courthouse was seated in one of the

booths. The two younger men were with him, seated in the same booth but both on the opposite
side from the dapper older man. The older man sat al alone on hisside of the booth. He had his
back to the outside door. The two young men sat facing the door. They both watched the door
carefully. They never drank at the same time. When one drank, the other sat with his hands
resting lightly on the table the booth. Both men had their coats unbuttoned. When thefirst one
had had his drink, his hands rested on the table while the other drank. The dapper older man was
studying some papers, he seemed to have no interest in the door or in histwo young companions.
Some ten minutes after the three men from the black had entered The Harbor Bar & Girill, the
door opened again and three more men came in. Two of these newcomers were stamped from the
same mold that had made the two young men in the booth with the dapper older man--they wore
tight topcoats, they had hard, wary eyes, and they had bulgesin their pockets where some heavy
object weighted the pockets down. These two guided the third man silently toward the booth
where the dapper older man looked up now from his papers and turned to glance over his
shoulder at the third man.

Thisthird newcomer was nothing like the others. Gaudily dressed in abrown suit with awide
lighter stripe, awhite shirt with ahand-painted tie, and two tone brown shoes, thisthird arrival
was neither hard nor wary--he was terrified. A short, heavy-set, dmost fat man with atwo day
growth of thick blue beard and aface that looked asif it had never been washed, the man darted
his eyes about like atrapped animal. He stumbled twice on hisway to the back booth where the
dapper older man waited with asoft smile. The kind of smile asnake haswhen it seesitsvictim
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cornered at last. The third newcomer seemed amost paralyzed as he stumbled to the booth
helped by slent urgings from the two men with him.

"Take aseat, Max," the dapper man said, indicating a space beside him on the booth bench.
"Sure, Mr. Turk, sure, anything you say," Max Goleta said, for that was who the terrified man
was. He sat down.

The dapper man waved negligently at the four young men, said without looking a them,
"Takeawak. Me and Mr. Goleta got some business. Watch the bar."

Max Goleta sat in the booth asif the seat were made of very thin eggs. Mr. Turk smiled
benignly at the trembling motel owner. Goletatried to get agrip on himsalf, and half succeeded.
At least his hands stopped shaking, even if his blue-bearded jowls continued to vibrate. Mr. Turk
waved to the barman to bring drinks.

"For me, alittle wine, sonny. Max?'

"Whisky. Bourbon. Double,” Goletamanaged to get out one short word at atime.

"A little Wild Turkey for my friend Mr. Goleta, adouble,” Mr. Turk said to the bartender.
When the drinks arrived, Goleta downed haf his hundred-and-one proof bourbon in agulp.
Mr. Turk sipped hisred wine.

"So, Max, wetdk alittle?

"Sure, Mr. Turk, likeyou say," Goleta stammered.

"Youtel meabout it? Tell me dl about what happened to Immy Faust, okay?'

"Sure," Goletasaid, and quickly, "only | don't know nothin'. | mean, like| caled the cops. |
didn'tseedim. .. Mr. Faust. | mean, | seen this dame, and then thisguy | don't know he'sthe
mayor, and | hear the shots, and | call the cops.”

"Good, that'sfine, Max. Now we take it from the top, everything. Y ou tell me everything you
remember. It don't matter if you figureit got some meaning or not, see? You just tell meal
about it. Takeit dow, we got lots of whisky."

The dapper man beamed at his trembling companion. Their voicesfell low and, at the bar, no



one could hear what happened after that. The handsome, bearded young man moved casually
closer asfar down the bar as he could get. But he came shoulder to shoulder with the four wary
young men who stared at him. The bearded man pulled hisleather jacket closer around him and
concentrated on his beer. He swore and looked down once when the ancient crone of a
scrubwoman moved at hisfeet. On her hands and knees, scrubbing, she splashed greasy grey
water on the cyclist's polished boots, looked up with agap-toothed grin like some cackling
harpie. The bearded cyclist ignored her, but the four hard-eyed young men in the coats watched
her carefully as she passed them. She grinned up, but she splashed no water on their shoes and
crawled on over thefloor pushing her pail ahead of her.

Perhaps fifteen minutes passed before Mr. Turk nodded to hisfour young men. They ambled
to the booth. Max Goletawatched them nervoudly. Mr. Turk had stopped smiling now, and his
cold eyes seemed to fix Max Goletato his seat in the booth.

"Okay, Max, you can go. Only don't go too far, okay? | might want to talk again,” Mr. Turk
sad.

"Sure, Mr. Turk. | ain't going nowhere."

The motel owner sweated. Mr. Turk stared at him. "Good. Maybe you try to remember more,
okay?'

Sure, | remember. | mean, | try good.”

"You do that,” Mr. Turk said, nodded to his young men. " See that Mr. Goleta reaches the door
okay."
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Two of the young men hdf lifted Max Goletafrom seat and escorted him to the outside door.
One of them gave the motel owner'sarm asmall twist before helet him go. The young man
smiled and pushed Goleta out the door.

On the dark street no one moved, and the mailman in histruck had seen nothing after Max
Goletaentered The Harbor Bar & Grill. But Harry Vincent, Agent 3 of The Shadow, sat alert and
watchful. He saw Max Goleta regppear on the Street the instant the motel owner came though the
door of The Harbor Bar & Girill. He saw the dight stumble as Goleta caught his balance after the
push from Turk's man.

Goleta steadied and stood for along moment there on the sdewalk in front of the tavern door.
The motel owner seemed to take long, dow, deep breaths. Then his breathing became more
normd. He shook himsdlf asif to shake off clinging dirt. But it was only the dirt of fear. After he
had shaken himself, he seemed to become alittle tller, and he laughed once doud. He
straightened and then lighted a cigarette. He took another deep breath, smiled, and stepped across
the sidewalk to the curb. He looked up and down the deserted street, and started briskly across
the street as Harry Vincent watched from hismail truck.

Freed of the weight of fear ingde The Harbor Bar & Grill, Max Goletawaked briskly now at

an angle across the street toward the far corner. He did not see the car. Harry Vincent did. The
disguised mailman saw the big car roar out of nowhere and bear down on the unaware Max
Goleta. Vincent grabbed for his door handle and prepared to jump out. He leaned out and
shouted. Max Goleta heard the shout and saw the car at the same instant. The motel owner turned
ghastly white, seemed for an ingtant paralyzed. Harry Vincent was out of histruck. The car bore
straight down on Goleta. The motel owner moved, jumped, ran for the safety of the nearest
building. He did not make it. As Goleta reached the far curb the black car reached him. Goleta
was dammed up and forward against the building. The car careened up over the sidewalk,
Sdeswiped the building, bounced back onto the street, and roared away into the night.

Max Goletalay in apool of blood.

The motel owner did not move.

The sireet was again silent, deserted. There was only the echo of the roaring car fading into



the distance.

Harry Vincent ran toward the fallen motel owner.

AsVincent reached the motionless man, the street itself cameto life. People came from the
buildings. From The Harbor Bar & Grill the bartender was the first to gppear. He turned and
shouted back into the building. A small crowd had now emerged from all the dark doorways and
buildingsto stand around where Harry Vincent, still in his mailman's disguise, bent over the

form of Max Goleta. The bearded cyclist in the leather jacket came out of The Harbor Bar &
Grill and crossed the street to push through the crowd and ook down at Max Goleta.

"How ishe?' the cyclist asked.

"Dead," Harry Vincent said.

"Rough show," the bearded man said.

In front of The Harbor Bar & Grill, the dapper Mr. Turk stood on the sidewalk with hisfour
young men. Turk motioned with his hand. One of the young men went to look at Max Goleta,
turned and walked back to Turk. The young man spoke. Mr. Turk nodded. In the distance, now,
the sirens of police cars came closer. Someone, probably the bartender, had reported to the
police. The bearded cyclist went into the alley and got onto his motorcycle. He roared away into
the dark night. Mr. Turk and hisfour satellites went back into The Harbor Bar & Grill. The
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crowd vanished like amist in awind--the police were not popular in thiswaterfront area. Harry
Vincent returned to hismail truck.

By thetimethe police arrived there was nothing and no one left in sight on the dark street

except the dead Max Goleta and the old scrubwoman standing aonein the doorway of The
Harbor Bar & Grill. The police went to work. The scrubwoman went back inside the tavern. She
dtill carried her buckets and brushes. She limped and shuffled across the floor, barely noticed,
part of the scenery. But she did not return to work. Instead she shuffled into the back room of the
tavern. There she put down her pail and equipment, looked carefully around her, and stepped into
the mop closet. She closed the door behind her and adull red glow seemed to fill the closet.

In the red glow the scrubwoman suddenly seemed to change. Her dull eyes brightened. Her

bent shoulders squared. She stood taller, her movements no longer old and frail. Her hands no
longer shook with age, but moved quickly and efficiently to take atiny object from her pocket.
The object was asmall but thick-bottomed change purse. She pressed a clip and the bottom of
the purse opened to reved atiny microphone. The rguvenated scrubwoman passed the small

ring on her right hand over the purse. It was the ring which gave the red glow. The scrubwoman
raised the tiny microphoneto her lips.

"Margo Lanereporting. Comein, Stanley. Margo reporting from The Harbor Bar & Grill."
"Report, Margo," alow, powerful voice said from the change purse.

It was the voice not of Stanley, but of The Shadow.

Lamont Cranston sat in the back of the Rolls-Royce parked behind the courthouse of Santa
Carla. Inthe front seat Stanley kept careful watch. The chauffeur, bodyguard and agent of The
Shadow wore apair of infrared. glasses and let his gaze dowly cover the entire area around the
Rolls-Royce. Lamont Cranston appeared to be doing no more than talking into his private tape
recorder. A businessman conducting his business away from his office. But the tape recorder was
amicrophone, and the voice was not that of Cranston but that of The Shadow.

"Report, Margo."

The voice of the efficient, dark-haired woman who was the First Agent of The Shadow spoke
crisply from the distant closet of The Harbor Bar & Grill.

"Max Goleta has been killed. Run down by acar five minutes ago on the street in front of the
tavern. The car escaped. The police are here now, | don't think they will learn much.”



"Did anyone seewho wasin the car?’

"No. Harry Vincent observed the killing, but he gave me no sign that he had anything to

report beyond the fact.”

"Go on," Crangton said grimly in the voice of The Shadow.

"Before he was killed, Goleta had talked for some time to aman named Turk, Mr. Turk. This
Turk isathin, dapper man with grey hair. Heis obvioudy aleader of somekind. He hasfour
gunmen with him. They take orders.”

"Yes, Margo, as| suspected. Marco Tucci, dlias Mack Turk, dias The Turk. A Mafialeader |
know only too well. Heisnot aloca man. He must have come in after the death of Faust. Thet is
why | had you infiltrate The Harbor Bar & Grill, it was known as a headquarters of Jmmy Faust.
He, Turk, isaso obvioudy the man who was watching the city jail. Waiting for Maggioreto
commit suicide, of course. What did he and Goletatalk about?*

"The events of the night Faust waskilled by the mayor. | could not hear most of it, but clearly
Turk wantsto know more about that night.”
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"Sodol, Margo," Crangton said grimly. "Go on."

"The only other person of interest was a bearded young man who rides a motorcycle. He
seemed more than interested in the conversation of Turk and Goleta, but | don't think he heard
much. He went to the body after the hit and run, but he only asked if the man were dead. Then he
drove off."

"l see," Crangton said. "I think we better try to find out just who and what this motorcyclist is.

All right, Margo, | think | had better have atak with Lieutenant Moss. The death of Goleta
seemsto indicate that there is much more to know about the events at the motel that night. |
blame mysdlf, we moved too dowly."

"What shall | do, Chief?' Margo's voice asked.

"Remain at your post, keep a close watch on Turk and anyone he meets.”

"Very good," Margo said, and her voice faded and was gone.

In the back of the Rolls-Royce Lamont Cranston sat for atime. Max Goleta was dead--for
some reason silenced, killed. Why? By whom? The Mafia? Y es, it was possible, he could have
been set up by Turk. On the other hand, Turk had asked questions, and it did not seem that there
would have been timeto set up akilling once he had his answers. Still, perhaps the questioning
wasonly aruse, Turk intending only to kill Goletadl aong. He blamed himsdf for moving too
dowly. But perhapsit was not too late. Lieutenant M oss had not been entirely satisfied by the
events at the El Capitan Motel. It was probable that Moss had interrogated Goleta. If so,
Cranston wanted to know what Moss knew. He leaned forward in the rear seat.

"Police Headquarters, Stanley."

The Rolls-Royce moved swiftly and amost silently out of the parking lot toward the nearby
Police Headquarters. In the back seat Lamont Cranston prepared for his meeting with Moss.
Only, moments ater, it was not Lamont Cranston who sat in the back seat of the Rolls-Royce--it
was The Shadow.

The Rolls-Royce stopped at an aley that ran behind Police Headquarters of Santa Carla. The
Shadow glided out and away into the night--a shadow blending into the shadows of the city.

5

THE CORRIDORS of the police headquarters of Santa Carlaare wide and floored with marble.
Thereislight, but in the hours of the night the lights are low for the sake of civic economy, and
there are shadows that gather in the darker spaces between the office doors. The police never
deep, but late at night there are fewer of them, they dow down, and the corridors are traveled



only lightly.

There were few to see that the shadows along some of the corridors appeared to move, did
move. Had there been any to see, and had they looked closely enough, they would have seen not
shadows that moved, but The Shadow gliding in silence dong the deserted corridors. The

cloaked Avenger floated like some gresat black bird past the dimly lighted offices.

The cloaked Avenger paused for along minute outside the frosted glass door that bore the

legend: Lieutenant Joseph Moss, Homicide. Silently he opened the door and dipped like awraith
into the room. It was asmall room, a.one room office with asingle window and rows of filing
cabinets. There was adesk and two wooden chairs and along wooden bench with a datted back.
Therewasasingle smal desk lamp that cast the most feeble of circles of light onto the desk and
barely reached the corners of the room. On the desk there were mounds of manillafolders,
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papers, official documents. All this The Shadow saw in a split second, his photographic memory
goring it dl intheingant of seeing.

The Shadow aso saw the man lying on the floor behind the desk--and the dim woman

bending over thefdlen man.

His piercing eyes flashed as he watched.

The woman, her search of the fallen man completed, stood up. She stared down, her back ill
turned to The Shadow. For amoment, there was something familiar about her dim back. Then
shelaughed. A hard, crue laugh as chilling asthe laugh of The Shadow himsdlf.

"So, my slent friend, now you know. Honesty never pays!”

The woman laughed again, loud and hard like the laugh of somejungleanimal.

The Shadow glided forward.

Her laugh had scarcely faded to awhispering echo when another laugh filled the room. The
eerie laughter of The Shadow.

Thewoman stiffened for asecond.

Then sheturned, whirled.

She saw the towering black shape before her, the burning eyes fixed on her, the sharp hawk
nose that made the figure before her ook like some great black bird of prey. She saw the glow of
thefire-opa girasol on the finger that pointed to her like the stabbing finger of an accusing angel.
In the brief moment that they faced each other The Shadow saw that the woman waslittle

more than agirl. Perhaps twenty, no more. Tal, dender, magnificently curved in thetight green
dress. Long dark hair, a perfect nose, full lips and aface that would have done credit to any
contest of female beauty. A face that could only be termed beautiful, and yet . . . Thelips, a the
corners, had acurve of cruelty. The body was coiled and tense like some wily and dangerous
predator. Catlike, and with al the hidden muscles of the cat. And the eyes. Her eyeswere cold,
flat, hard and very quick-burning eyesthat bore afaint resemblance to the eyes of The Shadow
himsdf. Powerful eyes.

The black-garbed Avenger saw dl thisin the split second that she faced him. She whirled,
looked at him for the ingtant, and then something legped from the deeve of her green dress,
literally legped out of the deeveinto her hand. Something pointed a The Shadow.

Therewas no time even for The Shadow to reach her.

But in the flash of time in which he saw the object pointed up, he redized two things. the
woman had heard him, had heard him an instant before he laughed, or she could not have acted
s0 swiftly; and the woman could see him now, clearly, completely, despite the dimness of the
office and the black garb that blended with the dark of the room.

That was dl he had time to think.

The object in her hand spat once, a puff as a puff of wind, and a cloud of gas streamed out
toward the cloaked Avenger.

There was no time to reach her before she fired. Even The Shadow was not proof against



poison gas, if it were poison. But for The Shadow there was time to escape. For no oneelseon
earth, perhaps, but for The Shadow there wastime. With asurge of histrained muscles, The
Shadow hurled himsalf backward faster than the stream gas could move toward him.

Even as he escaped, his powers were working. Beyond the cloud of gas for a matter of

seconds, the black-garbed enemy of evil concentrated his mind and hiswill and histrained
muscles. Heforced hislungsinto the technique of shallow breathing learned long ago in the
Orient. The technique allowed a man to be buried adive, to breath hours, even days, longer than a
normal man in aspace of ar no bigger than a coffin. Now, his bresthing dowed to dmost
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nothing, The Shadow moved forward again through the cloud of gasthat was dowly dissipating
inthedlent ar of thedim office.

But he had been stopped for amatter of ten to fifteen seconds. It was enough for the woman.

As The Shadow glided swiftly forward through the diss pating cloud of gas he saw that the
woman was gone. The single window was open. There was no other way from the room except
the door The Shadow had been standing in front of. The cloaked crime-fighter floated through
the small office to the window. His burning eyes|ooked down into the dley that opened benesath
the window. He saw the dley clear asday in the dark night.

Thedley wastwo stories below.

It was empty.

The vison of The Shadow saw marks on the stone below--and asmall piece of green cloth
snagged on a protruding iron bracket againgt the wall. The woman had legped into the alley.

Two floors bel ow!

Hisfiery eyesblazing, The Shadow |leaped after her.

A policeman, smoking at the rear door of thefirst floor below, blinked as he saw, or thought

he saw, the great black shape seem to fly down out of the night, land, and vanish as swiftly asthe
wind toward the entrance to the aley. L ater, the policeman knew it had been only afigment of
hisimagination, but he did not deep for many days, the great black shape floating through his
mind.

At the entrance to the alley, The Shadow floated out into the street. It was along street. There
was little light and the street was both silent and empty. Then, suddenly, the sound of a
motorcycle motor filled the dark. The Shadow raced toward the sound that came from the far end
of the street. Hidden by the darkness, the black-garbed master crimefighter moved in silence,
Near the corner of thefirst cross street afigurein tight jeans and boots and a black leather jacket
bent over the motorcycle. Then the figure straightened up to climb on the cycle, and turned
toward The Shadow. The face The Shadow saw was neither the face of the woman, nor the face
of the bearded cyclist reported by both Margo and Harry Vincent. The face that was turned to
The Shadow, but that did not see the dark shape of the Avenger, was heavier than the face of the
woman, square, with athick nose and the wrinkles of forty or more years. Makeup could not fool
The Shadow, and there had not been time. The wrinkles and the nose of the cyclist'sface were
real, and the thick, barrel chest wasredl.

The man stood facing the unseen shape of The Shadow for afull minute, listening to the

sound of hisengine. Then, satisfied, he climbed aboard the cycle and roared away. The Shadow
stared after the cyclist. He would remember the face, and the license number of the motorcycle.
There were now two motorcyclists who wore boots and black lesther jackets. But now The
Shadow had amatter of greater urgency on his mind. He whirled and glided silently back to the
aley. He moved to the wall beneath the window of the office of Lieutenant Moss. Using the
sted-like strength of hisfingers, and the specia suction cups he had designed himself, the
Avenger swarmed up the sheer wall like agreat bat and vanished through the open window.
Inside the office again, The Shadow paused to listen. There was no sound. Nothing had been
heard beyond the office. The Avenger moved to the fallen man and bent down. The man was



dead. He was atdlish man, about thirty-five, dready going grey. Thelong fingersof The

Shadow searched and found the man's wallet. The dead man was Lieutenant Maoss. The burning
eyes of The Shadow studied the corpse. There were no marks of any kind. Bending closer, the
Avenger saw that the lips were faintly blue, the face dightly contorted. The Shadow stood up and
stared down at the dead policeman. He had seen abody like this before. In Sea Gate, New Jersey,
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when the killer Pavlic had been murdered with agas gun! The Shadow was sure thet to anyone
€l se the death of Moss would look like a heart attack. Moss had been killed by the same weapon
the woman had used to try to kill The Shadow--an assassin's wegpon!

Bending again, The Shadow resumed his search of the dead lieutenant. He found nothing

unusua until he came upon a scrap of paper. He opened it and found it to be a note without
ether sgnature or salutation. It read smply: How? Truck? Still there? Motorcycle? Check on
this. The Shadow studied the note. It was jotted in pencil on an ordinary piece of notebook paper.
A memo, areminder of some kind, undoubtedly written by Moss himself to remind him of
something he wanted to remember to do. The Shadow considered the note, then carefully placed
itingdethefolds of hisblack cloak. Whatever M oss had wanted to check on would now be
checked by The Shadow.

The great black figure turned his attention to the office itsalf. He was certain that the woman

who had killed Lieutenant Moss had not had time to search the office--the note a one was proof
of that. Whatever the note meant, it probably related to a case M oss had been working on, and
there was no question but that M oss had been killed to prevent his continuing some investigation.
The question was--which investigation? The Shadow was more than suspicious that it wasthe
killings of Faust and Drake Hind. His suspicions were amost certainly confirmed when he
searched thefilesin the slent office and found that neither the Faust file nor the file on Drake
Hind werein their places. He returned to the desk and found them there in plain sight--he had
surprised thekiller justin time!

The Drake Hind file contained nothing but the details of the killing, which The Shadow knew,

and the confirmation of the fact that Allen Richards had told Cranston--Hind had indeed had a
telephone call just before he left ahouse to mest, in the end, his death. There was also arecord
for Vito Maggiore, proving that the dead prisoner had been aMafiamember. But attached to this
record was asmall piece of paper of the same type as the note The Shadow had found in Moss's
pocket. On this paper there were no words, nothing but alarge, scrawled question mark (?)! The
Shadow nodded grimly to himself in the dim office. His eyes burned as he stared at the note and
the question mark. Y es, Moss had had questions about Maggiore, and so did The Shadow.
Heturned to thefile on immy Faust, the dead Mafialeader who had contacted Mayor Rush.
Thisfile was much thicker. Most of it was no more than the long crimina record of the late

Faust, something aswell known to The Shadow asto the police. But included in the Faust file
was areport on Penny Bell--the woman who had been with Faust the night of his degth at the El
Capitan Motdl. The Shadow bent closely over thefile, hiseyes studying every detail of the

report, filing every detail in his photographic memory.

Therewas a copy of the Bell woman's police record--a short file, adl minor arrests, primarily

for acting asabar girl, acome onto luremen into clip joints. The last arrest was less than four
weeks ago. Her personal dossier was complete. Full name: Penelope Bell. Age: 24; height; 5ft. 5
in.; weight: 112 pounds. Her address was 407 South Perdido Street, and she was married:
husband listed as Henry (Hank) Bell, same address. There was, findly, apicture of the Bell girl.
The Shadow scrutinized the picture. It showed athin, but quite well-curved girl, with asmall,
round face that was pretty as akewpie doll is pretty. A round, pretty but characterless, doll-like
face. Y e, there was something! The eyes of the black-shrouded Avenger studied the picture asif
under amicroscope. There was something very vaguely familiar about Penny Bell--again! Like
the woman who had killed Moss, thetall, cold-eyed beauty in green. Both women totaly



unalike, and yet both somehow familiar to the keen eyes and photographic mind of The Shadow.
He focused hismind, searched inside his brain for the key--and heard the faint noise!
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So swiftly no one could see, he did the picture of Penny Bell from the file and into the folds

of hisgreat cloak. Then heturned.

A uniformed policeman stood transfixed in the doorway.

The great black shape of The Shadow loomed above the desk and the body of Lieutenant
Moss. His burning eyes stabbed his power toward the patrolman.

But there was no time for the power to work and cloud the mind of the amazed officer.

By the reflex action of histraining, the policeman began to shout and claw for hisrevolver.
Doors opened aong the corridor outside. Feet were aready running toward the office where
Moss lay dead. The policeman had his revolver half out. The Shadow legped forward. His
powerful hand darted out and felled the struggling policeman with asingle blow to the side of
the neck--a haf-blow, to stun and not kill. The policeman dropped like a stone, hisrevolver
clattering to the floor, skidding across the room.

The pounding feet and the excited voices were close to the door into the room now. The
Shadow whirled, laughed his chilling laugh once, and legped out through the window. Behind
him there was pandemonium in the face of the dead Moss, the echo of hislaugh dying away
behind him as he plunged down into the dley again like the great bird of prey. Inthedley he
turned and glided toward the open end.

The door into the dley from the first floor burst open and uniformed policemen poured out
intothedley.

"Therel" one policeman shouted. "Thereit idl”

"Good God, what isit?"

A voice shouted from above. "Mossisdead! Get him!"

The police poured through the aley. The Shadow, hisgreat black cloak billowing in the night,
raced slently along the dley and out into the street. He ran with his amazing speed dong the
dark gtreet, agiant black wraith in the night with his cloak floating and whipping out behind, his
feet making almost no sound as he ran. His mocking laugh drifted back to the outdistanced
police. But they did not give up and pursued him dong the slent streets of the city. Asheran,
The Shadow concentrated his burning glance onto hisfire-opa girasol ring. Thering began to
glow. Moments later, asthe black Avenger glided around a corner far ahead of his pursuit, the
Rolls-Royce appeared on the street. The Shadow legped into the car which aimost silently drove
away. When the police came around the corner they saw nothing but an empty, silent street. The
Shadow had vanished. The police stood and stared for some time, looked at each other.

In the rear seat of the Rolls-Royce The Shadow passed the glowing girasol over histape
recorder microphone. In the front seat Stanley drove and waited for ingtructions. The Shadow
bent close to the microphone the ingtant it began to hum with the signal that Burbank, in the
hidden room far away in New Y ork, was seated before his console ready to report.

"Report,” The Shadow said sharply.

Burbank's distant voice was cool, neutrd. "Report no contact with Agents Lane or Vincent."
The Shadow sat rigid, aert in the back sest of the smooth-gliding Rolls-Royce. "How long?’
"Neither agent One nor Three made their midnight checkin,”" Burbank said coolly, hisvoice
betraying no emotion, no personal fedings. That was his job, the contact, the central control of
the far-flung secret organization of The Shadow.

"Margo contacted Cranston just before midnight,” The Shadow said.

"Y es, the monitor tape recorded the contact. After that there has been no word. According to
standard procedure, no voice attempt has been made to contact said agents. Visual signal was
transmitted, but resulted in no contact.”
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Inthe dark rear seat of the Rolls-Royce, The Shadow's fiery eyes glowed. Each agent made
checkswith Control Centra at 0800 hours, 1600 hours, and 2400 hours when on full assignment.
If the agent failed to make his contact, voice contact was not attempted for fear of betraying the
agent. Visua signa was tranamitted causing the replicas of The Shadow'sfire-opa girasol worn
by dl agentsto glow dully. If two checkins were missed, voice contact was attempted. Now The
Shadow had to decide what action to take. The last contact with Margo had been from The
Harbor Bar & Grill.

"Very well, Burbank, remain at post until further contact.” The Shadow moved hisring again
and the radio became slent. He leaned forward. " The Harbor Bar and Grill, Stanley, and drive
fadt."

Minutes later the Rolls-Royce dowed and stopped one dark block from The Harbor Bar &
Grill. The waterfront tavern was dark and silent. Nothing moved on the water of the harbor. Far
out at the mouth of the harbor asmall lighthouse at the end of the breskwater circled its solitary
light. On thewater itself Slent bellbuoysflashed their lonely Sgnas. Stanley turned to face his
chief. But the man now in the back seat was not The Shadow, it was Lamont Cranston.

"Any orders, Chief?' Stanley said.

"Y es, the tavern seems closed, Stanley. Leave the car, we will both see what we can find."
"What are we looking for, boss?"

"Margo did not report in, Stanley. We arelooking for what happened to her.”

" She can take care of hersdlf, Boss"

Crangton was grim. "L et us hope so, Stanley."

The two men |eft the car and walked quietly but quickly to the door of the dark and silent
tavern.

6

INSIDE The Harbor Bar & Girill the chairs were piled on the tables, asingle bare bulb lighted
the entireinterior. A long cloth covered the rows of bottles behind the bar. Another cloth had
been draped over the beer taps, The rows of glasses shined dully in the feeble night.

Cranston and Stanley appeared insde the outer door asif by magic. Stanley held alarge, ugly
automeatic in his hand, and the magic was explained by the tiny but specia pick lock that
Cranston now returned to his secret inner pocket. The two men moved through the roomin the
eerie glow of the bare bulb. They made no sound. It was quickly clear that there was nothing to
be found in the barroom itsdlf. Cranston and Stanley made a careful search, but there waslittle
gpace to be searched. They found nothing connected in any way with Margo, and turned their
attention to the rear doors. Stanley searched the two rest rooms. Cranston entered the kitchen and
back storeroom. Neither man found anything until Cranston opened the door of the broom and
mop closet. There he found Margo's pail--and the reason for her silence.

Onthefloor, in acorner not far from the pail but hidden from any eyes less keen than those of
The Shadow, he saw the change purse that contained, hidden in the bottom, Margo's specia
radio. He picked it up.

"Her radio,” Stanley said. "Boss, that . . ."

"That, Stanley, may be good, not bad. Margo had time to |eave the radio asaclue for us, and
to prevent anyone from discovering it. It means, | think, that she has been captured by someone,
but only captured. She was probably caught just after she made the call to me.”
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"If they know who . . ." Stanley began.

"If they knew who she was, Stanley, she would probably have been killed. No, | think they
caught her in suspicious circumstances, and are super careful. They have probably taken her



somewhereto try to find out who sheis."

"Then aslong asthey don't know, she's safe”?”

"] think that'sit. Now it isup to usto find her before they force her to tell!" Cranston said.
While he had been talking, Cranston had been studying the kitchen. His keen eyestold him
that something was odd there. Now, as Stanley watched, Cranston began to walk around the
walls. The kitchen seemed normal enough to Stanley. There were abank of stoves, one the wide-
doored pizzatype, the usua sinks, and rows of tall shelvesthat reached to the ceiling and were
loaded with food supplies. It was a one of the shelf sections that Cranston looked closely.

"Do you see anything, Stanley?" Cranston asked.

"No, boss. It looks like an ordinary shdlf section, just like the others.”

"An ordinary shelf section, Stanley,” Cranston said, "but not just like the others. Itisahair
farther out into the kitchen."

Stanley stared at the section. He could till see nothing. But he had worked with his chief too
long to doubt that what Cranston said was true. No other eyesin the world could have seen that
the shelf section wasthe samdlet fraction of amillimeter farther out from thewall. But the eyes
of The Shadow could seetheinfinitesma difference. Now Cranston began to study the entire
shelf section. Stanley inspected the other edge of the shelves.

"Herel" Cranston said sharply.

The wedthy socidite pointed to asingle small bolt head at the edge of one of the shelvesin

the section. The shelveswere all metal and were held together by nuts and bolts. This particular
bolt looked exactly like al the othersto Stanley, but not to Cranston.

"It'sashadelarger, Stanley. To contain an electrical contact. The section isahair farther out
because there has to be some mechanism. This shelf section has to be adoor of somekind,"
Cranston explained.

He pressed the bolt. There was amomentary pause, and then afaint whirring sound. The
section of shelving began to swing out, until it was at aforty-five degree angle to thewall.
Cranston and Stanley walked behind it and found themsalvesin alarge, well-gppointed office.
There were two large wooden desks of the most expensive type. There were easy chairsin
leather, two long and el egant couches, alarge home bar with small refrigerator--both well-
stocked--and, through an archway, what seemed to be atelephone and radio communication
room. In the main room there were aso rows of degant maplefiling cabinets, and four obvioudy
original and expensive paintings on the walls. The floor was covered wall to wall by athick,
expensive carpeting. Stanley looked at Cranston.

"It'squite a place, Boss. What do you think it means?'

Crangton let hisimpassive gaze take in the room. "'l would say, Stanley, that we have found

the private office of the late Immy Faust. In other words, Mafia headquartersin Santa Carlal™
"The other desk, boss?'

Cranston smiled. "The old Black Hand has come along way from their days of extortion from
poor Sicilians. They do things properly now, even degantly. | would guess that the second desk
isfor the use of vigiting chiefs, such asour friend Mr. Turk."

"It'squitealayout,” Stanley agreed.

Cranston nodded thoughtfully. " Perhaps they discovered Margo snooping in the kitchen, and
that iswhy they took her. | expect this officeisawell-kept secret.”
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"Thosefiles should redly hold someinformation,” Stanley said.

"Yes, for the police. But | think that the kind of information we need will not bein thefiles.

Y ou can take the Mafia out of petty crimind activities, Stanley, but you can't take the petty
crimind mind out of the Mafia. No, Stanley, | think that anything vital and very dangerouswill
be hidden. That isthe way the Mafia thinks--no matter what business they may get into, il
they are psychologicdly criminds™



Again the keen eyes of Cranston studied the room. He was particularly interested in the four
paintings. He smiled. No, they had not been that obviousthistime. There was nothing behind the
four paintings. He reached into his pocket and took out atiny metalic instrument with a
miniature gauge on it. He began to move the instrument along the walls and over the furniture
and objectsin the hidden office. For atime nothing happened and he continued to move the
instrument above everything in the room. When he reached the large home bar the instrument
reacted. The gauge moved sharply to the right. Cranston smiled and studied the bar. Stanley had
watched the entire operation with a certain puzzlement. Cranston looked at his chauffeur and
bodyguard.

"Itisameter | just developed in my laboratory, Stanley. It measures perspiration residue. Y ou
see, when aman touches something he leaves traces of swest, in the Sweat there are specific
body ails. | set the gauge to show no reaction from the normal level of residue on anything
around an office that istouched under norma conditions. This meansthat when the gauge does
react it will show something touched very often, as aregular matter--such as a safe combination
lock!™

Stanley admired hisboss. "That's pretty good."

"Well," Crangton said drily. "It isan aid, but you have to be careful how you useit. It will

show afountain pen, of course, and it would be uselessin, say, alocker room. But here | think
wecantrugt it."

Suiting action to words, Cranston bent down and examined the home bar. He frowned, there
seemed to be nothing unusual about the bar itsalf. He stood and pushed the bar. It moved.
Cranston pushed harder and the bar swung out on a pivot to reved alarge metal door set into the
floor beneath the bar. On the door there was a heavy combination lock. It was clearly asafe.

"I think we will find something of interest in here.”

Stanley bent to ingpect the safe. The chauffeur-bodyguard was an expert on safes and locks.

"A good box, Boss. Set in concrete, about two feet thick on al sides, probably below, too,"
Stanley said. "I never saw onejust likethis. It's custom made, ared hard box to crack.”
Cranston said nothing. The wedlthy socidite squatted down above the box and went to work.
Hislong, facile, ultra-sensitive fingers began to manipulate the combination dia. His hooded
eyeswere asimpassive as ever, but behind the mild facade the ears of The Shadow listened to
the telltale sounds of the mechanism. Hismind locked out al other sound. He swept hismind
clear by an effort of will. In seconds hislong fingers had opened the safe. He reached in and
removed the contents and laid them on the thick rug.

There was seventy-five thousand dollarsin cash in large bills. There was a checkbook with
entriesin some complicated number code. There were two pistols carefully wrapped, separately.
They were both old pistols. Stanley touched the cloth that covered the pistals.

"Why old guns, boss?'

Cranston was grim. "Remember that the basis of Mafia power has dways been extortion. |
would guess that these guns were used in some murders, and are carefully preserved for the
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power they have over whoever used them. Y ou'll note how carefully wrapped they are?
Undoubtedly to preserve fingerprints.”

"The police can usedl of this" Stanley said.

"Yes, I'm turning it over to you to have sent to the proper authorities in Washington.
Meanwhile, | think thisiswhat we want."

Crangton held asmall, black leather notebook. The socialite opened the book. It contained
two sections of telephone numbers. Thefirst section had only afew numbers, perhaps twenty, al
out of town. Cranston thumbed dowly through thisfirst section of numbers reading each one
thoughtfully. At last he pointed to one number.

"ItisaNew York number, certainly,” Cranston said, "and the initidsbesdeit are VG. Youll



note that the number has been crossed out! That must be Victor Gionno, Don Victor, thetop
man. He's crossed out because he happensto be residing in Leavenworth at the moment. Which
means, Stanley, that these numbers must be the listings of dl top Mafiamen in the country. | see
anumber that isin the Kansas City areathat hastheinitids, MT. That would be our friend
Marco Tucci, diasThe Turk."

Stanley was excited. "Then with that book the cops can break it al up! Catch them al!”
Crangton shook hishead. "I'm afraid it's not that smple, Stanley. | expect that every namein
thisbook iswell known to the police, and well known as Mé&fialeaders. Most of them are
known, itisproving it that is so difficult. What keepsthe Mafia operating is care to never leave
proof of their worst crimes--and the indifference and venality of ‘good' citizens with the power
to stop them. The ability to stop them isthere, Stanley, it isthe will that ismissng. Too many
‘good’ people profit from them, or smply don't care enough.”

"But that's stupid, Boss!"

"I have, sadly, never noted that we lack in stupidity inthisworld, Stanley,” Cranston said. "If
people were not so stupid, there would be no need for The Shadow. There would be no work for
The Shadow if people acted dwayswisdy."

There was asilence as Stanley nodded. Then Cranston bent to the smal black notebook again.
He had turned to the second section. Now he leaned forward, his hooded eyes glowing for a
moment with the fire of The Shadow.

"Hereis something ese, Stanley," Cranston said. He pointed to the second section of
numbers--amuch longer section. "These are dl loca numbers, Stanley! At least dl inthe Sate
if not in Santa Carlaitsdf!”

"The payoff lig!"

Cranston's eyes, behind the passive facade, were hard as he read the list of telephone numbers
and initids. "Probably, Stanley, but aso numbers Faust wanted to keep handy for regular cdling.
Look, hereisthe number with theinitidsMG, and I'm sure that it is the number of the El
Capitan Motd."

"Max Goletal"

"Y es. Which meansthat Faust and Goleta must have known each other at least by Sght. Yet
Goletadid not know that Faust was even in that cabin!"

"Well, | don't expect Faust was advertising it if he planned to kill Mayor Rush,” Stanley
pointed out.

"No, Stanley, that's possible. Faust may have remained purposely unseen. But thereisonly
one door to that motel cabin, and Goleta saw both the Bell woman and Mayor Rush! 1t would
seem logical that, having seen the mayor, he would watch that cabin pretty closaly--for
blackmail posshilitiesif for nothing dse”
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Stanley nodded again, and Cranston went on reading the numbers. He pointed significantly at
two numbersthat werein the state capital .

"Bailey hinted that the governor might actudly have some Mafia connections. That number is
inthe Capitol digtrict."

But it was the next number that he stopped at that made Cranston blink hiseyesdowly. The
number had theinitils DH, and was aloca Santa Carlanumber.

"Drake Hind," Crangton said.

"Then Faugt did cdll Hind," Stanley said.

Crangton rubbed his chin. "Perhaps, Stanley. Someone called Drake Hind to his death, and the
number is herein the book. But, somehow, | find it hard to believe that aMafia plot could
backfire so completely on itsleader. The factsdl point to it, true, but there is something more
certain than even facts"

"More certain, Boss?'



"Patterns, Stanley, probability. The pattern isnot right. The probability isnot right.

Somewhere, Stanley, thereisakey wearemissng in thiscase.”

But before Cranston could continue, there was afaint, low sound that seemed to come from
somewhere ingde the wedlthy socidite's clothes. A soft, dmost unbearable hiss. A hissthat
undulated, whispered. Cranston reached into some hidden pocket within his coat and brought out
thefire-opa girasol. It was glowing deep red in the Slent office of the Mafia. Cranston returned
hisring to its secret pocket after passing it over the heavy signet ring he wore in its place when
he was Lamont Crangton. Instantly a voice spoke quietly from the signet ring.

"Burbank reporting.”

"Report," Cranston snapped.

"Contact made with Agent 3, Harry Vincent. Vincent reports the capture of Margo Lane by a
man named Mr. Turk. Miss Lane taken to alakeside lodge five miles outside Santa Carla. The
lodge is named Lakeview Inn. Agent Vincent followed, could not pause to make hisregular call
in or emergency contact. Heis now keeping the lodge under close surveillance.”

"Isthat dl?' Crangton said quietly.

"End of report.”

Cranston again passed the girasol over the signet ring and the glow went out of the girasal,

the Sgnet ring was silent. The impassive face of the socidite showed no emotion. He turned to
Sanley.

"Y ou have your mgps?’

"Yes Boss"

"Return al the materialsto that safe. We can't dert them to what we know yet."

The materials returned, Cranston and Stanley | eft the hidden office, closed the secret door
behind them, and walked rapidly out of the kitchen through the sllent tavern with itssingle
ghogtly light, and out the door into the Stret.

In the powerful Rolls-Royce, they drove out of the city.

7

ON A LONELY dirt road that skirted the edge of alarge lake, amail truck was parked and
hidden just off the road in the thick underbrush. The truck, where it was parked, had aclear view
of the road, and of alarge wooden two storey building that was built directly beside the lake
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itsdlf. A porch ran dl around the wooden building, and alarge Sign proclaimed Lakeview Inn.
Theinn was dark except for two windows lighted in the front downstairs. It was these windows,
and the road from the lodge, that the man in the mail truck watched steadily.

From time to time shadows passed behind the lighted windows. The shadows waved their

arms, apparently in some kind of argument. On the lake asmall pleasure boat passed
occasiondly. On the road itself nothing moved. Twice ayoung, swarthy man in adark coat came
out to the long black car parked in front of Lakeview Inn. Every now and then one of the men
ingde came out to stand in the cool night air and smoke a cigarette. All the men but the young
man who gtill wore histopcoat came out in their shirtdeeves, sweat sainsunder thearms asiif
they had been working hard, the strgps of their shoulder holsters clear under the porch light of
the Lakeside Inn. The man in the mail truck never took his eyes from the inn, except to check
every few minutes on the road.

Alert ashewas, hefailed to hear the movement behind him until two men stepped from the

night beside the truck. The man whirled in his segt, raised the heavy .45 automatic he had been
holding hidden in hislap. Then he saw the two men, and lowered his pistol. He smiled to the new
arivas.



"Helo, Chief," Harry Vincent said.

"Arethey dill inthere, Harry?' Cranston asked.

"Yeah," Harry Vincent said.

"How many of them, Mr. Vincent?' Stanley asked.

"At least five, probably a couple more. I'm pretty sure there were some dready in the lodge
when Turk and his boys brought Margo in.”

"Any women?' Crangton asked. "A young woman, very beautiful, in agreen dress?!

Vincent shook his head. "Not that | saw, Chief. Maybe there was awoman aready there when
they arrived, but if there isthen she hasn't showed. The shadows on the window shades all look
likemen."

Cranston nodded thoughtfully. The beautiful, cold woman who had killed Lieutenant Moss

was becoming more and more important in his mind. She was the odd fact, the fact that did not
fit. She and the two black-jacketed motorcyclists, dthough they could be Mafia. Even though
one had followed Turk, as had been suggested in the commission room, it was possible that there
was some sort of intra-Mafiawar going on.

"How did Margo seem?’ Cranston asked.

"She seemed good,” Harry Vincent said. "Only they broke her disguise, Chief."

"They know who sheidl" Cranston snapped.

Harry Vincent shook hishead. "I don't know about that for sure, Chief, but she was out of the
scrubwoman disguise. She was hersdf.”

Cranston said no more for the moment. He was now watching the inn while Harry explained

al that had happened since he, Harry, had |&ft the courthouse area that night. Cranston knew the
generd pattern, but Harry now filled him in on the details. Crangton listened carefully, nodding
from timeto time. Stanley had gone back up the road some distance to guard against any surprise
from the direction away from theinn. Cranston was rubbing his heavy chin when Harry finished
his report.

"Turk remained until the commotion? He seemed pleased when he saw all the activity in the
jail?" Crangton said.

"Yes, Chief. Helooked like hed seen what he'd been waiting for."
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"| expect he had--the suicide of Vito Maggiore. | heard Maggiore talking about a'kiss' He

was afraid. The Kiss of Death. Somehow Turk had given him the kiss, an act that means either
murder or suicide depending on the circumstances. Turk had instructed Maggiore to kill himself
if he could not hold out. | should have known, not pushed so hard.”

"That must beit, Chief. Turk was very pleased when he walked off," Harry Vincent said.

"Then Maggiorewasinvolved in killing Drake Hind?'

"Perhaps, but not necessarily. Turk could smply have been afraid Maggiore would reved

other secrets. Thereis sill something more than peculiar about exactly what Maggiore was doing
at the scene of Hind's murder. And what about those men in the black leather jackets?”

"I don't know, Chief. | only saw that one, the bearded one. I'm pretty sure he had been either
watching thejail too, or watching Turk. He was insde the tavern when Goletawas there. Margo
would know more about what happened inside.”

"Then | think we better talk to Margo," Cranston said. "I think thisisajob for The Shadow,

eh?'

Crangton's eyes flashed once with the fire of The Shadow. He laughed his mocking laugh very
softly. He was about to vanish to become The Shadow when there was alow whistle from back
up the dark side road. Stanley whistling awarning. Someone was coming along the road.
Cranston and Harry Vincent dipped into the bushes that bordered the road and listened. The
motor was loud but not powerful. Then asingle headlight stabbed the night and almost instantly
went out. Rapidly the intruder approached where Cranston and Harry Vincent were crouched.



A motorcyclist wearing boots, goggles and ablack |eather jacket.

A smooth-faced cycligt riding his cycle without light now, a swift shapein the night like some
black ghost, smal and quickly passing. The cyclist seemed to glance once toward the Lakeview
Inn, and then was gone up the road into the darkness.

"They'red| over the placel” Harry Vincent said. "One of those kid motorcycle clubs,

probably."

"Alone? Always near when something is happening?' Crangton said. "No, Harry, | think not.
They fitinto thissomewhere.”

Therewas alight step in the bushes and Stanley now joined Cranston and Harry Vincent. The
chauffeur looked down the dark road to where the motorcyclist had vanished.

"Did he seeyou?'

"No," Crangton said.

"Woas he the same one, Chief?'

"Yes, | think so. The one who was there when the woman escaped me. I'm beginning to think
these motorcyclists have something to do with that woman."

"What about Margo, Chief?" Stanley said.

"Yes, it istime werescue her. Harry saysthere are a least five men in there. Stanley, | want

you to stay in front, watch from there, and be ready with your automatic. Harry, you take the rear
and back me up. | anticipate very little trouble from them, but | have to move carefully so asnot
to endanger Margo. They are not the type to kill her for no reason, but The Shadow will probably
scare them, and a scared gunman is more dangerous than a hired killer. When they're scared you
can never be surejust what they'll do.”

"We take them, boss?' Stanley asked.

Crangton nodded. "Y es, | think it istime we took them. It istime The Shadow |earned exactly
what isgoing on in Santa Carla. These people have been acting very strangely for Mafiamen
engaged in awar with the police."
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"Y ou want them dive?' Harry Vincent asked.

"Asmany aspossble” Crangton said grimly. "I particularly want Turk dive, and that woman
ingreenif sheisin there"

"Those gunmen will fight,” Stanley sad.

"Not if | can get to them in time, Stanley,” Cranston said. "Not if The Shadow reachesthem
before they are aware heis near them. There should be little trouble. Check your weapons, and
prepareto. . ."

Cranston stopped speaking. His head came dert, hishooded eyes flashing thefire of The
Shadow for an ingtant. His delicate hearing had heard a sound. Stanley and Harry Vincent
watched their leeder. Crangton listened. Then he motioned, silently, for Stanley to moveto the
right toward the road, and for Harry Vincent to move to the left around the thick bushes. The
noise was far too small and soft and distant for Stanley or Harry Vincent to hear. But they knew
their chief, the powers of The Shadow, and they moved into their actions without aword.

The noise Crangton had heard was the faint sound of someone moving through the bushes
toward them from the opposite direction, from behind them. The stedlthy movement was distant,
but coming closer. Stanley and Harry Vincent knew their work, they would allow the unseen
intruder to pass through them toward Cranston, and then close in behind himin the classical
double envelopment tactic on aminiature scae. Cranston himself would be the main force
waliting in the path of the approaching stranger.

The socidite listened and heard every detail of the unseen advance. Whoever it was also

knew hiswork well. No one but The Shadow could have heard the faint sounds of his approach.
He, if the unseen stranger was a he, moved expertly, making his gpproach with exactly the right
amount of caution and speed. Cranston's keen ears detected many details. The man was not abig



man, was probably quite dender from the way he barely brushed the bushes. The man carried a
wegpon in hisright hand, thetiny heavier tread of the right foot indicated that the man was bent
dightly to theright in the classic position of a person moving warily through the night with his
weapon ready in front of him, bent in ahaf crouch. The person aso carried something on his
back, something quite smal but heavy enough to bounce faintly, move--something over his
shoulder on astrap, against his back.

Cranston saw the bushes move long before the person appeared. Then the bushes parted and
the man appeared. From where he lay flat and watching, Cranston saw the man. Hewasasmall,
compact, but dender man wearing asimple business suit. He carried apistal in hisright hand--a
peculiar pistol that Cranston recognized at once as an old long-barreled Luger of atype that had
not been made for avery long time, and that wasrarely seen in this country. Y et there was
something unusual about the Luger, too. Something Cranston could not immediately place. His
mind frowned as he considered why someone would carry such apistal. It had only one mgor
advantage--it was highly accurate over alonger distance than most pistols. An advantage offset
by the inconvenience of the long barrdl.

The stranger also carried apair of binoculars on astrap over his shoulder. Even as Cranston
watched, the man crouched and trained the binoculars toward the Lakeview Inn. Cranston knew
a once that the binoculars were infrared glasses for seeing at night. Cranston watched the man
for amoment, and heard the stedlthy approach of Stanley and Harry Vincent who were
converging behind the stranger. Except that the man was not a stranger. Small, compact and
dender, the intruder was the specid investigator for the crime commission; Walter Balley's
assstant, Allen Richards.
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Crangton rose up like awraith emerging from the earth directly in front of where Richards
watched theinn. Theinvestigator quickly raised hislong-barreled Luger. Stanley and Harry
Vincent spoke smultaneoudly from behind Richards.

"Hold it! Just keep the gun down!™

"Don't even twitch!"

Richardsfroze. Hislong-barrdled pistol hung at hissde. Therewas afaint smile on the
investigator'sface, and his eyes were aert. Then the smile became broad. He recognized
Cranston.

"Crangton! Well, it seemswe both have the sameidea”

Cranston stepped close to Richards. "What ideawould that be, Richards?

"Having afew wordswith Faust's successor, Mario Tucci, dias The Turk,” Richards said.

"Y ou know Tucci?"

"Yes, Crangton, | know The Turk. I'd like to know why he was so interested in Max Goleta,
and why he had himkilled."

Cranston rubbed his chin, hisface asimpassive and quiet asever. "Did hekill Goleta?'

"I'd say s0. He talked with the owner, it happened moments after they talked. The police think
it was asetup, thekilling, and | think I'll agree with them a the moment.”

Crangton smiled. "Only at the moment?’

"l reservefind opinion until | have al the facts, Cranston. But you need aworking

hypothesis, and Turk ismy prime hypothesis now."

"And you came hereto take him aone?’

Richardslaughed softly in the night. "Hardly, Cranston, I'm a detective not ahero. No, |

planned to watch him, make sure he was here with hisboys, and then | intended to call the
police. Isthat your plan?'

"Moreor less," Cranston said quietly.

"Except that you brought some men. | don't think | know your men? May | turn?"

Richards was grinning. Cranston smiled, but before he answered he nodded imperceptibly to



Harry Vincent. The agent understood--Cranston did not want Richardsto see Vincent in his
postman's uniform. Harry faded into the bushes.

"Of course," Cranston said. "That is my chauffeur, Stanley. The other man, who will be back
inamoment, isone of my private assgtants, Mr. Vincent."

Richards nodded to Stanley. "Y ou dwaystravel with an army, Cranston?"

"There are advantagesto being rich, Richards,” the wedlthy industridist said with asmall
smile. "l enjoy working with Commissioner Weston, but | aso have to tend to my businesses.
I'm afraid we wealthy people become accustomed to having aretinue. However, it does comein
handy at timeslike these. Stanley isaso my persona bodyguard. It seemsal rich men must
have abodyguard. Stanley is rather expert with wegpons, and other skills."

Richards laughed again. "I'll bet heis! Helookslike he could take on Turk and dl hisboys
sngle-handed.”

At that moment Harry Vincent regppeared, dressed in aplain business suit. Richards nodded
gredting.

"Areyou acombat expert dso, Mr. Vincent?' Richards said.

"No, I'm afraid I'm the theoretical type,” Harry said. "All thisisabit out of my line, but the
boss needed ahand.”
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Richards nodded. "If I know Turk, we need plenty of hands. But we seem to have them, eh?
What say we tackle them ourselves? There are four of us, | can do my part if | do say so mysdlf,
and we have the surprise.”

Sincethiswas precisaly what Cranston wanted, he pretended to consider it for amoment, and
then nodded agreement.

"| think you may beright. It will be dawn soon, and they might make amove before we could
get the police here. | don't much like the idea of trying to take them in the daylight. Asamatter
of fact, I'm not too anxious to tangle with them personally, I'm not the action type, but | seelittle
choice. With you and Stanley, Richards, we might have a chance.”

Again Richards laughed. An open, clear laugh. "Look a me, Crangton, I'm not exactly Mike
Hammer or Mike Shayne mysdlf. Far, far from James Bond. As Mr. Vincent so aptly put it, I'm
the theoreticd type. Strictly an organization man, we work with computers these daysin the
private eye business, not with muscles.”

"From the look of that pistol, Richards, 1'd say you can handle guns,” Cranston said drily.

"I can shoot," Richardssaid. "That | admit. Y ou have to have some qudifications. With agun

I'll match anyone.™

"That's good to know," Crangton said. "All right, how about thisfor aplan. Y ou and Harry
cover the front. I'll take the rear. Stanley can cover both of you. From the rear I'll make noise,
flush them out. They'll come out the front where you and Harry can take them, and Stanley will
be backing you up in case anything goeswrong."

Richards thought for amoment. " Good, with a couple of exceptions, | think. Let your Stanley
take a spot where he can cover both Harry in front and you in back. | think he could do that
nicely from that boat shack off to the right there. Then | think I'd better take the other side--
think thereés aside door over there, and they just might try getting out that way. From my
experience, the Mafia hate to come out afront door. | can hold my fire when you start, maybe
[ure them my way. When they come out, whoever seesthem first givesasignd, abig, loud
whistle. How'sthat?'

Cranston looked toward the boat shack. He had to admit that Richards modifications were
sound. It spread their forces thin, with each man aone, but with only four men the plan was
probably sound. He, of course, had aplan of his own in mind. Richards had taken no account of
Margo imprisoned in the inn. Because, of course, Richards did not know that Margo was being
held by Turk. Cranston had no intention of telling the specid investigator. That would have been



hard to explain without revealing the presence and work of The Shadow. The secret of The
Shadow could never bereveded. Therefore, the true plan Cranston had in mind had to remain his
own secret. Therewould be no attack. There would be no need when The Shadow had done his
work. But Cranston agreed to the plan. It might be much better, giving him three sdes of theinn
open to remove Margo without Richards knowing that she wasthere.

"A good plan,” Crangton said. "l suggest we implement it without delay. We do not have

much time before dawn now."

"Right,” Richardssaid. "Y ou gtart first, Cranston. Y ou have the farthest to go to reach your
position. I'll take off next to get to my spot. Shall we synchronize watches?' They synchronized
watches. Richards nodded.

"Fine. Then, say, give usfive minutes after you reach our position. Then you start firing and

send them out.”
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The four men nodded. Cranston readied his automatic, and moved off through the bushes,
skirting the inn and going behind the boat shack to the right. He vanished from the sight of the
other three.

Therewas adlence, and then it was not Cranston who emerged in the night from behind the
boat shack, it was the black-shrouded figure of The Shadow.

8

MARGO LANE sat bound to the straight wooden chair in the center of the large lobby of the
Lakeview Inn. She sat there, now, as herself, the scrubwoman disguise taken from her when they
had found her in the closet of the kitchenin The Harbor Bar & Grill. The change wasimpossible
to believe. The Mafia hoodlums, capturing a scrubwoman, had found, instead, a shock. Beneath
the stringy grey hair, the wrinkled old skin, the watery eyes, the gap-tooth smile of acrone, and
thefilthy old clothes-they had found Margo.

She was a triking woman. Her shining dark hair framed an intelligent face. More than
intelligent, her eyes reveaed abright mind that was sharp and quick. She watched the swesting
men who towered over her chair. Not al of them looked at her with the cold eyes of the dapper,
grey-haired leader. The younger men did not entirely have their minds on their work. Their
minds seemed to stray continudly to her long, dim legs bound tightly together now.

The older man, Marco Tucci, dias Mr. Turk, had hismind on other, if perhaps not really

more important, matters. Turk was wondering about the disguise of thiswoman, about who she
was and what she wanted. The disguise had been perfect, and Turk wondered how such ayoung
woman could be so expert, who such an expert young woman could be working for. He did not
know that Margo's skill in disguise came from two sources: her brief but intensve work inthe
thester after collegein her native Denver; and her years asthe right hand and first agent of The
Shadow. Turk only knew that this woman had been in The Harbor Bar & Grill in disguiseand
snooping around the kitchen near the secret room. For hours he had been trying to find out why.
Turk leaned down close to her face. "You listen, lady, I'm tired, you hear? I'm tired. Sofar |
took it easy. | ask, | ask nice, okay? Now maybe | got to get rough, yeh? Y ou don't want me to
get rough?"

"No," Margo said. "'l don't want you to get rough.”

"Good," Turk said, straightened up and looked down at her. "' So you tell me who you are, and
who you work for!"

"No," Margo said.

Turk turned red. "What were you snooping around for!"

"I lost my garter,” Margo said with asweet smile. Her bright eyes mocked the dapper, grey-



haired leader. Behind Turk his men snickered. Turk whirled.

"Shut up! You hear? Y ou shut up, dl of you! Y ou think it's funny, maybe?'

The younger men paled. "No, Turk, no. We. . ."

"Okay, it ain't funny you keep shut unless| tell you to open your big mouths!™

Turk turned back to face Margo. She smiled. The dapper Mafialeader did not smile. His

gmall eyeshad become dits.

"So, you play alittle gamewith The Turk? Okay, let'sdl have fun, en? Wedl play alittle

game. Jo-Jo!"
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One of the young men jumped asif bitten. He paled, but stepped toward Turk. The leader did
not even look at him. Turk snapped hisfingers, sared at Margo with asmal smile on his dapper
face, and spoke without turning.

"Get therazor.”

Jo-Jo looked at Margo. Turk, waiting, haf turned to blink wide-eyed at the younger man.

"Y ou don't hear, maybe?’

Jo-Jo paled more. "Sure, Mr. Turk, sure. The razor."

Jo-Jo went to get therazor. Turk stood half smiling down at Margo bound to the chair. The
dapper leader formed histhin lipsinto asoundless whistle, some tune only he could hear. The
other young men stood nervoudy, licked their dry lips. They were thinking of the beauty of the
woman in the chair. Jo-Jo returned. He carried a black-handled straight razor. Turk held out his
hand without looking again at Jo-Jo. The younger man placed the razor in Turk's hand. He gave
Turk the long, brown razor strop.

"S0, you like games? Such apretty girl to like games.,” Turk said.

"That depends on the game," Margo said, eyeing the razor.

Turk smiled hishaf smile, continued to whistle his soundless tune, as he attached the strop to
the upright of the chair where Margo was bound. He began to strop the razor, just behind her,
dow strokes closeto her ear and away again. Every now and then he tested the edge of the razor,
frowned, and began to strop again.

"Such apretty face. Young, too. Very sad,” Turk said as he dowly stropped.

"Nice, your face. Very nice. The nose, you know? Maybe the cheeks. Too bad, they don't look
30 good with scars. The nose don't look nice at al with abig scar.”

Margo watched Turk, her eyesturned asfar asthey could turn to look at the shiny razor, the
glistening edge. Turk leaned down close, hisface inchesfrom her face.

"Y ou got muscles, you know, right in the corner of the eye. Real smal muscles. They get cut
it'sfunny how different you look, you know? Y ou ever see someone got no musclesleft in the
eye?Very sad. Not so pretty no more. Too bad."

Turk, bent down and staring eye to eye, smiled. For along moment they stared nose to nose.
Then, dowly, Margo let her face break into awide, pleasant, open smile straight into the smile of
the Turk. The leader raised up. Stared at her.

"Okay, so you're atough cookie. Let's see maybe how tough. Jo-Jo! Hold her. | ain't got no
moretime. Hold her good!"

Jo-Jo stepped forward to hold Margo. The other men gathered around, moved forward, licked
their lipsin dight, dmaost involuntary excitement. There was going to he blood, quick blood
from the face of the pretty woman bound in the chair. There might be screams, at least acry of
pain, and, perhaps, even amoan or two. Their eyes, that had been admiring the woman before
them not minutes ago, now seemed to blaze with the expectation of seeing her face cut open, her
beautty ruined, disfigured forever. Excitement ran through the room, through the hovering men,
as Turk stepped forward and raised the razor.

They were so intent on the blood and pain to come that no one saw the gresat black shape that
seemed to rise up out of the shadows of the large room. So intent on the screams they hoped for



that even the two who had been on watch at the windows inched away from their posts, staring
toward Margo and the gleaming razor. No one in the room heard the black-shrouded figure of
The Shadow. No one saw the two burning eyesthat glowed mercilesdy toward them from under
the wide brim of the black douch hat.

No one except Margo.
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The dark-haired woman, facing dl of them asthey gathered around her, saw the shape and the
fiery eyesof her chief over their excited shoulders. Nothing showed on her face. She did not
move amuscle, but continued to smile faintly and stare at the razor and the cruel face of The
Turk behind it. The dapper leader spoke once more.

"Last chance, baby. Who are you, what did you want? Thisisit. Talk or | cut. | cut redl

good."

The eerie laugh seemed to rock the room.

"Yes, Mario Tucal! Thisisit!"

The voice boomed out hard and chilling.

Razor in hand, The Turk spun around. The others dove for cover behind chairs, tables,

clawing for their guns. The two who had been at the windows legped back toward their posts.
The Shadow laughed.

"You are powerlessl" his voice boomed.

Then, a the moment the power of hismind was sending out itsinexorable clouds, reaching

into the brains behind the eyes that tried to find him in the degp shadows of the large room, a
fudllade of shots broke out from the far sde of the house. Bullets whined and spat through the
room. The Shadow was forced to crouch down. His brain concentrated on The Turk. The Mafia
leader, hisrazor thrown away, wastrying to free his gun from the shoulder holster where it
seemed to be stuck. His head felt foggy, would not clear. But the others, freed from the
paralyzing stare of The Shadow's eyes, from the directed power of his brain, had run into other
rooms and were firing through the windows.

The Shadow saw that there would not be time now to cloud their minds, to spirit Margo away
before he returned outside to give his signd to the others. Something had gone wrong outside.
Therewas no time. The battle was on, and Margo, still bound to the chair, wasin the direct line
of thewild firing. The Shadow |eaped up and across the room. With asingle blow of hishand he
dropped The Turk in asensaess hegp on the floor. The others, busy firing outside where Stanley
and Harry Vincent had joined the battle now, saw nothing of the great black shape that felled
their leader. They did not care about their leader now, too busy caring about their own lives.
They saw nothing of the hawklike swoop of the shrouded figure asit swept up Margo, chair and
al, and moved like awraith through the large room and out the rear into the dark of the night
itself. The dark aready was beginning to turn to dawn as The Shadow vanished into the thick
bushestoward the lake, Margo till bound to the chair he carried with him.

Those in the room saw none of this, but three other men, running up from somewhere a the
edge of the lake, saw the black-garbed Avenger carrying Margo across a clearing and down
toward thelake. Brought by the firing, the newcomers did not know what had happened, or who
the enemy was, but they knew that the weird shape before them was not one of their own.
Instantly they opened fire. They poured awithering fire directly toward the strange and unearthly
figurein the night. A figure made even stranger and harder to see by the shifting shades of a
dowly bresking dawn.

A mocking laugh in the night greeted their shots.

They fired at the laugh.

The laugh came again from aspot many yards away.

They fired in that direction.

The chilling laugh mocked them from behind them.



They whirled.
Thelaugh came again from where it had comefirt.
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Curgng, they fired blindly at anything that ssemed to move.

Then they becamerigid. They stopped firing. Before them The Shadow suddenly appeared,

his eyes blazing, both hands holding heavy .45 automatics. In sudden panic they raised thelr
weaponsto fire, but they were late. The Shadow blazed with both automatics and three men fell
inthe hal of accurate bullets from the weapons of the Avenger.

There was asudden slence. Only the laugh of the black Avenger of evil filled the dawn sky.
The Shadow returned to where Margo still sat in the safety of alarge tree. He bent and cut her
bonds. The adark-haired woman stood up, rubbed her wrists. What do you want meto do?"
Margo asked. The Shadow did not answer. His hawklike nose was turned away. His eyes burned
as heligtened to the silence. There was only silence now.

"Quick, Margo, something iswrong again. The battle could not have ended so quickly.”
Followed by the freed Margo, The Shadow moved quickly back through the silent treesand
bushestoward inn. He had reached the edge of the last bushes before the frame lodge, with
Margo close behind him and armed with one of his automatics, when he stopped. The Shadow
held up hishand, listened.

On the lake, at the shore below where he stood, The Shadow heard the sound of a motor
gtarting. Margo heard sound at the same instant. Loud in the dawn, a motor had started.

"A boat, Margo!" The Shadow said.

They have aboat. | heard Turk mentionit!" Margo cried.

"They're getting away! Quick, Margo!"

The Shadow raced through the dawn light, a giant black shape flying toward the lake. But this
time even The Shadow wastoo late. Already out on the lake and moving rapidly away wasa
powerful motorboat. Soon it vanished into the darkness that <till covered the surface of the water
as the sky above the mountains beyond was amorning grey.

"They've gone, Chief," Margo said as she came up behind The Shadow.

"Yes, Margo, but not for long. They will not go far. Not far enough to escape The Shadow,”
and the laugh that the Avenger echoed across the lake in mocking pursuit of the speeding
powerboat.

"Come!" The Shadow commanded.

Together, the black-garbed crimefighter and hisfirst assistant returned through the trees and
bushesto the now silent Lakeview Inn. At the rear door of theinn they were met by Stanley. The
chauffeur and bodyguard smiled at Margo, but frowned to his chief.

"What happened, Stanley?'

"I don't know, Chief. Richards Sarted firing. We thought it was your signal.”
"WhereisRichards?'

"On the other side of the house. Harry Vincent iswith him. We found Richards knocked out.”
The Shadow turned to Margo. " The commission knows nothing of The Shadow, Margo. |

wish to keep it that way. Richards will report if he seesyou. He would put two and two together
if he saw Lamont Cranston's secretary here. Go and wait in the car, remain hidden in the back.”
"Yes, Chief," the dark-haired woman said. She turned and blended into the greying light.

The Shadow turned back to Stanley. ™Y ou and Harry are uninjured?'

"Not ascratch.”

"Good, and the others?'

"Three dead. Some wounded, maybe, | don't know. The rest madeit out the sde where
Richards was knocked out. They got to their boat, | guess, Chief."
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The Shadow nodded grimly. "They did, Stanley, but that will not help them in the end. Come,



| want to talk to Richards.”

Stanley led the way around the side of the large lodge. When he turned again, asthey neared
where Harry Vincent stood over the seated Allen Richards, The Shadow was no longer behind
him. The man behind Stanley now was Lamont Cranston. Richards looked up as the two men
reached him. The specid investigator smiled wryly.

"l was spotted,” Richards said. "One of the outside men. Darned careless, Cranston. We
should have anticipated outside guards, too."

Cranston had to agree. "We should have. The Mafiaare careful .”

"Too careful,” Richards said. "When | was spotted, | fired at once, but the guard wastoo
quick and | missed. Then dl hell busted loose. They are mighty trigger happy, Cranston. If |
didn't know better, I'd say the Mafiaare scared of something.”

"Scared?' Crangton said dowly.

Richards nodded. "I'd say these guys were scared of something. Now maybe it's the campaign
againg them in the city, and maybe it's some kind of intrasMafiafight, | don't know. It could
even be some other organization trying to take them over."

Since this was much the same as Cranston himsdlf thought, again he had to agree. But he did
not want to agree too much with Richards--he did not want to reveal how much The Shadow
knew. Richards had not seen The Shadow, and he had not seen Margo.

"l don't know," Cranston said. "Do you have any evidence of some other factor?’

"No, not yet, but | fed something. I'd like to know more about the governor, and even the
mayor. But right now I'd like to catch that Turk. | could get something out of him."

Cranston nodded. "All right, Richards. | have to get back to Santa Carla, but why don't you
and Harry circle thelake and try to pick up their trail? That seemsto me about the best way.”
"Agreed," Richards said. "We better take separate cars, they will probably split up.”

"Good. Youresureyou fed upto it?

"I'll be okay," Richards said.

The four men then left the area of the Lakeview Inn, and headed for their cars. Harry Vincent,
at anod from Cranston, helped Richards. Cranston and Stanley went on ahead. They got Margo
from the Rolls-Royce and took her to the hidden mail truck. Then Cranston waited for Harry
Vincent and Richards.

"TaketheRalls, Harry," Cranston said, and he said to Richards. "Y our car isnear.”

Richards nodded. "Just down the road. I'll get it and come by. Harry can follow me."

Richards went off to his car. Harry Vincent got into the Rolls-Royce and waited for the

specid investigator to come by. Richards soon appeared driving his dark green Ford, and Harry
drove the Rolls-Royce off after him. Cranston watched the two cars vanish down theroad in the
grey dawn. Then hejoined Stanley and Margo in the mail truck. They turned in the other
direction and returned to Santa Carla asthe city began to stir and waken for another day.

9

THEDAY'S on of the specid crime commission would not begin until the afternoon, and
even Cranston needed some deep. But by eeven o'clock that morning he was awake again.
Awake and thinking. The pieces of the puzzle would not fit, but he was sure of one thing--
Richard was right that the Mafia was worried about something. That had been more than clear
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from Margo's story last night. Cranston continued to think aone until he heard anoisein the next
room of hishotd suite. Margo was moving around. Dressed, the wedlthy socidite ater-ego of
The Shadow went into the room of his secretary. Margo, fresh and rested, smiled at her boss.
"Good morning, Lamont.”



"How do you fed?"

"Fine" Margo said, and looked into the mirror above her dressing table. "Morethan fine. |
didn't particularly like that razor. Y ou arrived at a very good moment last night.”

Cranston began to pace. "L et's start from the beginning again and see what we really know."
"All right, Lamont."

Cranston smiled. "Good, but alittle breskfast first. Call down, will you, Margo. | think some
sausage and eggsfor me, | find I'm starved.”

They chatted lightly until the breskfast came. Then, over their food and an enormous pot of
coffee, Cranston got down to work. His hooded eyes seemed half adeep as Margo told her story
onceagain.

"They caught mein that closet. | managed to drop the radio purse without them seeing me.
They were very agitated, Lamont. They hustled me out to acar and drove me straight to the
Lakeview Inn. They tied me up, but first, and for quite sometime, they only took turns asking
me questions. It waslucky for me they took so long getting around to that razor."

Crangton nodded. "Tell me again exactly what questionsthey asked you."

"The norma questions, Lamont,” Margo said. "They wanted to know who | was, who |

worked for, what | wanted in the Harbor Bar and Grill, who the boss of my ‘outfit' was. All of
that. They kept hammering, one after the other. Over and over--who did | work for, what was |
doing spying on them, what did | know about the killing of Jmmy Faust.”

"They asked you about Faust?'

"Yes, Lamont. They aso asked me acouple of timesif | had been the woman who waswith
Faug."

Crangton rubbed his chin and sipped his coffee, hisimpassive face set in thought. "They

asked you about that woman? That's very strange, Margo. According to the police report
Richards read to the commission, the Bell girl claimed to have been with Faust, agirl friend of
Faudt's. In which case, why wouldn't the Mafia have known who she was and what she was
doing with Faust?"

"Perhaps they know the Bell woman, Lamont, but they don't know she was the one who was
there. After dl, she went to the police. She might easily have not told them she was with Faugt,
and perhaps he had good reasons for not telling anyone before hand.”

Cranston nodded. "' suppose that is possible, Margo. Still, you would think the Mafiawould
have ways of finding awoman with a police record and who associated with one of their
leaders.”

Margo seemed to think. "Y ou have apoint, Lamont. But | gathered that Turk isfrom out of
town. Perhaps he just hasn't had time to learn enough yet. Or perhapsthereisasort of civil war
going on withinthe M&fia"

"Perhaps,”" Crangton said.

"They were very jJumpy, Lamont. They seemed very nervousto me, al except Turk. They
seemed, well, puzzled, too. Y ou know? | mean, the way they talked, asked, questions, I'm sure
that thereis something they are trying to find out, something they don't know. They'rein the dark
about some aspect of al this, Lamont.”
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Cranston nodded and stood up. The wealthy socidite began to pace the sunny hotel suite.
Margo sat quietly sipping her coffee and watching the quiet face of her boss, the hooded eyes
that were degp in concentration. Cranston seemed to be going over everything his photographic
memory could recal of the affair. From the expresson on hisface he was not nearly satisfied
with the facts nor the explanations so far. After atime, the handsome socialite and industrialist
sghed.

"I'm afraid, Margo, that we aredl in the dark. But | am sure of one thing--there is something
about al thisthat just doesn't smell right. I've got the strangest fedling that the Mafia are not the



villansof this, but thevictimd™

Crangton continued to pace, hisimpassive face set it afrown. Margo watched him for atime.
Then the dark-haired woman lighted a cigarette, blew smoke into the sunny air of the suite, and
spoke dowly.

"There was one other thing, Lamont. | don't know how important it is, or even what it means,
but they asked me, about something, or someone else. A name, | think, S Fir, or Si Frere, or
Sipper or something like that.”

"A name?' Crangton said quickly.

Margo nodded. "The way they asked, it seemed like it was a person. They wanted to know
who S Fur, or Cy Frere, was. They asked if | knew what it meant. | didn't, of course.”

"Si? Simon something? And they gave you no ideajust who thisman is?"

"They wanted to know from me."

"Did they give someideaof the context? In what respect they had comein contact with the
name?'

"No, except that | gathered this personisnot afriend in any way. | got theideait al had
something to do with thekilling of Faugt."

Cransgton paced. "It dl has something to do with the killing of Faust. Are you sure of that
name?'

"No, Lamont. | don't think they were. They kept saying it in adifferent way. It could even
have been Piper.”

"Man or woman? Could it refer to awoman?'

"| supposeit could be anything, Lamont.”

"All right, Margo. Let'sdo thislogicdly. What do we know?"

The socidite paced the suite. Margo sat quietly, smoking and waiting. Cranston's hooded eyes
closed for atime. When they opened there was a momentary flash of thefire of The Shadow's
eyes.

"The mayor, Mayor Rush, declared an open war on organized crimein SantaCarla. Inless
than amonth the police had made little or no headway--and five separate people had been shot
down in the streets without clues of any kind, or any hints asto who or even why. On the face of
it, it looks like agang war series of killings. It underlines the need to rid the city of organized
cime”

"Don't you think it doesthat, Lamont?' Margo said.

"Yes, Margo, thereis no doubt that the five killings point up the need for the mayor's

anticrime crusade. What el se they might mean, we don't know. The police can't seem to find out.
Now, after the five killings we come upon two more, only these two don' fit the pattern.

"In one case Mayor Rush himslf killed Jmmy Faust, known local leader. He clamshewas
lured to the spot by Faust on a pretext of talking, and fired in self defense. All the facts point to
thetruth of hisstory. At dmost the sametime, Drake Hind, digtrict attorney, gets atelephone
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cal, rushes out, and ismurdered in his car in an obvioustrap. A smal-time Mafiaman is picked
up a the scene, and later commits suicide.

"This causes the mayor to suspend himsdlf and call in an outside crime commission. Mayor
Rush gppoints Walter Bedsole Bailey as chairman, and leavesthe rest of the commission up to
Bailey. With alot of consultations with the governor, the senators, the Congressiond delegation,
and Federd officids, Baley forms hiscommisson.”

"At this point we came into the affair. Since then, Mario Tucci, dias The Turk, has been seen
watching thejail, has had an interview with Max Goleta, has captured and questioned you.
Goletahas been killed. Lieutenant M oss has been killed by an unidentified woman. Someone
named S something, or Piper, isinvolved. Y oung men wearing black jackets and riding
motorcycles have become involved. And the crime commission ismounting an al-out war onthe



Mafia"

Cranston stopped. Margo watched her boss. The summation had been complete. Cranston
continued his pacing in sillence for some time. Then he faced Margo again.

"S0, we have some questions. Thereis till something not quite right about the killing of

Faudt at the El Capitan. If thereisn't something more, why was Max Goletakilled? Lieutenant
Moss was not satisfied with the way Faust died, I'm sure of that, and Moss waskilled. Who isthe
woman who killed Moss, and who are the black-jacketed cyclists?

Crangton frowned. "I particularly don't like the woman at the El Capitan. Goleta swearsthere
was awoman, even was sure she was the one killed. But no woman was found. Instead, Faust
was dead. Later the woman cameto Lieutenant Moss. A woman named Penny Bell. In thefirst
place she's not the type who would come forward unless she had to. She had arecord, she had no
reason to help the police. On top of that, Margo, she had been arrested only four weeks ago, and
that isstrange if shewas, as she said, Immy Faust's girl. A man like Faust could have protected
her, and | don't think he would have gotten mixed up with such awoman--too dangerous.”

Margo agreed. "That'sabig point, Lamont. A smdl-time B-girl? For Jmmy Faust? It doesn't
sound logicd.”

"No, not logica at al. And whereis she now? Margo, | think that Penny Bell isour key. We

have to find her. She has ahusband. A woman like her does not disappear easily. No, she hasto
be somewhere, and we must find her."

"How, Lamont? Max Goletais dead.”

Cranston nodded. "Y es, but someone at the El Capitan must know something. | think, Margo,
itistimefor The Shadow to vist the El Capitan.”

"What about me?"

"Y ou remain herein contact with Burbank. Harry Vincent may cal in with information on

Turk and hismen. Also, | want you to call Commissioner Weston and make my excusesfor the
crime commission mesting this afternoon. Plead urgent businessfor my companies. | would like
them to think | am abusy amateur anyway."

"All right, Lamont,” Margo agreed. "Will you take Stanley?*

"No, Margo, thisiswork for The Shadow aone. | will takethe smdll car. Tell Stanley | want

al known motorcycle clubsin the area checked out. Seeif any of them fit our unknown young
men.
Without another word, the socidite left the room and the suite. He rode down aonein the
elevator and merged in the garage beneath the hotel. There he entered asmall, black Jaguar. The
fast, specidly built sports car came out into the sun of Santa Carla. It moved swiftly through the
city toward the El Capitan Motel. It moved much too fast for anyone to see that the man behind

46 MARK OF THE SHADOW
the whedl wore ablack cloak, had along hawk nose and fiery eyesthat blazed from beneath a
wide douch hat--The Shadow.

The El Capitan Motel was set back from the main highway out of Santa Carla. A cinder drive
led up to the office. The other units, scattered around in double buildings, were dl quiet in the
sun. A heavy calm rested on the motel in the afternoon hours of ahot day. Therewasasilence, a
lack of motion, and yet asif the shabby motd were holding its bresth waiting for something to
happen.

Frieda Goleta, wife of the late owner of the El Capitan, who should have been in the office,
wasin her dim living quarters behind the office. Friedawas "resting.”

Tothe short, heavy, blonde woman, "resting” had aspecia meaning. In the darkened living
room, dl shades drawn, al windowstightly closed, Friedawas drinking.

She sat--athick, froglike shape--in the best chair in the room, her eyes fixed on the front

door that led into the motel office. There was aglass, atumbler, in her fat hand. The bottle was



on thefloor. A cheap bottle of blended rye. A bucket of ice stood near her on atable. In her
tumbler there was one melting ice cube and a great dedl of pure brown whisky.

Frieda often "rested,” and often sat in the darkened living quarters--but not with the windows
locked and the doors locked. Friedawas afraid. She sat, drank, stared at the locked door. Each
time she drank she wiped her mouth with the back of her pudgy hand, leaving asmesar of dirt
each time. She drank often.

"Darnyou, Max! Thebig dedl! Y ou got to bethe big dedl!"

She drank, wiped, stared at the door.

"Darn you, Max! What about me?'Y ou couldn't keep quiet?’

She drank, wiped, shivered.

"| don't even know who!"

She drank and stared at the door. When the glass was empty she picked up the bottle without
looking at it, poured another tumblerful of the cheap whisky, dropped in asingleice cube,
swirled the liquid, and drank. She opened her mouth to spesk again.

The macabre laugh came from somewhere in the shifting light and dark near her kitchen.
Friedawhirled in her seat, as pae as chalk, gasping.

"Who?'

The chilling laugh came from adark corner near the TV st thistime.

Frieda spilled her drink, dopped the whisky over her deezy dress, sucked greedily at the
brown liquid. Her eyes darted like the eyes of a hunted weasdl.

"Whoisit?1 don't know, you hear? He never told me nothing! Y ou hear me? He's dead, who
cares? He never told me!™

Then she saw thefigure, shape, and the blazing eyes under the brim of the wide black hat. She
saw thelong, scythelike nose that seemed to dash the dim room. The figure did not move. It
loomed there, ominous and deadly in the far corner.

"I don't know nothing," the woman, Frieda, whimpered.

She stared transfixed at the macabre shape that seemed to hover there in the corner. Her hands
shook so badly she had to take hold of her glassin both hands, the whisky dopping over.

"Go away," Friedasad, whimpering.

The eerievoice laughed again. A long laugh that seemed to echo and fill the room, the silent
room shut away in the afternoon heat.

"You are afraid, FriedaGoletal" adeep, cold voice said.

MARK OF THE SHADOW 47

The woman shivered.

"Y ou fear that they will kill you too," thevoice said.

Frieda shook, drank, and then seemed to hear the words clearly. She looked up at the black
shape that blended away into the dimness of the room.

"They?' Friedasaid.

"Those who killed your husband.”

"Youre...yourenot from...them?' the woman sammered.

The Shadow laughed. "No, Frieda, | am not from them. | hunt them! | hunt down al killers,
al evil. I want to know who killed Max Goleta."

Frieda gtared, shrugged. "I don't know."

'Do you know any who wanted to kill him?"

Friedadrank, stared into her glass. The woman'sthick shoulders hunched inward, her fleshy
face set in stubborn silence. The eyes of The Shadow blazed. The fire-opa girasol glowed on his
long, powerful finger. Hisfiery eyesbored deegp into the woman.

"Who wanted to kill him, Friedal" The Shadow demanded.

Frieda shook her head, brushed her thick hand across her eyes. Her mind grew thick, foggy,
asif acloud had rolled through her brain. A thick, shifting cloud settled on her mind. Shefelt



hersalf becoming helpless. A powerful hand seemed to reach deep into her mind and take hold.
Helpless, the glass dropped from her nervelessfingers. A cloud covered her mind. Her will was
gone.

"Who?' The Shadow demanded.

Her lipsmoved. "The Mafia. Y eh, maybe the Mafia | don't know. Faust waskilled. They

don't likethat. Max was afool. The Mafiakilled him. That Turk."

"You're sure?" the strong voi ce demanded.

"The Mafia. No, | ain't sure. Who e se? There was the woman. Max saw her. Then shewas
gone.”

The voice of The Shadow was softer now, but sill strong, insstent. The voice seemed to fill
every part of her body, to enter and take control.

"Start and tell me dl you know," The Shadow said. "I will avenge your husband. Hiskillers

will learn how bitter afruit isborn by the weed of crime!”

Friedanodded, her hands dack at her sides where she sat thick and heavy in the chair inthe
dim room shut away from the sun of the city. "Max seen her. She went into the cabin. She
registered. A phony name, John Smith. Mr. and Mrs. John Smith. Max seen her go in, and then
he seen him. The mayor, yes. Later, maybe ahaf an hour. Max don't recognize him right away
because he don't show hisface. But it wasthe mayor."

"Could it have been Faust that Max saw, not Mayor Rush?' The Shadow asked sharply.

"No, Faust was alot smaller. Max didn't see Faust. Maybe Faust was aready inside, Max
don't know. Only he never saw no one else go in before them shots! Just the girl, and the man
who don't show hisface. Max don't think nothing, until he hears them shots and the girl scream.”
"Scream! He heard the girl scream?’ The Shadow hissed, demanded.

"Y eh, that's when he called the cops. Only when they got here, the fuzz, Faust was shot and
there wasn't no woman."

The Shadow's eyes blazed. "Had you seen that woman before? Have you seen her since?”’

"I seen her around before, don't know her name. | ain't seen her since. A guy came around
once, said hewas her husband. | ain't seen him again. A broad like her, with a husband.”

"Y ou know nothing es=?"
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"No," the woman said.

The Shadow knew that shetold the truth. Her mind in his power, she could not have lied now.
Hewould learn no more from Frieda Goleta. But he had |earned one thing--Goleta had heard a
woman scream after the shots!

With histotal power, The Shadow clouded the mind of the woman until she dumped adegp in
her chair. When she awakened she would remember only the vaguest of sensations. Shewould
st thereand it would be asif she had had a dim dream, vague and unremembered. She would
drink again with only adight sense of something having happened, and no memory of the greeat
black shape that now vanished as silently asit had come.

10

THE RAILROAD TRACKS ran behind the dilapidated rooming house at 407 South Perdido Street
in Santa Carla. The tracks opened into the freight yards ablock away, and dl around the blight

hung like amist on the area. The people who lived here lived thar liveswith their heads bent,

their eyes on the ground. Or they lived inside bottles. They were busy staying dlive, these people,
they had no time to bother with passing strangers who did not enter their lives.

They barely glanced at the small but powerful Jaguar that eased quietly into the shadows

behind an abandoned railroad shack ablock from 407 South Perdido Street. They did not seethe



shadowy figure that emerged from the Jaguar and blended into the shadows of the shack itself. A
shadowy figure that moved dl but unssen even in the afternoon sun. It flitted sllently from
building to building, appearing for an instant in the sunny open areas, vanishing again in the
shadows of the broken down old houses. The figure worked its way toward 407 South Perdido
Street.

Hidden, The Shadow peered with hisfiery eyestoward the front steps of Number 407, the
home of Penny Bell and her husband. There was nothing unusua about the four storey frame
house, nothing that distinguished it from its shabby neighbors. Pedling grey paint, avague
attempt to enhance its gppearance with white-painted trim and afew drooping flowers in window
boxes, and the usud signsin the downgtairs front window--ROOMS. There was nothing at dll
specia about the house, but something very specid about what was going on at thismoment in
front of the rooming house. From where he was hidden, The Shadow watched the unusua
activity.

Parked directly in front of the door there was akind of ambulance. It was not a city

ambulance, or aprivate hospital ambulance. It was a private ambulance, the type that was hired
from an ambulance service. The ambulance sat there, the two white-uniformed attendants
lounging againgt the front fender. Parked behind the ambulance was ablack, unmarked car that
The Shadow recognized as a car from the Santa Carla Police Department. The car was empty,
but aman in plainclothes stood above on the steps. Then, even as The Shadow watched, aman
came out of the house and nodded to the ambulance men. The burning eyes of The Shadow
narrowed, watched. The man was commission member Morgan Sater!

Sater and the two white-suited attendants went into the building. Momentslater, themanin
plainclothes on the steps |ooked up and saw another man approaching. The plainclothes
policeman stepped forward, and then smiled. He had recognized the man approaching--Lamont
Crangton, specid investigator for the crime commission. The detective smiled, nodded his head
toward the door into the rooming house.
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"They'reindgde, Mr. Cranston. Pretty sad sght.”

"Hank Bell?" Cranston guessed.

"Yeah. Lookslikeit redly got to him."

Cranston said no more, but walked past the detective and entered the shabby building. He
found himsdf in adingy hal that smeled of the damp mustiness of years. Therewaslittle light,
and nothing moved dong the dank hall with itsfaded and threadbare carpeting. Cranston
listened. He heard the voices upgtairs. Silently he went up the stairs to the second floor where a
door stood open into the room at the front of the rooming house. Cranston walked to the door
and looked insgde. The sight that greeted him was like a tableaux from some macabre waxwork
museum.

Just insde the door, Morgan Sater puffed on a pipe, hiseyesflat and without expression.
Besde Sater, Chairman Walter Bailey wastaking. Bailey talked sadly but earnestly, and Sater
listened with his head bent. What they were talking about, what their eyes were looking at even
asthey taked low to each other, sat in arocking chair in the center of the small, shabby room. A
tall, thin man who rocked back and forth, back and forth. His eyeswereflat, like black pointsin
his head. His hands were folded in hislap. He stared at nothing, but only rocked and rocked.
Faint moans, like long sighs, escaped from hislips every few moments. Behind the man, on the
dresser, Cranston saw afamiliar picture in acheap brass frame--a picture of Penny Bell.
Morgan Sater turned, saw Cranston. The burly expert criminologist frowned. "What are you
doing here, Cranston?"

"I wasfollowing down alead on Penny Bdll," Cranston said mildly. "That, | gather, is Henry
Bdl inthechar?'

The cold-eyed Slater nodded. Walter Bailey looked sadly at the man who rocked continuoudy



inthechar.

| had the sameidea, Cranston,” Walter Bailey said. The older man seemed sad, his strong,
distinguished face looking down at Bl with pity. "Richards mentioned wanting to talk to Bell.
But Allen was busy thismorning, so | called off the afternoon session and decided to have alook
for Bell mysdlf, seewhat he could tell us about hiswife. | found him likethis."

Bailey indicated the rocking man who sat and stared and moaned softly, totally unaware that
there was anyone else in the room. Morgan Slater muttered testily.

"It s;emswe all had asmilar idea. I'll bet Bauermann and Weston show up. We've got to

work more efficiently, stop duplicating dl thiseffort,” Sater said. Helooked shrewdly at
Crangton. "l thought your secretary reported that you had business to attend to, Cranston?”

"I completed it earlier than | expected,” Cranston said quietly. "Which one of you found him
firg?"

"I did,” Sater said. "Just like that, rocking and moaning. Obvioudy complete schizophrenia
Almogt catatonic.”

"| came soon after," Bailey said. "Then we sent for the private ambulance. What €lse can we
do?I've arranged for him to be put into a private sanitarium in the Serras.”

Crangton watched the rocking Bell. "Have you tried to talk to him?”

"Of course," Bailey said. "Both of us. We can't reach him. He's unreachable now, Cranston.
Perhaps after months of work, trestment, at the sanitarium we could begin to reach him, but
there's no chance now.”

"Hopeless," Sater said. "Too bad, too. | think he must have known something--something he
couldn't take. | think he was so scared his brain collgpsed. 1t's acommon defense mechanism of
the body."
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"Possbly, Morgan,” Walter Bailey said. "But I'm inclined to think it's probably more to do

with Faust and hiswife. Obvioudy they wereinvolved with each other, and Bell just couldn't
accept it."

"Then whereis Penny Bell?' Crangton said.

Bailey nodded. "That's my point. It lookslike she just walked out on him. The shock wastoo
much. Her involvement, Faust's degth, and then she leaves him. The superintendent downgtairs
says he heard afight or two up here since the death of Faugt.”

Cranston nodded and went to stand over the rocking man. Bell seemed unaware of Cranston's
nearness. The man rocked back and forth, moaned softly from time to time, his hands folded
negtly in hislap. Cranston studied he man. It wasthe eyesthat interested him. Bell'seyeswere
liketiny black codls, the pupils smal and intense and yet totaly vacant. Cranston spoke softly.
"Whereis Penny, Mr. Bdl?'

The man rocked, did not even blink hisflat, staring yes.

"Tel usabout Penny, Henry," Cranston said.

The man rocked. Cranston reached down and touched his arm. The man moved, winced, and
then went on rocking. Showing no reaction that Sater or Bailey could have seen, Cranston
looked at the man's arm where he had touched. He touched again. Bell moaned, winced. Under
the cloth of the man's shirt Crangton felt asmall swelling that only his sensitive fingers could

have felt. His super eyes saw atiny pin holein the cloth of the shirt. Someone had used a
hypodermic needle on Bell. Behind hisimpassive eyes, Cranston's mind considered the man and
the hypodermic syringe. He had astrong suspicion that Henry Bell's condition was not natural
after al--someone had drugged the man, some specia drug to induce this catatonic state! A drug
Cranston did not know. Who had doneit? Why? He did not | et his hooded eyesrevea any of
these speculationsto Bailey or Sater.

"You'reright," Cranston said. "He can't be reached.”

Bailey motioned to the white-suited attendants. They moved forward and took hold of Henry



Bell. The man made no attempt to resist. The attendants led Bell out of the room and down the
dairs. Cranston, Bailey and Sater followed them out into the sunny street. The attendants led
Bdl to the ambulance and placed him insde. Bell sat there, il rocking, till moaning softly, as
they drove way. Bailey looked at Cranston.

"Can| giveyou alift, Crangton? I'm afraid thiswas not very hdpful "

"No, | have my car," Cranston said.

"I'll ridewith you, Walter," Sater said. "l let my taxi go."

Bailey nodded. The two commission members got into the police car. The detective took the
whedl. Cranston watched them drive away. Then he turned to walk back to where he had parked
his Jaguar. But he did not walk beyond the first house. Instead, Cranston stopped in the shadow
of the first house and seemed to disappear.

In the dlent room where Henry Bell had been rocking only minutes earlier, nothing moved

for sometime. Then there was afaint creak, the door opened and closed silently, and The
Shadow stood dark and shrouded in the room. For along minute hisfiery eyes glowed from
beneath the wide douch hat as he studied every inch of the room. Then he moved as silently as
the wind across the room to the single dresser.

He opened, and studied closely, every drawer. The drawers were full. One drawer held the

few shirtsand tiesand bits of jewery that belonged to Henry Bell. The rest of the drawers
contained the clothing of awoman. Expensive garments; and her jewelry was there, and boxes of
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the best stockings. His eyes narrowed and dert with their inner fire, The Shadow turned his
attention to the closeats.

The closets, too, were full. Dresses hung packed tightly in the two closets. Shoesrested on a
rack at the bottom of one closet. On the top shelf of the same closet there were three suitcases, al
empty. The Shadow closed the doors of the closets and continued hisinspection of the room.
Bottles of expensive perfume stood on a cheap table with amirror over it, the perfumein sharp
and gaudy contrast to the table and the room. In the bathroom, The Shadow found the medicine
cabinet completely full. There were prescription bottles, full or partly full, in the name of

Pendope Bdll.

Back in the single bedroom-living room, The Shadow stood silently for atimein the center of

the room, atall black shape with fiery eyes under the brim of awide douch hat. Above the hawk
nose the eyes flashed--Penny Bell had taken nothing with her--why? Therewas only one

logical answer--Penny Bell was dead. Somewhere, somehow, the girl was deed.

Why?

The eyes of The Shadow blazed again as he asked himsdlf that question--why was Penny

Bell dead, if shewas? Where did shefit in this? Something she had seen? Not the desth of Faust,
there was no question about who killed Faust. Did she know of the plans of the Mafia? That
could be, and the Mafia could have killed her. Something she had told the police? No, nothing on
the record showed that she had told them anything that they did not know. And Lieutenant Moss
had not been satisfied after talking with her. She had walked into the police, and after that she
had vanished. If she knew something dangerous to someone, why kill her after she told? Or had
she held out something--a vitd fact that had cost her her life?

If S0, was there some clue herein her gpartment?

Again, The Shadow searched the gpartment. He found nothing he didn't find the first time.

Until hefound, in the drawer containing the few clothes of Henry Bell, a

piece of note paper. On the paper was asingle word, atime of day, and asum of money. It read:

CYPHER 9:20 $25,000



The sum of money had been underlined many times. Thetime, 9:20, had been ringed with a
thick box. Thelettersin theword, CYPHER, had been filled in, drawn on.

A telephone message, and Henry Bell, if the note did belong to him, had doodled as he talked
on the telephone. The eyes of The Shadow studied the message. From the condition of ink and
paper he knew that the note had been written very recently, less than aday ago at most. Which
meant thet at that time Henry Bell had been perfectly normd--if Bell had written the note. More
and more the black-shrouded Avenger was sure that Henry Bdll's catatonic state was not natural,
had been chemically induced somehow.

But there was something even more important on the mind of The Shadow now. Theword on
the paper--CYPHER!

He remembered what Margo had reported. The Mafialeader, Mr. Turk, had been interested in
someone named Si Fur, or Piper, or Cy Frere, or something like that. CY PHER! But who, or
what, was CY PHER? And what did Henry Bell have to do with CYPHER at 9:20 and for
$25,000? A meseting and a payoff? The Shadow's eyes glinted in the sllent room. It was obvious
that the meeting had been kept, but it looked very much like the payoff had been in something
other than money.
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CYPHER? A code name? A place perhaps? The Shadow did not know yet. But one thing was
certain; he had felt from the beginning that there was something missing, and CY PHER could be
that missing thing. A cyclist club? Possible, and possibly something connected to the woman in
the green dress he had found with the dead Lieutenant Moss.

Turning swiftly, The Shadow |eft the room and glided like a chimera down the stairsto the

first floor. He stopped in front of the door marked: Superintendent. Silently he opened the door
and dipped insgde.

Theroomwasdim. A man donesat infront of aTV set with his shades drawn againgt the
afternoon heat and sun. He was asmall, thin, bald man dressed in work clothes, and he heard
nothing above his basebal game until the eerie laugh reverberated through the room.

The man turned sharply, hisface showing no fear of the weird sound.

"Who'sthere?'

The Shadow, hidden near the door, laughed again. "They cal me The Shadow. You are
superintendent of thisbuilding?'

" Shadow? Shadow? Get out of herel." The man peered into the corners of hisroom. "Where
areyou? What isthis, somekind of trick?"

"Thisisnotrick! You will answer some questions.”

The man laughed. "I don't answer nothing, buddy. Show me where you are?"

Fearless, the peppery little man stared around his room. He reached for the light on the table
near him. His hand seemed to stop halfway. Now the man seemed puzzled. He tried to push out
his hand, but it would not go. He became aware of aweight, athick cloud in hismind. Then,
vaguely, he saw agreat black shape before him, two piercing eyes, the upper half of aface that
glowed red in the darkness that seemed to fall over the room.

"A few questions" avoice sad. "l will not harm you."

The man seemed to hesitate. Then he drew back hisland, sat and looked up at the looming
shape. Hisface still showed no fear, only a certain curiosity.

"Okay, buddy, you've got me. It's quite atrick. Okay, what questions?"’

The Shadow smiled. The peppery little man was either very brave or very stupid. It did not
meatter.

"WhereisPenny Bdl?'

"Who knows? That broad she comes'n' goes.”

"What happened to Henry Bdll?'

"Nuts, right off hisrocker. Over Penny, | heard them say, only that's crazy, you know? |



mean, anyone who'd say Hank would go nuts over Penny is crazier than Hank. He knew al about
her--and he didn't care.

"What if he knew she were dead?' The Shadow asked.

"He'd whigtle Dixie and dance atwigt.”

"Hedidn't care about her?'

"Hedidn't care about nothin' except himsdlf."

"What kind of woman was she?"

Thistimethe little man hesitated again. Then he shrugged, aware that, somehow, hismind

was not in hisown control. He stared to see through the cloud that seemed to envelop hismind.
"She wasn't abad kid, better than he was. Sure, she wanted nice things, and she liked a good
time. Married to him she never got nothin'."

"Y ou speak of her asif you knew she were dead?’
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The man blinked. "Dead? Wdl | don't know. She just ain't been around, not since the day
after that Faust got his."

"Do you know where sheis?'

"No. But Candy maybe does."

"Candy?" The Shadow demanded.

"Candy Smith, afriend of hers. Candy been around a couple times since to ask after her. She
ain't been back for awhile. Maybe she found Penny."

""Where does shelive, this Candy Smith?

The man shrugged. " Somewhere down the beach, a plush place. | remember shelooked like
she was doing good when she come here, 'n' she told me shelived in one of them plush places
down by Arroyo Beach."

The Shadow stepped close to the man, et hismind fully concentrate on the little man'sbrain.
The superintendent stiffened, tried to get up, and then dumped down adeep. The Shadow
laughed softly, and left the degping man peaceful in hischair. The Avenger dipped from the
room and out into the sunny street. Moving from shadow to shadow he returned to his Jaguar
without ever being seen--a swift, flitting shadow in the sun.

11

THE BEACH BUNGALOW was st behind a high redwood fence in the middle of alush garden of
flowers. PAms and pamettoes shaded the six room "bungalow.” Cranston sat in thelate
afternoon sun in his Jaguar and watched the place. Someone was inside. That would be Candy
Smith.

After leaving 407 South Perdido, he had become Lamont Cranston again. With his credentias
as pecid investigator for the crime commission, he had located Candy Smith through a
modeling agency. A cdl had found her out, but her Japanese maid had assured him that Miss
Candy would be in within the hour. Now he sat in the Jaguar and considered the bungalow.
There was avagt difference between the bungal ow and 407 South Perdido Street. Candy Smith
was indeed "doing good,” and perhaps this had some connection to what had happened to Penny
Bdl.

Cranston left his car and walked to the locked redwood gate. The Japanese maid answered his
ring. She ushered him into the living room of the bungalow. A vast picture window gave a
magnificent view of thewide sand and sea.of Arroyo Beach. The maid served him adrink, and
he sat admiring the view. The woman who cameinto the room afew minutes later was even
more magnificent than the view.

"Mr. Crangton? Y ou're here about poor Penny?'



Shewas atdlish woman, blonde, her hair cut short but loose to thewind and surf. Shehad a
voluptuous body, and her face looked like dl the beautiful American facesin the Miss America
Pageant. Shewore abrief bikini that hid nothing, and the suit was till wet, indicating that she
had been swimming.

"Poor Penny?' Cranston asked.

Thegirl, Candy, sat down and crossed her fine legs. She lighted a cigarette. She reached for
the drink left for her by the maid. Then she suddenly wiped atear from her eye.

"She's dead. | know she's dead!”
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Cranston watched her from behind his hooded eyes. It was, of course, the same thought he
had. He wanted to know what made Candy Smith think the same.

"Dead? Y oure sure?'

Candy nodded. "None of thisislike Penny. Murder! The police! The Mafial No, Mr.
Crangton, I'm sure about it. Penny wouldn't have mixed with the Méfia, or the palice. Even if she
had been in that cabin at the El Capitan, the way that Lieutenant Moss said when he talked to me,
shewouldn't have gone to the police. Penny wasn't brave.”

"Mosstaked to you?"

"Y es, right after he found out it was Penny in that cabin. Only | don't think it was Penny.

We're awfully close friends. We've been around together along time. She never mentioned
Faust. Nor Mafia Shewasreally agood girl."

"Y ou don't think she would have gone to the police?' Cranston asked. This, too, wasa
thought he, or The Shadow, had aready had.

"No, and besides, if she were dtill dive she would have caled me. We were very close.”
Crangton reached into his pocket and brought out the picture of Penny Bell he had found in
thefile of Lieutenant Moss. He handed it to the girl.

"It's Penny,” Candy said.

"Then she went to the police dl right. That wasin thefile of Lieutenant Moss," Cranston said.
Candy stared at the picture. Then the girl seemed to collgpseinsde. She dumped in her chair,
smoked, and drank her drink.

"I guess| hoped it wasn't dl true," the girl said. "I guess| wanted to believe. Yes, Mr.
Cranston, that's Penny, and if she went to the police she was probably in the cabin. | guess she
isn't dead, just mixed up with them after al!"

"Them?

"TheMdfia. If sheisn't dead, and she hasn't contacted me, then she's mixed up in something
bad. Y ou know that no one has seen her? | asked around. That's why | was sure she was dead. If
the police saw her, Mr. Cranston, they are the only ones who've seen her since the night Faust
waskilled!"

Candy stopped, smoked, drank again. "'l should have known.

"Known what?" Cranston asked.

"Faudt!" Candy said, amost spat. "I warned her about that kind of man. But she laughed at
me”

"Y ou know shewas seeing Jmmy Faust?'

"No, not for sure. But she did have anew man, she told me that much. She said she had avery
gpecid new friend. She was excited that night.”

"Specid?' Crangton said.

Candy nodded. "That waswhat she said, very specid. She didn't say rich, or important, or
nice, or anything likethat. Just specid. | guess Jmmy Faust was specid all right.”

"And she was excited about meeting the specia man that night?”

"Very excited. You'd have thought shewasjust akid on her first date," Candy said. "Poor
Penny. Maybe she'd be better dead than mixed up with them."



Therewas aslence. The blonde girl seemed to be seeing her friend in her mind. Cranston
stood up. There was nothing more he could learn from Candy. Except . . . He looked down at
her.

"What do you know about CY PHER?"

Thegirl blinked. "Cypher? It'sanamefor code, isn't it? Or aname for azero, anothing.”
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"That'sal you know?' He watched her very closdly, the perception of The Shadow ableto
detect the faintest sign of surprise, or fear, or knowledge. He saw nothing. " The name means
nothing to you?'

"No, Mr. Cranston, nothing.”

"Well, thank you for your time."

Crangton |eft the way he had come in. Behind him the blonde girl finished her drink and rang
for her maid. She stared out the window at the ocean as she waited for the maid to bring her
another drink. She seemed log, hopelessas she sat in all that egant lushness, her magnificent
body coiled in the chair, and stared out a picture window at nothing.

When he reached the gate, Cranston let himsalf out and pushed the gate shut behind him. He
turned to walk to hiscar.

The shots cracked loud in the sunny afternoon.

Long splintersripped from the tal redwood gate.

The splinters and the bullets whined angrily into the air of the silent beach Street.

Cranston dove for cover.

Two more shots cracked out in quick succession, kicking dirt and concrete inchesfrom
Cranston's head.

The sociditerolled into the cover of hiscar.

In the shelter of the whedls, he quickly raised his head. With the powers of The Shadow he
had immediately calculated the direction and range from the shots that had struck near him. Now
his super eyesight searched the distant spot where he knew the shots had been fired. From the
sound of the bullets he guessed that the would-be killer had used a high-powered sniper rifle with
atelescopic sght. He saw what he wanted almost a once.

Five hundred yards up the long, straight road there was a sand hill above the beach. On that
hill there were two small beach houses. Just at the base of the highest house he saw afaint
movement. The glint of sun on metd, the reflection of sun from the glass of atelescopic sight.
Only the smallest of movements, but clear to the eyes of The Shadow.

Swiftly, silently, he moved from the shelter of his Jaguar into the shadows of the houses that
lined the road on the right. Unseen, he worked his way forward along the high fences and
through the bushes and gardens. His automatic was ready in his hand. With histraining he was
able to move dmost in the open without ever being seen--atrick he had learned in the Orient.
By using the natura cover of the houses and the gardens, and with his uncanny muscular control,
Cranston reached the last house before the sand hill. He was sure that whoever had tried to kill
him was dtill waiting for him to appear again from behind his car and attempt to get into the car
for his escape.

At the base of the sand hill he looked up. Closer now, he saw the dim muzzle of the high-
powered rifle protruding out from the thick bushes at the side of the highest house. He smiled to
himsdlf, the quick and triumphant smile of The Shadow. The nwas doing exactly ashe
had expected--till waiting to get another shot when Crangton findly showed himsdlf. Thekiller
would beinfor asurprise. Looking again at the hill, Cranston saw hisroute up and around the
house to a point where he could ook down and see his attacker cleerly.

He moved with cautious speed dong his mapped route up the hill. His automatic ready, he
circled around and above the silent house. He crawled the last few yards through the thick
growth on the side of the hill until he came out at the exact spot he had planned. Helooked



below and saw the n crouched at the corner of the house, therifle with itslong telescopic
sight till pointed at the Jaguar five hundred yards down the long straight beach road. Evenashe
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watched the would-be killer moved, peered toward the Jaguar. The killer had redlized that too
much time had passed, that, somehow, Cranston had escaped. The n stood up. Cranston
Stared.

The figure standing below was awoman. A woman wearing along, shapeless Mu-Mu. There
was asguare shell case over her shoulder. There was something very odd about her. She turned
as he peered down, and he saw her face as clearly asif he had been standing beside her.
Anold, wrinkled, wizened face.

Theface of an old woman.

Her wizened face was framed with stringy grey hair. Her body was bent with age and

arthritis. She shuffled as she began to walk.

Cranston stood up silently, and bent low to follow her down the hill.

Suddenly she turned, looked back.

Cranston crouched. She could not have seen him.

But she turned again and began to run asfast as her old legs could carry her. She had along
head start, and ran, hobbled, down the side of the hill to the road. Cranston raced down after her.
Hedid not try to be silent now.

Somehow, incredibly, the old woman had heard him up there on the hill above her!

He pursued her down the hill and across the road. She hobbled acrosstheroad and into a
wakway between two large beach bungaows. She was at |east fifty yards ahead of him, but he
was gaining rapidly. He reached the walkway between the houses and ran through. In the
walkway he had smiled. He had her caught. There were no doors or gatesin the walkway
between the houses, nothing but the high sde walls of the houses and sometall fencing. There
was only oneway out of the walkway, and that was onto the open beach. He ran out from
between the houses and stood for a second in the bright afternoon sun to see which way she had
run.

Where he stood he saw the ocean ahead, the open beach, the high terraces of the three or four
nearest beach bungaows. There was no other way up from the beach. To hisleft he saw agroup
of young girlsin bikini bathing suits, and some boys with them wearing the brief trunks of

aurfers. They weredl playing some athletic game, their young bodies glowing in the sun.

To hisright three couples, older than the bikini-clad teenagersto the left, lay sunning on the

sand. They were older, but they were still young, and they al wore bathing suitsthat hid very
little.

Directly infront of him asinglegirl sunned hersdf. Shelay on her back, her tanned skin
glistening. Even as he watched she sat up on her blanket and took off her dark glasses. She was
about twenty-five, quite pretty, with asmal, snub nose, and her figure was more than shapely in
her tight bathing suit. She began to oil her body and watched him.

There was no one el se on the beach.

For some time Cranston stood there. It was, of course, impossible. The old woman could not
have had time to escape, not even time to reach the water and swim away, if such an old lady
could have donethat. And yet he knew that the face he had seen had not been made up, not
disguised. The eyes of The Shadow could not be deceived so easily by smple makeup. No, the
old lady had been aredl old lady, and the people on this beach were real young people. They did
not wear enough clothesto hide an old body. It wasimpossible--and yet the old woman, and her
rifle, had vanished.

It was the second time that someone had vanished with him close behind.
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To be sure, Cranston walked closeto all the people. The solitary woman who was ailing



hersdf amiled a him, her eyes clearly suggesting that perhaps they could meet. He studied her
closgly. She was ayoung woman, and it was no disguise. None of the others seemed to be
anything but what they were supposed to be. Cranston gave up. He turned back up the beach and
walked through the walkway to his Jaguar. He was aware that something very strange was
happening. Therewasmorein dl thisthan the Mafia

At hiscar thefire-opa girasol began to hum in his hidden pocket. He passed it across the
dashboard cigarette lighter. Stanley's voice came clear and urgent.

"Boss? They've cdled an evening session of the crime commission. Bailey caled it. Hewants
everyone. It seemslike Richards cdled in awhile ago and has something big.”

"How big, Stanley?' Cranston asked, hisimpassive face showing concern now.

"l don't know, Boss," Stanley's voice said from the miniature specia radio. "But

Commissioner Weston said something about calling in the State Guard!”

"Very wel, Stanley. Did you learn anything about motorcycle clubsin the area?’

"No, Boss. Theré€'re about ten around, but none of them fit the bill. Burbank ran the
descriptions through the compuiter file, result negative.”

"All right, Stanley. Have Burbank run the name CY PHER through the computer file. | will be
in the commission room."

Crangton passed the fire-opa girasol across the secret transmitter-receiver, and placed thering
back into its hidden pocket insde his clothes. Then he drove toward the courthousein the
deepening twilight of evening. His mind wasworking rapidly--al hisinvestigationswere
leading him away from the Mafia, and yet Stanley said Richards had come up with something
big, and Richards had been trailing the Mafial For amoment Cranston's eyes flashed thefire of
The Shadow. Something was not right.

12

CHAIRMAN WALTER BAILEY paced thefloor of the plush and silent conference room. The
other members of the crime commission, their assstants and secretaries, watched him. Their
faces were serious. Bailey faced them.

" want you dl to listen to the report my assistant, Mr. Richards, hasto make. Let mefirgt

point out that Richardsisatrained investigator, and that both he and Mr. Cranston have been
investigating the killing of Max Goleta. They both were led to one Mario Tucci, dias The Turk,
aknown Mafiachief from the Kansas City area. Mr. Cranston pursued hisinvestigation along
the lines of the dead Gol eta, the woman who was at the motel, Penny Bell, and her husband. Y ou
al know the results of that--the Bell woman seemsto be missing, and her husband isina
schizophrenic state. Mr. Richards continued his surveillance of Tucci. I'll now let him tell you

the results”

All eyesturned to Richards. The dender private detective leaned forward in the chair, hisface
serious. Cranston watched him from behind his hooded eyes. He wondered just where Harry
Vincent was. The agent of The Shadow had not made any report of hisown asyet. Richards
nodded to Cranston.

"When Crangton left me, | went with hisassistant, Harry Vincent, to pick up thetrail of Tucci
and hismen on the other side of thelake. We had no difficulty, they left atraill aBoy Scout could
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follow. Wetrailed them back to the city. In the city they split up. Tucci and one other, adriver,
went off aone. The rest went to awaterfront warehouse, so we know another of their hideouts.
"Harry Vincent decided to watch the warehouse, and | decided to trail The Turk. We both
assumed that The Turk would return to the warehouse, but | was curious asto just where he was
going." Richards|ooked dowly around the room, his pause like acold chill in the commission



room. "It was alucky thing | was so curious--it may savethe city!”

There was aslencein the elegant room high in the Santa Carla Courthouse. Richards looked

at each of the commisson membersin turn. Then Samuel Bauermann snorted.

"I don't think any of usfrighten easily, Mr. Richards," Bauermann said. " Suppose you just tell
uswhat you found when you followed Mr. Tucci ?*

Richards laughed. "Sorry, an old habit. Y ou have to make aforceful presentation to most

clients. | apologize, gentlemen. Thefacts, that isal you need.”

Richards again paused, thistimeto light a cigarette. Walter Bailey bridled.

"For God's saketell them, Allen!” Bailey said. "No more of thisdrama, please.”

Richards smoked. "Wéll, | followed him right out of Santa Carla. That surprised me, but |

kept after him. Hewasin hurry, and he never knew | was behind him. We drove al morning.
Beforel knew it, we were in the Sierras. He turned off the main highway near Lone Bear, asmall
ski resort in winter. | continued to follow him along aside dirt road, but | had to drop back or he
would have seen me on such adeserted road.”

"We seemed to go up quite away, and about three-quarters of the way up the mountain | lost
him. I didn't want to continue driving along that dirt road, too easy to spot me. So | left my car
out of sight and went up on foot through the trees and brush. | was afraid they'd escape me, but |
wasin luck. The road was adead end. The end was at the summit, so | backtracked until | found
Tucci'scar.”

"It was parked off the road, just below the summit, behind alarge mountain lodge. There was
something very strange about the lodge. | redlized that what was strange was that the building
was st right up against ashoulder of the mountain, against a sheer rock face, and that the
grounds were fenced in with barbed wire. Another thing that was strange was the number of cars
there--at least twenty-five, | counted dl | could see.”

Sater brokein. "Twenty-five cars a amountain lodge at thistime of year? Are there [akes?"
Richards shook his head. "No, it'samost purdy aski resort.”

Weston looked at Bauermann. "Appaachial”

"Yes, that'swhat | figured--a top level meeting of the Mafia! Well, to make the rest short, |
managed to work my way in close enough to get agood look at what was going on. | saw at least
ten top men | know in the Mafia | heard what they were saying. They plan to movein their
organizationsfrom al over the country and make an al out attempt to take over Santa Carlal”

In the stunned silence that followed this ominous announcement, Bailey resumed his pacing

the floor. The others seemed to be deep in thought as to the course to take now. Cranston
watched Richards. The dender investigator did not know about the attempt on Cranston'slife, or
about the young woman in green and the old |ady who seemed to have the power to vanish. Still,
these things could be the result of imported out of town experts of the Mafia. Cranston had to
know more. If what Richards said were true, he would have to hurry.

"l did someinvestigating, too,” Crangton said. "I'm trying to trace the Bdll girl. I've succeeded

far enough to tell you that someone doesn't want me to continue dong the samelines.”

Bailey stopped pacing. "The Bdll girl? Oh, come on, Cranston, not now! We've got an

invasion on our handg!”
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"| say we better act and fast!" Morgan Sater said.

"It does seem about time," Bauermann agreed reluctantly.

Weston looked at Crangton. "What exactly do you havein mind, Lamont?'

Crangton looked at them dl carefully. "1 think that there is something more here than weve

seen sofar. | think we are missing something. | don't know what isgoing on yet, but | have more
than ahunch that the Bl girl isthekey."

Bailey swore. "Now, ligen . . ."

For an ingtant Cranston's eyes flashed. "No, Mr. Bailey, you listen for amoment! Jmmy



Faust waskilled at the El Capitan motel by Mayor Rush, and there was awoman there who was
never found. The Bell woman cameto Lieutenant Moss afew dayslater and told her story. Since
then, the Bdll girl has vanished, Max Goleta has been killed. Lieutenant Moss has been killed,
the Mafia are worried about something, and the husband, Henry Bell, has gone insane, and not
from natural causes!"

Cranston's eyes flashed again. "No, there is something very strange going on, and the Bell girl
isthe key! What redly happened at that motd that night? And what has happened since to Penny
Bdl?'

Richards|eaned forward in his chair. "Y ou say Henry Bell didn't go insane from natura

causes, Cranston? How do you know that? What did send him insane?"

"All evidence points to someform of chemica inducement, Richards. Exactly how, | don't

know, that's one of the strange aspects.”

Morgan Sater sneered. "Y ou're just guessing, Cranston! And we're not guessing about al

those Mafialeaders out at Lone Bear. | say we better get some action started!™

"Not guessing, Sater, deducing. And asfor Henry Bell, | think Chairman Bailey knows that
hisinsanity isinduced aswell as| do. He had been given an injection just before we found him,
and dl the evidence pointsto the fact that Henry Bell had no reason to go insane. Bell isn't the
type. Am| right, Mr. Balley?'

The pacing chairman stopped and looked at Cranston. Then, dowly, he nodded.

"All right, Crangton, yes. | suspected something about the state of Henry Bell,” Bailey looked

at the others. "I'm afraid Crangton isright, there is something more going onin dl this.
Nevertheless, we have to be ready to meet this Mafiachallenge.”

They al nodded agreement. Weston rubbed his chin, turned to Bailey.

"Then what do you suggest, Walter?'

"l suggest that Crangton continue hisinvestigations, try to find the Bell woman, while we start

the whedls moving to cope with thisMafiachdlenge.

Richards nodded. "Then | think | can help Cranston. | was going to bring it up next in my

report.” Richardsturned to Cranston. "I think | know wherethe Bdll girl is, Cranston. At that
mountain lodge near Lone Bear. I'm not sure, but | saw awoman who seemed to be under guard.
Shewas along way off, but shefitted the description. | only got aquick look before they took
her back inside.”

"Y ou saw her?' Crangton said. "Why would they be hiding her?"

"Maybe because she does know what happened at the motel, Richards said. Y ou know, it
occurred to me dl aong that perhaps the Mafia wanted Faust killed. Maybe they were out to
framethe mayor for akilling, but it went wrong. The Bell girl could have beenin on theframe,

S0 they want her under wraps.”

Cranston nodded. "It'spossible.”
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Chairman Bailey continued his pacing. "Then | suggest that Cranston and Richards go back to
that lodge at Lone Bear--and take some police with them. If | know the Méfia, the leaders won't
be there by then, but the girl might. Meanwhile, the commission will get to work on the bigger
problem.”

Bailey paused, looked at everyone. "' Gentlemen, | say we ask the governor for the State Guard
to be on standby dert, and that we immediately ask for State Police to augment the Santa Carla
force”

"Second the motion," Morgan Sater said.

The crime commisson membersimmediately plunged into discussion of exact waysand

means, methods of operation, correct procedure. Allen Richards motioned to Cranston. The two
investigators | eft the room and stood out in the corridor of the courthouse building. Richards was
serious.



"We better get up to Lone Bear fast," Richards said. "It's out of the jurisdiction of the Santa
Carlapalice, so welll haveto dert theloca police”

Crangton agreed. "Right. Where'syour car?'

"Inthe parking lot.”

"Good, well . . ."

Very faint, so low it could not be heard by anyone but The Shadow, the fire-opal girasol
hidden ingde Crangton's clothes began to hum. Without pausing in his speech, without betraying
the dightest hesitation or change, Cranston continued spesking.

"....I'l follow you down in afew minutes. | have to make atelephone cdl to my secretary.
We may be gone overnight and | do have my businessto take care of ."

"All right, but makeit fast, Richards said.

When the private investigator had gone, Cranston went into an empty office, passed hisfire-
opd girasol over his heavy sgnet ring. The voice of Margo spoke softly in the empty office.
"Lamont? A report just came in from Burbank. Harry Vincent reportsthat The Turk and his
men have just |ft their warehouse hideout and gone to the mansion of the mayor.”

"Turk?' Crangton said. "IsHarry sure?"

"Yes, Lamont,” Margo'svoice said urgently. "Turk returned only about an hour ago. He took
al hismen, and they went straight to Mayor Rush. Harry isobserving!"

"Very well, Margo. join Harry. | will be there soon.”

Cranston passed the girasol ring over hissignet ring, |eft the office, and went downin the
elevator to join Glen Richards. Theinvestigator waswaiting in his car. Cranston leaned in.
"Something just came up, Richards. A persona matter. Y ou go ahead to Lone Bear. I'll be
aong. Alert the police, and wait for me."

"Okay, but makeit fast. No telling how long they'll keep the Bell girl there.”

"I'll beright behind you."

"Okay. Meet me a the Red Deer Tavern, that'sjust before the sde road.”

Cranston nodded, and watched as Richards drove away. The moment Richards was out of
sight, Cranston turned and ran for his Jaguar. Moments later he drove out of the parking lot into
the night streets of the city. Thefigure at the whedl, bent forward with hiseyesblazing in the
night, was the black-shrouded shape of The Shadow.

The mansion of the mayor of Santa Carlawas an ol d-fashioned three storey house set in the
center of parklike grounds. The housewas al gingerbread and cupolas, aVictorian mansion
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entirdy out of place amid the palm trees and Asatic pines of the city. The grounds themsalves
were thick with growth, and were shadowy beyond awrought iron fence.

Just outside the fence, hidden in a parked Rolls-Royce, a man and woman watched the
mansion. It was Margo Lane and Harry Vincent. Both of them turned at the sound of alow,
strong whisper in the night. The Shadow loomed near the car.

"Arethey indde, Margo?'

"Yes, Chief," the dark-haired woman said.

"Have you heard anything?'

"No, nothing," Margo said.

"Very wdl. You and Harry remain here. Wait for my signal.”

Margo nodded. Harry Vincent was about to speak, but he did not. There was nothing to speak
to. The dlent car was again donein the night. The Shadow had vanished.”

A black shape on the mansion grounds, The Shadow glided among the trees and through the
bushes. Swiftly, silently, and unseen, the black-garbed Avenger floated like some grest bird of
prey across the dark grounds up to the grotesque old mansion. There was alight in adownstairs
window--the only light in the mansion. Crouched low benesath the window, The Shadow raised



his head and peered inside, hisfiery eyes glowing beneath the wide brim of the black douch hat.
Inside the room there were Six men. The room was the rear study of the mansion--the private
study and office of the mayor. Four of the men were the young gunman-type The Shadow had
seeninthelarge room a Lakeview Inn. The fifth man was the dapper Mr. Turk himsdf. The
four young men, al wearing their tight topcoats despite the warmth of the night, wererangedin a
square around the sixth man who sat in achair. The Turk stood directly over this sixth man.
The sixth man was Mayor Rush himsdif.

A very frightened Mayor Rush.

Thetdl, distinguished mayor looked neither tal nor very distinguished as he cowered in the
chair and looked up in fear a The Turk. Asthe piercing eyes of The Shadow watched, Turk
reached down and dapped the mayor across the mouth.

All right, who did you go to that motel to meet!" Turk hissed.

"Faudt," Mayor Rush said, sammered. "Y ou know that!"

"No," The Turk said. "Y ou didn't go to meet Faust. Faust never went to that motel!"

"| saw Faudt, and hetried . . ."

Turk's hand flicked out again, dapped hard across the face of the mayor.

"Faust was with Maggiore that night! Maggiore said they were someplace with awoman.

They were with thiswoman, and that was al Maggiore knew until he woke up right next to
Hind'scar!"

"He'saliarl" Mayor Rush cried.

Turk looked hard at the mayor. Then he motioned to his men. One of them, Jo-Jo, stepped
out. Turk nodded at the mayor. The mayor stared fearfully at Jo-Jo. The young gunman stepped
to the mayor. He held out hisright hand and dipped on athin leather glove. Jo-Jo fitted the
fingers carefully, drawing each finger down smooth and tight. Then he clenched hisfist and
smoothed the glove over thefist. Then he smashed hisfigt into the face of the mayor.

Blood spurted from the mayor's nose.

"Faust wasn't in that motel. Who took him there?' Turk said.

Turk sat, now, on the edge of the mayor's own desk, his back turned to the mayor.

"Who redly killed Faust and why?" Turk said, his dender fingers playing with the mayor's
paper knife, hisback still turned to the mayor.
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"l killed him! Hewastryingto . . ." Mayor Rush said, the blood streaming from his broken
nose.

Turk nodded.

Jo-Jo smashed hisfigt into the mayor's face. The mayor screamed. His mouth was a gash of
blood. He moaned, dribbling blood.

"Why was Drake Hind killed?" Turk said, never looking at the bleeding mayor.

"l don't know!"

"Who did you redly go to meet at that motel ?"

"Faug!"

"Who killed the didtrict attorney?"

"l don't know!"

"Where doesthe Bdll girl fit in?"

"Whet Bdll girl?'

"What isCY PHER?"

"Cy...?l don't know what you're. . ."

Turk nodded. Jo-Jo's fist smashed into the mayor's face. A second time. The mayor groaned,
blood spilling from his nose and mouth. Teeth fell to thefloor. Carefully, Jo-Jo hit the mayor
flush on the broken nose again. The mayor screamed.

"Okay," Turk said, hisvoice soft, hisback ill turned, "one a atime” Firgt, who did you go



to meet a that motel 7'

"I toldyou, | .. ." the mayor began thickly through his broken teeth.

Jo-Jo smashed his mouth. The mayor screamed.

"Who killed the DA?

Silence. Jo-Jo hit the mayor'sright eye. The mayor moaned.

"Who isCYPHER?"

The mayor shook his head, moaned.

"Why was Faust killed? Who set up Jmmy?' Turk said.

The mayor only shook his head, the blood bubbling from his mouth. Turk nodded. Jo-Jo drew
his arm back and smashed the bloody face.

The mayor did not scream. He moaned once, and Sumped in the chair. Where he sat on the
desk, Turk turned to look at the unconscious mayor. Turk swore savagely, and motioned Jo-Jo
back.

Outsde the window The Shadow moved. Carefully and silently he did the window up. He
stood ready to climb through the window.

He heard the sound behind him. The Shadow tensed to turn, and then stopped. Turk had seen
his black-shrouded form once before, perhaps he would learn more if Turk thought that he had a
prisoner. The Shadow waited. Then hefelt the pistol pressed into his back.

"Okay, mister, walk!" aharsh voice said.

The Shadow raised hishands and et the man walk him around the mansion and into the room
where Turk was still staring down at the unconscious mayor.
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HEARING the commotion at the door into the private study, The Turk turned. Hiseyes
narrowed in his smooth, dapper face when he saw the black-garbed figure marched in. Jo-Jo
swore.

"ltshim!™

"Theoneout at theinn,” another of the Mafiamen said.

"He'sthe onekilled Aldo, and Marco, and . . . !"

"Sure! He got to be working with the mayor! I'll bet . . !"

Turk commanded. "Shut up! All of you, clam up! Bring him over herel”

The gunman prodded The Shadow in the back. The black-shrouded Avenger alowed himsdlf
to be marched to stand in front of Turk. The dapper Mafialeader |looked dowly up and down the
strange black figurein front of him, stared at the hawk nose and fiery eyesthat were dl that was
visgble between the black cloak and the wide rimmed douch hat. Turk looked at the glowing fire-
opd girasol. Then he stared straight into the burning eyes of The Shadow.

"Who are you?' Turk asked, demanded, the long thin paper knife in his manicured hand.

The Shadow laughed his chilling laugh. Behind him he sensed the Mafiagunmen gtir unessily

at the eerie sound and of hislaugh. His piercing eyeswerefixed on The Turk.

"Men cdl me The Shadow, Mario Tucci!"

The Turk brushed his hand across his eyes. "The Shadow? No, | know who you are!
CYPHER! Yeah, sure, it got to be! Y ou'rethe one killed Jmmy Faust! The DA, too. You're
going to tdl mewhat the hdl thisisdl about!"

The Shadow laughed again.

"What do you want to know, Mario Tucci?'

Already his power was reaching out. Behind him the Mafia men were quiet, lulled by aforce
they did not even suspect that seemed to place agentle cloud on their minds. In front of The



Shadow their leader, Mario Tucci was unaware of what was happening.

"I want to know just what this CY PHER isdl about! A cloak! A disguise! You listento me,
Mister Shadow! | want to know why you killed Faust and the DA? How did you get to Faust?
What did you do to Maggiore?'

"How do you know the mayor is not telling the truth, Mario Tucci?' The Shadow said softly.
"Ligten...!" The Turk began, and brushed hiseyes gain, rubbed a hiseyes. The Turk felt
suddenly very strange. A soft cloud seemed to be invading hismind. He knew it, and yet he did
not know it. Hismind was clouding, hiswill draining away, and he knew it, and yet did not
redlly know that any of thiswas happening.

"That disguise! Yeah, thecloak, thehat, | ..." Turk new that he wanted to say something,
wanted something done. He wanted The Shadow to remove his disguise. A moment ago he had
known that that was what wanted done, what he wanted to command, but now, suddenly, he
could not remember what it was he wanted to command. He only remembered that he had
wanted to say something to this strange black shape that seemed to grow larger and larger before
him in the room.

"Tell mewhy you are sure the mayor is not telling the truth?* The Shadow intoned softly, but
with an edge of command in his voice now.
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"Yeah," Turk sad, asif he suddenly remembered what he wanted this strange creature to tell
him. "How did they get to Faust, you know? | mean, he was with Maggiore. They was both way
across town with thiswoman, yeah."

"They were with awoman, of course," The Shadow said.

Turk nodded, his mind clouded now. The dapper Mafialeader thought, in his clouded mind,
that he was gtill asking the questions, il interrogating the strange black figure that was dl he
could see in the room now. He spoke harshly, in acommanding voice, sure that he was asking
the questions.

"Y eah. Faust didn't have a meet with the mayor. We weren't out to get the mayor or the DA.
Why should we?'Y ou know? | mean, what for?'

"The mayor was planning to run you al out of the city,” The Shadow said, hiseyeswatching
The Turk carefully. "So what? We don't operate that way no more, right? | mean, killing
outsidersistoo risky, it just stirs up the good citizens. Anyone can be bought, see?' Turk
laughed.

"What about the five killings on the street?' The Shadow demanded.

"Yeah," Turk nodded. "That'swhat | mean? Who did that? | mean, why? Maybe to make
troublefor us, eh?"

"Who do you think did it?"

"| figure some other gang, you know? Some outfit trying to take over. It figures. Maybe this
CYPHER outfit. | mean, it makes sense. They knock off guysin their way. They set up the
mayor and the DA. Sure, they kill Immy Faust, too. | figure some ouitfit is out to get both usand
the city government, see”?’

The Shadow studied the smiling face of the Mafialeader. The Turk, still convinced that he

was in command of the situation, was smiling. The Shadow considered what The Turk had said.
Inaway it made sense, and yet . . . No, therival gang ideawas not right. Why would ariva
gang act so openly, stir up so much trouble that outside police were sure to comeinto the city?
Why act in such away that the crime commission, out to crush the Mafia, would be sureto crush
therival gang, too? The aroused citizens would be sure to crush both gangs! No, it made no
sensethat way. And yet, The Avenger believed that the Mafia had not done dl of this.

"Y ou had no reason to kill Drake Hind?"

"Hind? No. Hind was honest, but we could of gotten to the guys around him," The Turk said.
"Faust did not meet the mayor?!



"Never! The mayor we could buy, only someone bought him first."

"Y ou don't know what happened at the El Capitan?' The Shadow demanded.

Turk blinked. A faint glimmer broke through the cloud that covered his mind. "Happened? At
El Capitan? Y eah, that'swhat he got to tell us! He'sgoing to tell uswhat redly . . ."
Thefire-opa girasol on the long finger of The Shadow suddenly began to glow and hum. The
black-garbed Avenger raised his hand to hisface, spoke into the signet ring.

"Report!"

Thevoice of Harry Vincent came low and clear. "Something going on out here, Chief! A
couple of those motorcyclists went past afew minutes ago! Now | can hear Sirens! The police are
coming fagt!"

The Shadow listened. The Srenswere coming close. "All right, Harry. Comein herel”

The Shadow turned to the men who till stood there in the room asif nothing at al had
happened. They al watched him and The Turk asif The Turk were till questioning him. The
Turk himsalf was smiling. The mayor was still unconscious. The Shadow concentrated his
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powers, and dl the Mafiamen sat down quietly. The Turk remained smiling on the edge of the
desk. Harry Vincent came into the room.

"They will remember nothing, Harry," The Shadow said quietly. "They will remain asthey

are until the police enter the house. When the police come, you will explain merdly that you
followed Turk and his men here, that they were questioning Mayor Rush about the night Faust
waskilled."

Harry nodded, his automatic out and ready. "I'll hold them. Did you learn much, Chief?!
"Enough, Harry," The Shadow said grimly, his eyes blazing asudden light. "Enough to know
that there is something very strange going on, and that the mayor is part of it!"

The police Srenswere very close. The Shadow glided to the window. "I'll leave the Jaguar for
you, Harry. Margo and | will takethe Rolls.”

"Y ou're going somewhere now?"

"Yes, Harry. | think we are going for the answer," The Shadow said. "One way or the other,
Harry, the Bell woman has dways been the answer.”

Asthe police cars screamed up outside the mansion, The Shadow went through the window
and vanished in the darkness of the grounds. The police saw nothing, and moments later the
Rolls-Royce was speeding away toward the main highway north and east out of the city. The
man at the whee! of the big car was Lamont Cranston. Margo Lane sat beside her boss.

For sometimethey did not speak, Cranston concentrating his attention on the road out of the
city. Then, asthe houses thinned and the city faded behind leaving the big car driving through a
night of open country and scattered farms, Cranston began to talk. His quiet voice was low and
steady.

"I never realy doubted that there was more to that night at the El Capitan than was known,
Margo. The question was only what and why."

"Y ou think you can answer those questions now, Lamont?"

"Partly, Margo. | think, I'm amost certain, that Mayor Rush wasin that motel with Penny

Bdl. And | think that the mayor and someone e se killed Faust and the didtrict attorney to cause
the Mdfiato get the blame.”

The great black Rolls-Royce sped on through the night on the highway that Stretched straight
from the city to the dark shapes of the Coast Mountains. Then, asit reached thefirst green dopes
of thefoothills, the Rolls had to dow to negotiate the curves that rosein a series of switchbacks
up the Coast Mountains toward the summit of San Miguel Pass. Cranston dowed, but still drove
asfast asthe dark and twisting road would alow. There were few houses here in the mountains.
An occasiona smal cabin, and the mountain top ranch houses of the wedthy showed lightsfar
up and away from the road that twisted through the rocky hills and heavy mountain growth.



"What | don't know yet, Margo, iswhat happened in the motel room, and who has areason to
cause the Mafia so much trouble.”

Margo lighted a cigarette. "What do you mean, Lamont, about what happened in the motel
room? That seems clear enough. Goleta heard the shots. The police found the body of Faust. His
gun had been fired, there was a bullet in the wall. What else could have happened?”

Cranston was grim. "Y ou forget the initia words of Goleta. He said 'she’ had been killed. He
said he had heard awoman scream. | think, Margo, that it was awoman who was killed in that
motel room."

"Y ou mean some other woman? The Bell woman just came forward to throw us off?*

"Perhgps. But if that weretrue, why isthe Bdll girl missng?'

"They thought we could shake her story," Margo said.
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Cranston nodded. "That could be. But there's still something very odd, very sinister about al

of it. If it were awoman who was killed and not Faust, then where was Faust killed and how did
his body get into the cabin? For that matter, Margo, how did the body of the woman get out of
the motel cabin?"

Swinging smoothly down, the summit of San Miguel Pass behind them, the black Rolls-

Royce came out of the Coast Mountains and moved swiftly acrossthe flat country of theinland
valey. Here the night was hotter, the land drier and flatter, and the great ranches stretched for
miles. The palm trees were gone, and thelong valleyslooked more like their brother valleys of
theinland states farther east. The small townswerefla and dusty, and thefew larger citiesthe
Rolls sped through were equally flat and dusty. The only difference between the cities and the
towns being sze. Theinland valey citieswere set like a series of shoe boxes on top of theland,
al squares and angles, with no natural reason for existence. No harbors, no rivers, no natural
contours of land to gather people--only flat, square places where people could stop on the
highway to et or deep. Cranston did not dow down more than the law required asthe Rolls
sped through these cities.

"Therewas very littletime. How did someonefind, kill, and get Faust to that motel? Even if

they found him, took him to the motel, and then killed him, thereislittletimeinvolved."

"They couldn't, Lamont,” Margo said smply.

Cranston nodded. "No, they couldn't, unlessthey were ready! Onething, Margo, has struck

me al aong. There had been five killingsin the streets of Santa Carla. The Turk chargesthat
these were not Mafia. Whatever they were, they were very neat and very careful--no clues.
Then, suddenly, Mayor Rush is caught red-handed with abody in a chegp motel. A man who had
no reason to lie said awoman had been killed, but the police found aman. And who that man
was made the mayor's killing seemall right!"

Margo seemed to be watching the faint shadow of the high mountainsjust beginning to be
vigble ahead. "Y ou mean, Lamont, that if Mayor Rush had been found with any other dead man
except aMéfialeader, the killing might not have been so easily explained or readily excused?!

"I mean exactly that. On top of that, coupled with the murder of Drake Hind, it brought in the
crime commission. What if Mayor Rush had killed some lady he was spending the evening
with?'

Margo laughed. "End of mayor, and probably end of crime war for this season.”

"Right," Lamont said. "No, that Rush killed Jmmy Faust was most convenient for Rush. And
why was Drake Hind killed? Where was he going in such ahurry at that hour? The Mafiaswear
they st no trap. So who did?”

"CYPHER?' Margo said.

They came around along curvein the highway and suddenly the mountains towered ahead--
the Sierras. They loomed in the night like some great wall acrosstheflat land. Thetdl, jagged
peaks were a blacker black than the sky, and already afaint chill of wind seemed to blow down



from them acrossthe flat and hot valleys. Asthe black Rolls-Royce sped on, the chill degpened,
thelights of houses thinned out more and more, and the greet SerraDel Norte towered higher
and higher.

"CYPHER," Crangton said. "Margo, that night in the El Capitan hasall the smell of an

accident. Something went wrong, and there had to be aquick cover up. The shotswere heard, a
scream was heard--awoman's scream. Someone had to move fast. And not the mayor. | think it
was CYPHER. | think that whoever, or whatever, CYPHER is, it moved fast and expert that
night. | think we are up against some very sinister, and very efficient group.”
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"A group we don't know?"

"Burbank reported nothing in our files, not ahint,” Crangton said grimly.

"And you think they were able to subgtitute Faust for a dead woman?"

"Yes, | do."

"Why, Lamont? What do they gain? All they've doneis cause the whole city to get upinarms
agand crime.”

"I know, Margo. | wonder if that isn't exactly what they wanted to do!"

"But why!" Margo said, puzzled.

"That | don't know yet."

"And Drake Hind," Margo said. "If that night started as some kind of mistake, why kill Hind?
Why purposdly lure him out of hishouse and kill him?"

"When we know that, Margo, well have our answers,” Crangton said. "Or when we have our
answers asto exactly what happened in the El Capitan, well know why Hind waskilled.”

"Y ou think Lieutenant Moss was on the same track?"

"Yes, Margo. He was not satisfied, not even with the story of the Bell girl. And that note |
found. I'm sure now what it meant. He was wondering how the woman, her body, got out of that
cabin. Personally, | think those black-jacketed motorcyclists have something very much to do
withit."

The giant escarpment of the Sierra Del Norte towered directly in front of the black Rolls now;
the road beginning its ascent. Tal treesrose thickly on both sides of the curving highway, and
mountain streams legped white in the night. The cold, clean air of the mountains seemed to flow
over everything.

"Y ou think well find the answers herein the Sierras?’

"Yes, Mago," Crangon said. "l think the Mafia meeting Richards reported must be to discuss
adgtuation they don't understand. The Bell girl istill the key. She may not even know what she
knows. But | think if I can find her, talk to her, then well know. Or The Shadow will know!"
For amoment Cranston's eyes flashed thefire of The Shadow.

"Do you think Richards and the others are aware of what isgoing on?"

"I'm not sure. Richardsis pretty smart, he's probably at |east aware that something isn't quite
the way it seems. Asfor the others, | don't know, Margo. This CY PHER isacareful group, if it
isntinour files, and avery good job has been done. Y ou see, Margo, the rea problem iswhat do
they gain? Why arethey doing dl this? Until we know that, it is going to be hard to convince
anyonethat thereis anything unusua going on. They do not know al that The Shadow knows."
After that the road became winding and dangerous, and Cranston watched the road. It climbed
steadily up through the dark trees, bordered by deep gulleys where the white streams jumped
downhill, and wound around the dark walls of the mountains themsalves that were too close for
the summitsto be seen. It was a shutin world--all trees, the faint white of the highway, the deep
gulleysright and left, the close mountains, an occasiond house or mountain cabin with sngle
lighted windows.

A few miles before Lone Bear, on aparticularly lonely stretch of the highway at the base of a
mountain higher than its neighbors, visible now that they were so high, Margo pointed to the



right. On arudtic log building was the sign: Red Deer Bar. There were four cars parked in front.
Crangton recognized one of them as Allen Richards car. He eased the Rolls-Royceto astop in
front of the rustic tavern. He and Margo got out and started for the door.
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Just as they reached the door, Cranston stopped. His keen ears heard the sound on the road.
Heturned, and just as he did, five motorcycles roared around the bend on the highway, raced
past the Red Deer, and vanished aong the road toward Lone Bear.

They had dl worn black leather jackets.

In the now silent night, Cranston and Margo stared in the direction the cyclists had gone.
They could till hear the motorsfading into the night.

14

THEY SAW Allen Richards asthey camein the door. The dender investigator was seated in a
rear booth aone. He stood up and smiled when he saw Cranston and Margo.

"MissLane! Well, thisisapleasant surprise,” Richards said. Then the investigator frowned.
"But I'm not sure you should be here. This could be dangerous, Cranston.”

"Margo has worked with me before, Richards,” Cranston said. "Y ou needn't worry about her.”
Richards nodded. "Good. Then, let's get started. What kept you?”

Asthey went out to their cars, Cranston explained what had happened at the mayor's mansion.
Richardslistened closdy. When Crangton finished, the dender private detective |ooked worried.
"Themayor?Y oure sure?'

"The Mafiaare sure he knows more than hetold," Cranston said.

"The police have them?'

"y es"

Richards nodded. ""Good. The commission will betalking to them by now. | think this makes

it dl the moreimportant wetry to find the Bell girl."

"Arethe Lone Bear police ready?' Cranston asked.

"Yes. They'rejust waiting for my cdl. I'll go and call them now, and well meet them at the
lodge up on the mountain. I'd like to be therefirgt, just in case. They may try to run for it when
they see or hear the police. They can't get away, the one road isthe only way out. But they might
decideto get rid of the girl. We should be therein case."

Cranston agreed. "Good. Make your cal, then."

Richards went back into the Red Deer. While the investigator was gone, Cranston whispered
quickly to Margo. The efficient secretary agent listened carefully, nodding as her boss talked.
"Richardsisright, they might try to kill the girl if they suspect. It may beajob for The

Shadow, Margo. Be prepared. | will cloud Richards mind if | haveto, but then | will haveto
revive him because we will need him. Y ou will have to make some explanation of my absence.”
"Of course, Lamont,” Margo said, nodded.

Richards came back moments later, and the three entered their cars. Richards led the way.
Crangton drove the black Rolls-Royce closdly behind the car of the dender agent. They did not
go far dong the highway in the night before Richards signaled aleft turn, and both carsleft the
highway and plunged into aside road. It was anarrow dirt road, and it led sharply upward into
the dark treesthat grew tal on al sides.

The sderoad climbed a a steep angle, with many tortuous climbing curves up and around the
towering mountain. The trees high al around shut out the sky, but an unseen moon had risen and
cast apae blue-silver light through thetall trees of the mountainside. From time to time the road
dipped into agulley, but the congtant direction was steadily upward. Until the trees began to thin,
and long, wide saucerlike fields opened up on either side of the road. These broad fields reached
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inlong curves upward to where the rocks of the mountain summits began, to where there were
no moretrees or fields but only the jagged stone. In the moonlit night the open fields, and the
dark rocks were ghostly asthe Rolls-Royce followed Richards car. They were still some
distance from the summit when Richards findly stopped.

The dender investigator parked his car in the shadows of arocky spur. He stepped out and
waved Crangton to park in the same shadow. Both cars were hidden from al but the closest
scrutiny. The three stood inside the shadows, and Richards pointed up the road.
"Thelodgeisjust about a haf amile up theroad around that curve. It's set right against the
rock of the base of the summit. It'sfenced, as| said, but | think we can get to it by going over the
mountain. That'swhy | stopped here. If we start climbing here, | think we should come down
right behind and above the lodge.”

"Good," Cranston said.

"Shouldn't we wait for the loca police?" Margo said.

Richardslooked up the mountain. "It might beagood ideaonly . . ."

"Only it will take us some time to get over the mountain, and we should be in position to

move in when the police arrive outside,” Cranston said.

"Itisrisky," Richardssad, "they may have guards, in fact they dmost certainly will have
someone watching thisroute.”

"We can dude guardsif careful,” Cranston said.

"Then | think we should go now, not wait," Richards said.

Cranston nodded. "Yes, | agree. And | think we better change our routine, Margo.”

The dark-haired woman watched her chief. She knew that behind all that Cranston said was
hisreal plan--to enter the Mafia headquarters aone as The Shadow. That was the only sure and
safe way to find Penny Bell. The Shadow could get in unseen and unheard.

"I think you better stay here, Margo,” Cranston went on. "To explain our plan to the police.
Giveusabout . . ." Helooked at Richards.

"Say half an hour, that should do it," Richards said. "We should be right behind the lodge by
then."

"Haf an hour then, Margo. After that, tell the police to movein as quietly as possible until

they areright a the gate," Cranston went on. "Wait ten minutesthere. If you hear my signd,
Margo, then movein fast. If you don't hear my signd after ten minutes, movein anyway."
"Right, Lamont. Y ou, er, can handleit al without me?' Margo said.

Crangton smiled. "Yes, | think 0."

Richardsaso smiled. "We can handleit, MissLane."

Margo nodded. Without another word, the two men checked their weapons and moved off in
the night. Margo watched them go, the small, dender figure of Richardsleading the way up the
rocky side of the mountain toward the summit above. Thetaler, heavier figure of Cranston
followed. The two men moved swiftly and silently, both men obvioudy trained and physicaly
conditioned to thiskind of work. They picked their way upward over the rocks with amazing
speed and agility. Margo, sanding beside the carsin the now silent night of blue-white
moonlight, watched them until they vanished among the rocks in the shifting shadows. Then she
turned and stood looking back down the road and listening for the approach of the police. She
did not have long to wait before she heard the sound of motors approaching carefully up the
road.

Up on the mountain, Richards and Cranston climbed quickly to the summit. Cranston watched
Richards with appreciation. The small man was far sronger than he looked. Cranston smiled to
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himself. He guessed that more than one enemy had been startled by the physicd prowess of the
dender investigator. Richards never paused once until they had reached the top. There he waited



for Cranston. He nodded silently down the descending dope. Cranston peered through the dark
with hisnight vision. He saw, clearly, the upper roof of thelodge protruding above the rocks far
below. The rest of the lodge, set up against the mountain, was hidden. Cranston did not let
Richards know that he could see so well, but allowed the investigator to hand him the infrared
binoculars Richards carried. Cranston pretended to need these.

"Yes, | see. We should be able to get to the roof and down that way," Cranston said.

"That wasmy idea," Richards said. The investigator peered through the glasses, studied the
entire down dope. "l don't see any guards.”

Crangton, with his night sight, saw no guards either.

"Very cardess, or very confident,” Richards said. "'I've never seen the Mafiamake that

mistake before.”

"Or gone," Cranston said.

"Let'shope not,” Richards said grimly.

The two men began their descent. They moved more dowly on the downward climb, partly
because it was necessary on the steep and rocky sope, and partly because each step brought
them closer to the silent lodge. Cranston watched ahead and listened with his super hearing. He
could see nothing moving. He heard not the faintest sound. His hooded eyes were puzzled and
wary. If they werethere, why were they so quiet? A sixth sense, the sixth sense of The Shadow,
sounded afaint warning in his mind. There was something very strange here. He could not put
hisfinger onit. All ssemed to bein order. Just before they began their descent he had heard,
faintly behind them where they had left Margo, the sound of motorsthat indicated the arrival of
thelocd police. Richards was moving expertly and cautioudy down the mountain. Perhapsit
was smply the lack of aguard. Before Cranston could consider further, Richards held up his
hand for caution and silence. Cranston caught up to the investigator. Richards had reached a spot
from where the grounds of the lodge were visible. Richards pointed.

A group of men waked across the open grounds of the lodge. Well-dressed men moving from
the lodge toward arow of black cars. Even as Richards and Cranston watched, two of the men
checked pistols and returned the gunsto shoulder holsters. At the side of the lodge other well-
dressed men were gathered in groups, talking.

"Darn!" Richards hissed in the dark, "they're leaving!”

"They'll run directly into the police. We. . ." Cranston began to say.

Richards gripped hisarm. "Look!"

Cranston looked to where Richards pointed. In front of an outbuilding of the lodge two men
stood with awoman. The woman seemed peculiar. Richards looked through hisinfrared glasses.
Crangton did not need glasses. He could see the woman clearly. The peculiar thing about her was
that her hands were tied behind her, and she was Penny Bell! There waslittle time. Cranston had
to move--The Shadow had to move! Richardswould only be in the way now.

"Stay here, Richards!" Cranston commanded in the harsh tones of The Shadow.

There was no time to change into the secret black garb, and he could not in front of Richards
anyway. First he would reach the ground below, and then he would become The Shadow. After
his sharp order to Richards, Cranston moved rapidly down to the edge of the mountain above the
lodge. The distance was great, but not too greet for The Shadow. He gathered his muscles and
leaped from the rocks to the roof of thelodge.
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Likeagresat cat he landed on the roof with alight thump, and was across the roof and at the
dark edge in seconds. Below, three stories down, the men were moving toward their cars. The
Bl girl was gone now, back into the outbuilding, which gave him alittletime. Hecircled the
roof to the side away from the parked cars and went over the edge and down, holding to the
cracks and crevices of the wooden building with his sted-like fingers. He reached the ground in
adark corner next to the building. Swiftly he moved around the building in the dark to where he



could observe the outbuilding. It was across some fifty yards of open space. Cranston carefully
checked dl around him. Where he crouched against the building there was the mountain wall
directly to hisleft, open space on al other Sdes.

It was time for The Shadow to enter the Situation.

Cranston's eyes flashed, and he reached to take the black garb from its secret pockets within
his clothes.

Thefloodlights blazed into his eyes.

Foodlightsal around him.

He blinked his hooded eyes, sood against the wall like amoth pinioned in ablaze of light.

Any other man would have been blinded by the floodlights, but Cranston, his eyes narrowed
againg the glare, could see beyond the lights.

He saw dl the well-dressed Mafiamen ranged in acircle behind the lights with weapons
trained directly on him. He saw the girl who had looked like Penny Bell--but, he saw now, was
not Penny Bell. The Mafiamen moved in toward him, ringing him.

There was a sound of motors--loud motors. From hisright five men on motorcycles

appeared. They al wore black |eather jackets. They blocked any escape that way.

Cranston watched them. They were dl around him, aert, armed, and the floodlights Ieft him

no cover a al. He was caught--without the power of The Shadow to cloud their minds.

There was no way out.

Hedowly raised his hands.

They all moved in, and, without aword, prodded him toward the lodge entrance. He went up
the steps, feigning considerable fear, but his mind actually on Richards up on the dliff, and
Margo with the police on the road. There should be considerable action before more than afew
minutes had passed. Cranston was ready for anything that might happen, and he only hoped that
Richards had the sense to wait for Margo and the police.

Inside the lodge, where he had expected to find more of the Mafialeaders, Cranston was
startled to find the place empty, deserted. The chairswere al covered with dust covers. There
was no sign of anyone having lived here for months. There seemed to be no staff and no one a
the desk. The only peoplein the large and rustic lobby were those who had brought Cranston in.
Sowly, helooked at al their faces--the young, black-jacketed cyclists, one with a beard; the
woman who looked like the Bdll girl but, close now, wasredly not at dl likethe Bdll girl but
had been made up to resemble her; the ten Mafiamen in their expensive suits.

Then heknew that it was atrap.

The Mafiamen were not Mafiaat al. Two were Chinese! Onewas aNegro. At least two

were big and blond. One seemed to be an Arab of some kind! They &l stood alert and careful--
astrained soldiers.

The woman who looked like the Bell girl, in an obvious disguise, was dso armed and

watchful.

The young men in the black |eather jackets showed no surprise at al that Cranston was there.
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A trap, and they were dl waiting. They had marched him into the lodge, and now they just
stood there and waited. Cranston had a sudden sickening suspicion of what they were waiting
for, of the answer to agreat many of the questionsin thewhole affair.

"Lamont!"

Hewhirled. Margo stood just insde another entrance into the lobby. Three young menin
black |eather jackets stood behind her with Russian submachine gunstrained on her back. The
pretty, dark-haired girl had an expression of shock on her face. Cranston could guesswhy.
"There were no police, Margo?' Cranston said quietly.

"They came," Margo said, nodding sharply at the young men behind her in the black |eather
jackets. "I heard and motors, and they came on their motorcycles! | had no chance. They knew |



wasthere!”

"Yes" Cranston said. "They knew. A trgp al dong. I've been afool, Margo. It wastherein
front of my nose. He was very anxiousto incriminate the Mafia. He also conveniently prevented
usfrom talking to The Turk and hismen at the Lakeview Inn."

Margo blinked. "Richards?’

"Yes, Mr. Allen Richards, athough | doubt if that ishisreal name. And | would say, Margo,
that we have found not the Méfia, but CY PHER!"

There was a sense of movement in the large lobby of the rustic mountain lodge, amenacing
movement. All the silent people who had them covered seemed to move a step closer. Cranston
looked at them, and then raised hisvoice.

"Would you say | had found CYPHER, Mr. Richards?' Therewas asghing sound like afaint
hissof air. A door opened in the rear wall of therustic lobby. Allen Richards stepped out through
the opening. The small, dender private detective was smiling. He bowed toward Cranston. The
bow was afluid, sweeping motion. A very strange motion, somehow wrong for the man. He
stepped toward Cranston, till smiling, and stopped.

"Yes, Mr. Cranston, | would say you have indeed found CYPHER."

15

MARGO AND CRANSTON both stared at the dender man. There was something strange about
hisvoice, anew qudlity, alightness not there before.

"Or, to be more precise," Richards said, "CY PHER hasfound you. Y ou were becoming most
annoying. | really don't think anyone else would have thought any more about the Bell girl after
her appearance at police headquartersif you hadn't come dong. Very regrettable. Unfortunately
for me, | missed you a Candy Smith's bungdow. Still, dl iswdl now, en?"

Cranston watched him. "Y ou? At Candy Smith's bungalow?"

Richards smiled, laughed doud--aloud, peding, very femae laugh. The dender investigator
seemed to gather himsdlf together, concentrate, eyes haf-closed. Then, before dl their eyes, he
changed. Hisflesh and skin seemed to flow and change. He swept hisarmsin awidecircleand a
voluminous mu-mu appeared.

Aningant later Richards was gone and in his place there stood awizened old lady ina

flowing mu-mu.

Cranston watched from under his hooded eyes.

The man, the old woman, laughed dmost an insane laugh. He stood there, Richards, asthe
wizened old lady who had shot at Cranston.
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"So, then.. . ." Cranston began.

The old lady cackled awild laugh--and changed again. She flung away the mu-mu, vanished
for amoment behind the silent lodge desk, and came out. Margo gasped.

A beautiful woman stood there in a bathing suit--the woman Cranston had seen on the beach
where the old lady had vanished. Not makeup, the woman herself, the face actualy changed by
the flow and control of powerful muscles.

Thewoman, Richards, roared with laughter.

Penny Bell stood there. The face of Penny Bell to every detail. Not makeup but areal face.
Penny Bell in the bathing suit of the woman on the beach.

Then Allen Richards face returned--the face of the dender man on the body of the woman
on the beacht!!

Crangton, his hooded eyesimpassive, watched this display of strange power.

Quickly, now, Richards, or whoever he redly was, became ayoung motorcyclist; amiddle-



aged woman; an old man--all on the body of avoluptuous female. Faces Cranston had not seen,
and some he had--the motorcyclist on the street the night the woman in green had vanished after
killing Lieutenant Moss.

Asthe man went through his changes, laughing haf-insane al the time, Cranston was aware

of two facts. Richards was not aman but awoman--the face could be changed by muscles, the
form and shape of the body, but the body of aman could not become the body of awomanina
bathing suit! No, Richards was awoman.

A woman who had powers like the powers of The Shadow himself!

Now he remembered the way the old lady had heard him there on the hill, the way the woman

in green had heard him and seen him when no one € se could have. He was now facing someone
with powers of ahigh order. He remembered the way the woman in green had legped two stories
to agtone dley and thetraining and skill Richards had shown.

Suddenly, the show stopped. Richards turned and vanished again behind the desk of the

lodge. When he stepped out he was no longer either Richards or the woman in the bathing suit.
Hewas atal, dender woman magnificently curved in atight green dress. Long dark hair and a
perfect nose. Full lips and a beauty contest face. But the beautiful body was coiled and tense like
some dangerous predator, and the eyes were the eyes of acold, hard killer. Powerful eyesthat
burned with afire like that of The Shadow himsdif.

It was the woman who had killed Lieutenant Moss--the redl face of Richards! And the face

of CYPHER!

"Did you enjoy the show, Mr. Cranston? Miss Lane?"' thewoman said, smiled.

"Isthisyour real face and figure, Miss. . ." Cranston said.

The woman shrugged her beautiful shoulders. "Perhapsit is, and perhapsnot. Let ussay itis

the face and figure you will see asme. Asfor my name, what does it matter? Cal me Richards, it
isasgood as any name. It isenough for you to know that | an CYPHER! Here, | an CY PHER.
What CYPHER is does not matter to you. Y ou will not live long enough to care. Y ou have seen
my powers!

"Tricks, yes," Cranston said.

The woman smiled. "Tricks? Yes, partly, and partly not, Mr. Cranston. | learned many powers
inthe Orient. True powers, Mr. Cranston. Powers of the mind, the body, the will, that you would
not believe! There was agreat Master, Chen T'aTze. He died many years ago, and most of his
secret powers died with him. But not all--and one of his pupilstaught me! | tell you this so that
youwill know itisusdessto try to fight me!”
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"Because you can change your face?' Cranston said, smiled.

"No, Mr. Crangton," the woman said, "because | can control your minds!”

The woman's eyes blazed, burned, and stared straight at Margo. For an instant Cranston felt
suddenly as cold asice. Wasit possible? Had Chen T'a Tze given his ultimate power to some
other man aswell as The Shadow? Cranston looked at Margo. The dark-haired girl had gone
rigid, her eyes blank. Then Margo seemed to relax, become limp, and stand there with her blank
eyes staring at nothing.

Thewoman laughed. " Sheis now completely under my control, Mr. Cranston. And now we
end thisfarce, we have along way to go."

The woman's eyes blazed again and she stared straight into the eyes of Cranston. Cranston
stood and his hooded eyes opened and burned in return. Within amoment he smiled deep inside,
athough hisimpassive face showed nothing. The power of the woman's mind wasthat of a
remarkable hypnotist, no more. A very powerful hypnotist, but only that. She was no match for
The Shadow.

Without his black garb and the fire-opa girasol he could not cloud her mind and defesat her,

but he had no difficulty in ressting her hypnotic gifts. She could do nothing againgt hismind.



But that she did not know.

Where he stood, Cranston became rigid, and then limp. His eyes went blank. His breathing
became dow and shallow. He swayed like aman under full hypnosis. Hewasin amild sdif-
hypnotic trace the woman could never suspect was not the result of her work. He saw her smile
and turn to her subordinates. She was unaware that Cranston could see and understand her every
move.

She snapped out her ordersin a strange language Cranston recognized at once--an obscure
Manchurian didect.

The door opened in the rear wall, and Margo and Cranston were led out. The door closed
behind, and Cranston saw that they werein avast cavern hollowed out of the center of the
mountain. They were marched for along time until they came to another large cavern. Therewas
ahdlicopter. They were hustled into it, the mountain seemed to open above, and they flew out
and away across the peaks of the SierraDel Norte.

Cranston saw that the woman was at the controls, and that they were headed south.

The helicopter came down less than two miles away at asmall airport hidden in adeep
valey--abox valey with walson dl sdes. Cranston saw that the airport was not visible from
thesky at dl. A totally hidden airport--large enough to be used by twin-engined DC-3 aircraft,
or by smdl jetd!

The ingtant the helicopter touched down, Cranston and Margo, supposedly totally hypnotized,
were hustled from the copter into asmall square building. Cranston saw cells, and desks, and a
large cabinetlike object with drawers. Cranston recognized this cabinet immediatdly. It was so
largeit reached from floor to ceiling--the kind of cabinet used by morgues and undertakersto
store bodies!

He had time to see no more before they were commanded to walk outside and enter asingle
engined jet--a converted fighter plane that now had four seats. Margo and Cranston were placed
in the two center seats. The woman, Richards, took the controls, and a guard took the rear sedt.
The et roared off and swept high into the sky.

Again they flew south.
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It was dawn when the powerful converted fighter jet swooped down over abarren desert.
Cranston had seen no houses, no sign of life, since the light had returned. He guessed that they
were somewherein the arid and empty land of Utah, New Mexico, or Nevada.

Where they landed there was nothing at all. A vast stretch of desert, cactus, and silence.

Thejet cameto ahdt dowly. Thewoman did not get out. Then there was afaint whirring and
amovement, and the jet sank into the earth. An eevator, and the camouflaged roof closed over
them.

Crangton and Margo were commanded to get out. They were marched along way through a
dim tunnel until they emerged in a brightly lighted underground room. In the room many men
worked over crates and boxes. There were vast vats and great dabs of stone. Again therewasa
refrigerator cabinet for bodies, and there were more cells.

Even as Cranston stood and watched what he was not supposedly able to see, he saw a dead
body laid into awooden frame. A thick liquid was poured over the body. Moments later alarge
overhead crane removed what looked like nothing but a dab of stone! The dab was crated and
labeled for shipment and loaded onto atruck with many other crated dabs of stone.

And dl a once Cranston knew what he was witnessing--what had happened to Penny Bell!
Wheat had happened to many other bodies--the bodies of men who were missing, whose bodies
had never been found! Now he knew that Penny Bell was dead, had indeed been killed therein
the room at the El Capitan. Her body had been gotten away from the motel by CY PHER, and had
been taken on this route to end, undoubtedly, somewhere far out of the country whereit could



never be found! The Penny Bell who had walked into the police station had been Richardsin the
shape of Penny Bdll!

The only question now was--why? Why had Penny Bell been killed, by whom, and why was
CYPHER involved? The question till remained who or what was CY PHER?

The questions would not be answered here--they would not be answered until they al

reached their destination, wherever that wasto be.

It was noon, a bright and burning sun over the desert, when the truck |oaded with dabs of
crated stone came out into the sun from the hidden factory below. The truck drove acrossthe
desert for amile until it reached ahighway and turned--south again. In the truck cabin Margo
and Cranston lay slent in afa se bunk-compartment behind the driver's seat where the Richards
woman sat beside the driver and an armed guard.

They reached the Mexican border at some hour after dark.

But they did not try to pass through. Instead, the truck turned off the highway amile short of

the border cross point, and drove without lights dlong a side road. Cranston was aware that the
truck was angling closer to the border asit drove. It stopped before they reached the border. The
woman commanded them out. Men swvarmed slently around the truck, unloading it. They
unloaded only two of the crates, and the truck drove off and vanished.

The crates were taken to asmall shack. The woman followed Cranston and Margo into the
shack. Inside, the shack was no more than a shabby single room--until the entire floor, concrete
dabanddl, revolved and revedled astaircase. The staircase led down to adirt tunnel. The tunnel
led to ahidden eevator. The devator went down along way beforeit finally stopped.

Crangton and Margo were led out into another tunnd, but avery different tunnel. Thistunne

was small but lined with concrete and well lighted. It led into still another room of cellsand the
large refrigerated cabinet. Men worked here, but this time the woman did not pause or wait. She
commanded Margo and Cranston to enter asmall open car set onrails. Therailsled into adark
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tunnd. The woman and aguard aso got into the car. The car moved out dong therails and
plunged into the darkness of the tunnd.

It seemed that they werein the dark for hours. But Cranston estimated that it was no longer
than half an hour, thetiny railroad car covering about amile. They emerged in another lighted
room and were hustled through and into another elevator. They rode up, came out into adirt
tunnel and then out into akind of cave. Findly they found themsalves standing in the dark night
in adeserted field. A long, black car waited. The license plates were Mexican.

The car drove away.

Lessthan half an hour later they reached asmall airport. A twin-engined DC-3 was aready
revved up and waiting. Moments later they were once again in the air headed till south, and a
few degreeswest.

They flew for along timein the dark night until afaint dawn light appeared behind them and,
far below, Cranston saw the coastline where a blue sea broke in awhite surf on the land.

When the DC-3 came down thistime, Cranston sensed that they were at the end of their
journey--at the end of CYPHER'S "underground railway" for the removal of bodies and/or
captives. He guessed, grimly, that many an unsolved murder and disappearance would be solved
if the police could inspect the operations of the unknown organization.

The DC-3 camedown inthe dawn light in along valley set deep in towering mountains but

not far from the coast. From the air the valey seemed to be agreen and jungle-covered valley
with awide and shalow river in the center--a dried-up river at this season. Close up, asthey
landed, the river was revedled to be a smooth and expertly camouflaged landing strip. The thick
green jungle was, in part, no more than a covering over aseries of low, flat buildings set against



the side of amountain. The DC-3 landed and taxied beneath the cover, now totaly hidden from
theair or anywhere e'se but the valey floor itsdf.

Thewoman in green ordered Cranston and Margo out and into a building. Insde the building
they were marched to separate cells and locked in. The woman in green stood outside the cells
and smiled at Cranston and Margo where they stood insde the locked cells.

"Wel, herewe are a last," the woman, Richards, said. "Sit!"

Margo and Cranston sat on the cell bunks.

"Good. Y ou can rest while | report, and the arealeader decides just what we will do to you.
Don't worry," she laughed.

She turned and walked to asmall microphone set in thewal of the building guardroom. She
pressed a button and spoke into the microphone. "Group leader Cypher 12 reports return with
two waking prisoners.”

A low, hard voice answered. "Who are the prisoners?’

"Lamont Cranston and his secretary Margo Lane. They werein our way on the Santa Carla
account.”

"Include them in your presentation. Y ou are ready to make your presentation on the progress
of the Santa Carla account, Group Leader 127"

"Yes AL

"Cometo my officein ten minutes."

The microphone went silent.

The Richards woman, group leader Cypher 12, turned and walked toward the door of the
building. She did not see the sudden movement behind her.
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In the cell where Lamont Cranston had been sitting so quietly on the bunk, hypnotized, the
bunk was empty now. The cell door silently opened and closed. The great black figure of The
Shadow did out into the main guardroom.

The woman walked to the door and out without being aware that behind her, in the

guardroom, the two guards lay adeep at their desks. She neither saw nor heard the black
shrouded shape, the burning eyes that followed her movements from beneath the brim of awide
douch hat.
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IN THE MOUNTAIN dawn it was dim and shadowy benegath the cover that hid the flat buildings
from al observation. The woman in green, group leader 12, Cypher Command, United States,
walked quickly to her private quartersin the officer's building. The two guards who saluted her
never saw the black shape that entered the building moments later.

In her quarters she showered and changed into her black CYPHER uniform--dim and

efficient coveralls with the round white circle that was the badge of CY PHER, and her rank
prominent on the shoulders. From the shadows of her small room two fiery eyes observed her
every move. It was clear that she was, indeed, awoman; that she was much older than she
seemed, the remarkable powers of her mind and body able to shape her face into any face she
wanted; and that she had once been a soldier--the secret mark of the Irgun Ha'n Zvi on her left
arm, the feared Isragli killer-commando unit. The Shadow watched her grimly--CY PHER had
many faces, the faces of many nations.

Dressed, the woman, group leader 12, |eft her quarters and recrossed the dim and shadowy
area hidden benegth its camouflage deep in the mountains of Mexico. Gliding behind her like no
more than a shifting of the shadows, The Shadow guessed that CY PHER had little to fear from
accidental discovery, and guessed that the organi zation was well-defended by radar and more



sophigticated darm systems. Y et they took no chances--a man would haveto literally sumble
over this place before he saw it.

The Richards woman reached what appeared to be ablank and stony cliff. The cliff opened
soundlesdy when the woman held up her hand before an object so tiny only The Shadow could
have seen it--aminiature e ectric eye. The woman stepped through the opening. The two guards
stationed in their black uniforms just inside the door watched her, and blinked, stared.
Something--her shadow?--seemed to dide inside with her asthe door sighed shut. The two
guards stepped forward in the dim antechamber inside the door. Then they blinked, rubbed their
eyes, and shrugged--they could see nothing. They returned to their posts, and the woman
proceeded down the corridor into amaze of bright steel-lined corridors.

She moved quickly aong the unguarded corridors--unguarded by human guards, but scanned
by radar and television. The woman never glanced behind her, there was no need--anything or
anyonein the corridors unauthorized would ingtantly set off darms. Anyone or anything but The
Shadow, whose fiery and aert eyes, seeing the mechanical and electronic devices, concentrated
the powers of hismind into an impenetrable screen around his black gliding shape, and passed
undetected aong the silent corridors behind the woman.

The Richards woman, tal and dender in her black uniform with itswhite circleof CY PHER
and the rank of group |eader, stood before the hulking man seeted behind the desk. The giant
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man, dmost seven feet tall and well over three hundred pounds of solid muscle, sat on araised
chair behind the long desk covered with ectronic instruments and dids. The room was bathed
indimred light.

"Report, Group Leader 12," the deep voice of the giant said.

The hulking giant wore the black uniform with the circle of CYPHER, and the rank of area
leader. In addition, on the black CYPHER uniform, the arealeader wore theinggniaof aBritish
Commando--and on his head the green beret of the British Commando. His deep voice had the
clipped accents of the professiond British soldier. Asthe Richards woman began to speek, the
giant arealeader touched a switch and atape recorder began to whir.

"From the beginning,” the giant said. " Permanent client file."

"Of course," the woman said. "Group Leader 12 reporting on initial campaign for Client 407-
AB. Group Leader 12 persondly acting as account executive for thisaccount. Initial campaign
confined to city of Santa Carla, with statewide extensions. Class A account, full murder and
protection coverage.”

The giant nodded. "A prime client. Proceed.”

The Richards woman bowed her head dightly. "Initial progress excdlent. Crime war
established by Mayor Rush, five murders performed according to specifications to arouse public
interest and indignation. Results positive, generdly well received. No possible clues|eft, blame
placed on organized crime in Santa Clarawith particular suspicion fdling onthe Mafia"
"Victims chosen at random to arouse maximum suspicion Mafiawise?' the arealeader asked,
hisface muted in thedim light.

"Yesgr."

"Good."

"Client was pleased with initid progress. Maximum fear citizenwise, Spontaneous suggestion

of crime commission by citizens committee and digtrict attorney. Second stage of the campaign
was ready for implementation when unforeseen negative action occurred in account requiring
immediate ad lib reaction from account executive.”

"Second stage was to be murder of digtrict attorney, blame to be placed on organized crime?”
the area leader snapped.

"Check," thewoman said.



"| trust the unforeseen action could not have been foreseen and planned for by account
executive?' the arealeader sad ominoudly.

"Arealeader may judge from report,” the woman said drily. "Said unforeseen action consisted

of client's associate, namely Mayor Rush of Santa Carla, having meeting with Penny Bell.

During the course of this meeting, Mayor Rush alowed the Bell girl to learn some of client's
plang Later the girl telephoned Didrict Attorney Drake Hind!

"Mayor Rush overheard her. Unfortunately, instead of at once derting his CY PHER client

man, as per indructions, the mayor panicked and killed the girl. His client man heard the shots
and ingtantly aerted the account executive, mysdlf. Asit chanced, | was a that moment with one
Jmmy Faugt, Santa Carla Méfialeader, and one of hismen, Vito Maggiore. Faust was scheduled
to be blamed for the murder of District Attorney Hind, and was preparing the groundwork.
"When | was derted to the urgent emergency | wasforced to ad lib, play it by ear. |

immediately hypnotized both Mafiamen. Trangport took Faust to the motel by motorcycle. Faust
was in the motel room before the police came, and | had him killed with Mayor Rush's gun, and
removed the body of the Bell girl.
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"When the police arrived they easily accepted the story that Mayor Rush had cometo a

mesting with Faust and had killed Faust in self-defense. However, Lieutenant Joseph Moss of the
Santa Carla Police was not quite satisfied. The owner of the motel, one Max Goleta, had reported
awoman killed. Therefore, the next day | impersonated the Bell girl and explained her

presence.”

Therewas aslence. The hulking arealeader stared at the Richards woman. At last he nodded

in the shadowy room.

"Good, Group Leader 12. The action of Mayor Rush could not have been foreseen, you acted
with speed and skill."

"Thank you, Area L eader,” the woman said. "Naturaly, | aso had to stop Drake Hind. He

was on hisway to the motd asaresult of the Bell woman's call. Since he was on our scheduleto
be murdered, | merely advanced the murder and trapped him on the street. Two maobile units
handled him, and |eft the other Mafiaman, Vito Maggiore, at the scene. He was promptly
arrested. The net result was that our timetable had been disrupted, but the final outcome was
congstent with our objective for the client. The desths caused the crime commission to be
established, and we then proceeded according to schedule.”

"The Mafiawas blamed for dl actions?'

"Completely. As Allen Richards | made sure of this. Of course, as dways, certain minor
problems continued to develop. Lieutenant Moss was till not quite convinced of the events at
the El Capitan, s0, to savetime, | diminated him persondly. The Méfia, of course, were actively
attempting to learn what was happening. They reached the motel owner, Max Goleta, so | had
him killed dso.

"Themgjor problem turned out to be an assstant to one of the crime commission members, a
man named Lamont Crangton. It seemsthat this Cranston is awealthy man who has an amateur
organization. He is a shrewd man. He began to track the Bell woman. | was forced to use
Cypherine-Z to render the Bell woman's husband insane. Her body, of course, had been brought
down here by the usua route.

"This Cranston was aso on thetrail of the Mafia, so | wasforced to prevent his contacting

them. However, he seemsto be aremarkably able man, or very lucky. | made one attempt to kill
him, but failled. He managed to contact the Mafia, and to learn that Mayor Rush wasinvolved in
something more than a self-defense killing at the motel. That Ieft me no choice but to trap him at
the mountain lodge. Since he now knowswho | am, and that CY PHER exids, | have brought
him and his secretary here under hypnosis™

The hulking Area L eader nodded. "Wewill dispose of them. Meanwhile, you must return to



Santa Carlaat once. | don't like an account executive away from the account too long. Y ou have
acted well under emergency conditions, the client is pleased and the account secure. However, |
have been in communication with your assistant in Santa Carla, and the Situation isin need of
reevauation. Asaresult of the actions of this Cranston and his assistants, the mayor and the
Mafia people are under arrest.”

Thewoman was thoughtful . " Then the mayor will haveto be discredited. The client can no
longer operate the plan through him. Alternate campaign B must be used.”

"Precisdy,” the giant arealeader agreed. "The client himsdlf will haveto be built to the

image. In many waysthat is actualy the superior plan. Y ou will recal, Group Leader 12, that it
was my initid client suggestion. He wished to remain behind the scenes, but now he hasno
choice”
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"No, and | agreethat it isredly more functiond that way," the woman group leader 12 said.

"I will return with the new plan a once."

"The sooner the better. 1'd like to see this account settled as soon as possible, we have other
accountsfor you. Y ou know how important it isto keep our billing up. Never toolongon a
sngle account. Do the campaign, and leaveit to the client, that ishow CYPHER was built. Take
our fee and leave the profits of the operation to the client, that is our strength. We must remain
what we are--a service organization only. That way we remain unknown, and the client never
fears us as competition.”

"I'm aware of our organizationa principles, AreaLeader,” the woman said coldly.

"My apologies," the arealeader said. He watched the woman who did not turn to leave. "Y ou
have something &'se on your mind?”

The woman frowned. "This Crangton. Thereis one strange thing. | said he had an

organization. When | wasforced to handle Lieutenant Moss, | was dmost caught by a peculiar
man wearing a black cape and douch hat. A very strange man who was able to jump out atwo-
storey window the same as| was. | duded him, of course, but he puzzles me. Some associate of
Crangonindisguise, | imagine. | think you had better try to get information from this Cranston
before heis negated.”

"Y our suggestion iswell taken, Group Leader 12. | will take care of it. Now | suggest you
return to Santa Carla, and | expect a speedy and efficient wrapup of the campaign for the client.”
"Yes, AreaLeader," the woman said, saluted, turned and walked out through a street door that
slently opened and closed.

Left donein hisclient office, the hulking arealeader sat behind his desk and dowly rubbed

his massive chin. He pressed a button on his desk and listened again to the entire report of the
woman group leader 12. Then he nodded approvingly, and shut off hismachine. Inthedim red
light of the silent office the giant stood up and turned toward the wall behind him.

An eerielaugh filled the dim room. A weird, chilling laugh that made the hulking manin the

green commando beret turn quickly with apistol aready in his hand.

The giant blinked--there was nothing he could seein the room.
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THE CHILLING laugh rose higher, colder, echoing through the red and black shadows of the
room.

"Who laughs? Where are you!" the hulking arealeader hissed, his pistol ready, his great body
alert and tensed as his eyes searched the dim corners of the room.

"Y ou wish to see me, Area Leader?' aharsh, powerful voice sad. "Then look!"

Asif fromacloud, from the floor itsdlf, the great black shape of The Shadow seemed to



suddenly appear before the staring giant. Beneath the wide douch hat the two fiery eyes burned
asthey fixed on the hulking man'sface. Thefire-opd girasol glowed red in the red-lighted room.
Thehulking giant swore.

"Themaninblack! Who...?'

"Men cdl me The Shadow, and | avenge dl evil! You are an evil man, AreaLeader! The
Shadow knowswhat evil lurksin the hearts of men!”

The giant raised hispistal. "Y ou know too much! | don't know how you got here, but you
won'tleave. You. . ."
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The Shadow'slaugh filled the room with itsweird chill.

"Do not try to shoot! Y ou cannot shoot! Y ou cannot move amuscle! Y ou cannot think."
Thegiant pointed his pistol. Hisfinger tightened. Nothing happened. The giant swore, tried to
pull the trigger, but hisfingers would not move. He blinked, rubbed his eyeswith hisleft hand. A
thick cloud covered hismind. He fought, but the cloud rolled inexorably into hisbrain, stripping
hiswill, turning hismind blank to dl but the blazing eyes and the chilling voice in front of him
inthe dim room of red light.

"Youwill st down! Youwill tel mewhat | ask!" The Shadow commanded, hisfiery eyes
burning through the shadowy room.

The giant sat down. He placed his pistol on the desk. Hishandsay flat on the desk,

unmoving.

"Who are you?" The Shadow demanded, his voice now soft but like asted spring.

The hulking giant blinked. "AreaLeader 6, Cypher Command, North America"

"Who wereyou?'

"Captain Gerad McVicker, Roya Marine Commandos. | was cashiered. The court-martial
convicted me. Disobeying orders. The weak fools! Those Communists deserved to die!™

"Who is Group Leader 127"

"We do not use names. Her code nameis Richards, Miriam Richards. Former mgor of the
Irgun Ha'n 2Zvi. Shekilled four Arabs after the war ended so was discharged. She then joined
withus"

"Both soldiers, both killers?' The Shadow intoned, his eyes watching the hulking giant. He
remembered al the varied faces of the CY PHER men who had captured Cranston.

The Shadow watched the man. "What is CY PHER?"

"The giant hesitated. Hisface and body twisted asif in sometitanic struggle. The Shadow
watched him and guessed that the man was programmed againgt ever answering this question.
But no programming could resist the power of The Shadow. The hulking ex-Commando writhed
in agony, but at last his cracked voice spoke.

"CYPHER isasarvice organization. We work on fee, we do not sharein client affairs. We do
our work and we leave, we never blackmail or interfere. We are hired for a service contract, we
do our account.”

"Feesfor what, Gerald McVicker!"

"Our sarvicesinclude murder, complete disposd of dl evidence including the bodies.

Kidnaping. We will spy, assassnate, supply bodiesto replace other bodies. We will supply any
force aclient needs, protect the client, diminate his enemies, arrange any form of crime he wants
done without his participation or involvement. If required we can supply a baitle force. We have
full facilitiesto offer dl formsof violencein the service of aclient. Wewill plan acomplete
campaign if the client suppliesthe ultimate result he desires. Efficiency guaranteed, our feeis
inclusive, no extras and no followup.”

Even The Shadow felt acold chill insde CY PHER! Nothing! An organization of negation.

An Internationd Violence For Hire. An organization with no connection to either itsclientsor its
victims, ruthless and efficient and completely organized. An agency of dl violence--for afee



and no more. All but undetectable by ordinary police methods. Staffed by people with powers
like those of the woman Isragli, Miriam Richards!

"Violencefor hirel" The Shadow said. "Murder asa service! The depths of evil grow deeper
and deeper!”
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"An efficient service," the giant McVicker said. "All trained men, the best. Weve got ex-
Chinese Communist murder teams; American Specid Forces mifits; some old Smersh men;
Algerian terror team veterans, old Nazi soldiers; French officers disgusted with their weak
leaders. The best--dll trained, efficient. We give them achance to use their kills, and we pay
well. Everyone uses us because they know we take our fee and leave. That's the way our men
likeit. They like their work, and we give them plenty of work."

The Shadow's glowing eyes seemed to bathe the boasting giant in aredder glow than the

room. "And what isyour campaign for Client 407-AB?"

Again the hulking man writhed indde the cloud that filled hismind. McVicker battled

benesth the cloud, aware that there were things he must not tell, had been programmed never to
reveal, but under the cloud of The Shadow's power he had to tell.

"To create acrime war in Santa Carla so that an outside crime commission would be brought
in. Then, when the mayor defeated the Mafia, he would be ahero and run for governor. With the
mayor in control of the state, our client could operate dl forms of crime within the state and milk
itdry."

The eyes of The Shadow flashed in anger. So! Thereit wasl No more nor lessthan aruthless
attempt to corrupt and take over an entire state for persond profit! There were times when The
Shadow despaired, the evil grew greater and greater each year in aworld where morality waned
each year.

"The name of your client!" The Shadow demanded.

The ex-commando battled, hisface contorted with the effort. The thick face of the giant grew
red with theinner conflict. His programmed will battled the cloud over hismind and the power
of thewill of The Shadow. Hiswhole giant body seemed to suddenly tremble.

"l ...1..." thegiant ex-commando sSsammered. "Hisname. . . theclient . . ."

The sharp explosion shattered the sllence of the dim red room. A smadll explosion, like arifle
shot.

McVicker stiffened, uttered asingle hoarse cry, and fell across his desk.

The Shadow glided swiftly across the dim room to bend over the fallen giant. Hiseyes

glowed as he ingpected the man. McVicker was dead. Thefingers of The Shadow found the
small wound directly over the man's heart--a destructive device implanted benegth the skin!

The Shadow stood over the body, his eyes burning as he knew what had happened.
Programmed to never answer such questions as The Shadow had asked, the dead area leader had
had a destruct device implanted that was triggered by therisein blood pressure caused by
conflict ingde. In case McVicker was ever placed under drugs or any other device that sapped
hiswill to resg, that operated againgt the programming of hismind, his blood pressure would
rise under the strain of the conflict of interest until the device operated and ended the battle by
dlencing him forever.

But in the case of the hulking giant the device had partidly failed because the tremendous
strength of the giant had held down the blood pressure until the last instant! The device had not
been sengitive enough for so big aman! An error by CYPHER that had given The Shadow much
of what he had to know, but the Avenger was not pleased. He should have suspected such a
device from an organization of assassins! Now he had more work before. . .

The Shadow becamerigid in the dim room.

Far off, faint and distant, he heard a strange sound. A risng and fdling wail. An darm!

The Shadow whirled to the hidden door. The room was sound-proof, but the super hearing of



The Shadow heard the distant darm. CY PHER was as efficient asthey claimed. Therewas only
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one explanation for the alarm--they had an alarm system geared to their leader--McVicker! His
sudden degth had triggered the darm. The Shadow had no timeto lose.

Swiftly he crossed to the door, concentrating the powers of his mind until the door sprang

open, its controls operated by the powers of The Shadow. He glided through into the bright
corridor. At the far end of the corridor a horde of men were running toward the hidden red room!
They saw him.

"There! Get him!"

In the brief second that he saw them, he recognized the faces of at least a dozen nationalities,
theinsigniaon the black uniforms from at least adozen countries. They were armed and dready
firing. Drawing his automatics, The Shadow laid down adestructive fire that brought them all to
adiving, scrambling hat all dong the corridor. In that brief second of respite, The Shadow
vanished back through the door, his mind focusing itsfull power to jam the eectronic controls.
In the room he dashed to the opposite wall behind the desk. He leaped over the body of the
falen McVicker, and his powers opened the door behind the desk. He stood in adim and narrow
corridor--the second exit he knew had to be there, the emergency escape an efficient
organization had to have. Hefloated like agreat black bird aong the dim corridor until he found
the exit. Thisexit led into asmall, dank stone room with aflight of iron steps upward. At the top
of the steps The Shadow emerged into the shadows of thejungle.

He stood on the side of the mountain above the camouflaged cover of the CY PHER Base.
Below he could hear the shouts and chaos of the derted base, the dlarm till wailing itswarning.
Far off in the sky he saw the faint shape of a DC-3 flying away north. His eyesflashed ashe
redlized that in that plane was the Richards woman returning to complete her work in Santa
Carla. But below another DC-3 rested on the landing strip. Swiftly, The Shadow glided
downward through the thick jungle, a shadow moving unseen among shadows.

He came out among the low sguare buildings under the dim light of the camouflage cover.

Inside the mountain he could hear the shouts of the search. Without pause the black-garbed
crimefighter moved unseen by darmed CY PHER soldiers until he reached the building where
they held Margo. As he prepared to enter, the dark-haired woman came out, along pistol in her
hand. She smiled as she saw him.

"The darm sent them running,” Margo said smply. "I picked thelock. When they came back

| waswaiting. They won't bother us, Chief. | borrowed one of their weapons. | knew you would
be here soon.”

"Very good, Margo. Now we must hurry!"

Without more words, The Shadow picked up the dark-haired woman, and seemed to flow as
swift as some moving shape of light itself across the dim ground toward the DC-3 waiting on the
runway. Unseen by the panicked soldiers of CYPHER, he reached the edge of the cover and
emerged into the Mexican sunlight. In the open now, he was seen.

There was agreat shout behind.

The Shadow stopped and turned.

A horde of black-uniformed Cypher soldiers poured from the entrance into the mountain and
reached the edge of the open runway. The Shadow reached into his robes and brought out two
smadl round objects. He hurled them high to fall directly in the path of the advancing enemy.

The two mighty explosions rocked the mountains. The Shadow swept up Margo and raced on
toward the DC-3 without asingle look backward to see where the CY PHER soldierslay in
smoking, screaming heaps on the smashed earth. Three men legped from the DC-3. The
Shadow's automeatic blazed in hisfree hand, and dl three men fell in the hail of accuratefire. The
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Margo.

Behind, the forces of CY PHER regrouped and came on. But they were too late now. The
DC-3roared down the runway and into the air, and the chilling laugh of The Shadow floated
back to mock the men of CY PHER.

Inside the plane, The Shadow at the controls, Margo looked back and down. The dark-haired
girl wasgrim and angry.

Shouldn't we destroy them?' Margo asked.

"Wewill, Margo, but we have more urgent work in Santa Carlal” the Avenger said harshly.
Then, asthe DC-3 gained dtitude and turned north, there was a gigantic explosion behind
them. The mountain, camouflage, and buildings vanished inawadl of flame, smoke and earth.
The Shadow's eyes burned grimly.

"They have destroyed the base. They are efficient, Margo, but they will not destroy Santa
Cala"

The hawklike face of the black-shrouded Avenger turned to face north toward the distant city
asthe DC-3 flew on.

18

WHEN LAMONT CRANSTON and Margo Lane walked into the conference room of the crime
commission in the Santa Carla Courthouse, they met a scene of cam, efficient activity.
Commissioner Weston wasthefirst to greet them.

"Lamont! Margo! Wewere afraid youwere. . ."

"Dead?' Crangton said, asmdl smile on hisquiet face. "No, Commissioner, but we came very
close. Who reported our death? Richards?”

Chairman Bailey strode forward, his hand out. " Glad to see you, Cranston! Y es, Richards said
the Mafiagot you up in the SerraDel Norte! We were going to send aunit.”

Crangton frowned. "A unit?"

Morgan Slater looked up from the long table where he worked over alarge map of Santa
Carlaand vicinity. "A unit of the State Guard. We've got them mobilized. State Troopers, too.
May even get some help from the Federd Government. We're redlly going to wipe out crime
here once and for dl! Inthe whole satel”

"WhereisRichards?' Cranston asked.

Bailey looked around. "He was here. Must have stepped out. A good man, Richards.”
Bauermann came around the table. "Hetold us all about this other outfit, Cranston. Call
themselves CY PHER. That was the people the mayor and the Mafia were working with. But
well get them dl now."

"We're going to wipe out dl of them, Lamont,” Weston said. "The governor and the whole
gtate are behind us. The crime commission isthe rea power here now, and they've given usdl
the help we need.”

Cranston's hooded eyes watched Bauermann and Weston. "Y ou two also? | thought you were
not sure?'

Bauermann was grim. "That was before Mayor Rush. Imagine, the mayor himsdlf involved
with thecriminaddl | wish held lived long enough to talk.”

"The mayor isdead?' Cranston snapped.
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Bauermann nodded. "Killed himsdf inhiscell. Richardsfound him."

Sater looked up again. "Whereis Richards? | need his help laying out the coverage of the
city."

Cranston watched them al from behind his deepy eyelids. He had a strong suspicion that



"Richards' was not far away, but that the private investigator, alias Group Leader 12, CYPHER
Command, would not show himsdlf just yet. It was dso fairly easy to guess how Mayor Rush
had committed "suicide.” But Cranston said nothing, not yet. He till had a"dlient” to find.
Commissioner Weston looked at Cranston and Margo. The Commissioner seemed to sense
something. "What did happen to you, Lamont?'

"Y ou know, Commissioner,” Cranston said quietly, "I'm not quite sure.”

Margo was dartled. "Lamont, | .. ."

"No," Cranston said. "We don't redlly know."

Bailey raised awhite eyebrow. "Y ou don't know?"

Morgan Sater stopped hiswork to stare at Cranston and Margo. Samuel Bauermann seemed
to watch them narrowly. Even Weston seemed perplexed. Cranston passed his hands across his
eyes and shook his head.

"We were hypnotized in that mountain lodge," Cranston explained. "That was probably why
Richards thought that we were dead. After that we don't remember athing until thismorning. We
woke up somewhere in Mexico, some kind of hidden airfield and headquarters. | don't quite
know what actually happened, but someone released us and we managed to get away in that
DC-3 weflew in with. The whole place blew up behind us. | derted the Mexican authorities, of
course, but | doubt if they will find anything. | think it was part of this CY PHER ouitfit."
"Someone released you?' Sater said. "That'sdl you know?'

Cranston nodded, passed hishand over hiseyesagain. "I think we were ill half hypnotized. |
seem to remember some kind of black shape, but it'sall hazy."

Bailey swore softly. "Y es, Richards said this CY PHER isan international gang. Well take

them on after we clean the city.”

Weston seemed worried. "A black shape, Lamont. That sounds like The Shadow!"

Bauermann looked at Weston. " The Shadow?"

"Yes, I've had vague dedlings with akind of man in black before. | don't know who or what
heis. Somekind crimina, I'm afraid. Still, he has somehow helped me a times. Many times
when some big criminal organization has been broken he seemsto have been there, but weve
never caught him."

"WEell catch them al thistime," Bauermann said. "Come on, Morgan we have work to do.”
"That'sall you cantell us, Cranston?' Morgan Sater asked.

"I'm afraid 0," Crangton said quietly.

"Too bad,” Balley said. "But firgt thingsfirst. We have Santa Clarato clean up. Thewhole
dateis behind us after what we learned about the mayor."

Crangston nodded. "Y ou'll be heroes, | imagine.”

"Not unlesswe get to work," Sater said.

Bailey nodded. The chairman turned again to Cranston. "Y ou look very tired, Cranston. Why
don't you get some rest? Weve got alot of work. The governor will be here this evening, we
want to haveit al ready for him."

Cranston nodded. "1 think you may beright. We aretired, and our work is about finished.
Come, Margo."
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The socidite and his secretary |eft the busy conference room where dl the commission
members were already back at the work of mapping the anticrime war before Cranston and
Margo had gone out the door. In the corridor and elevator, Cranston was silent and Margo said
nothing. On the street, where the citizens were gathered in groups talking excitedly about the war
againg crime, they walked to the waiting Rolls-Royce where Stanley sat behind the whed! of the
new car. Onceinsde, Margo turned to her chief.

"Lamont, it'sal going the way CY PHER planned it! We know thereisno crimewavein
SantaCarla”



"Y es, Margo, we know and so does one of those men! One of those men isthe client of
CYPHER."

"One of them?Which one, Lamont?"

"I think | know, and | think | know what is going to happen next, but | am not sure, Margo."
The dark-haired woman watched Cranston. "What are we going to do?"

"Trap him, Margo. And not us, but The Shadow. The Shadow is going to end this evil

tonight!"

In the back seat of the Rolls-Royce the hooded eyes of the socidite flashed the power of The
Shadow as Stanley drove away through the milling crowds aready waiting to cheer the governor
and the heroes of the crime commission.

The window of the dim evening room four stories above the city of Santa Carlawas open. A
man stood at the window. In his hands the man held along, deadly rifle fitted with atelescopic
sght. The man watched the street below where the police held back the crowds waiting to greet
the governor as his car passed on its way to the courthouse.

Ten minutes passed.

There were sudden shouts in the street below.

At thewindow the man knelt and amed hisrifle. Hisfinger tightened on the trigger. He
squeezed the trigger. The shot rang out clear in the evening.

But the shot did not find its mark.

Theinstant before the man squeezed the trigger something seemed to reach out and pull the
barrd of therife up. The shot struck harmlesdy againgt the building across the street. But the
shot had been heard, and below in the street there was pandemonium. People screamed and
pointed upward.

In the room the man swore and whirled.

A chilling laugh rose high above dl the noise below in the Street.

A macabre, eerielaugh that filled the room where the man had whirled.

"Who thedevil ... !"

Thelaugh cameagain. "Thedevil isingdeyou!" avoiceintoned from the shifting dimness of
the evening room high abovethe city.

The Shadow appeared, hisfiery eyes glowing beneath the wide brim of the douch hat, his
great black shape fading away into the dark corners.

"You! Themanin black!"

"Yes, The Shadow! Y our evil gameisended!”

The man stared, laughed. " Game? What game? What are you, some insane fool ? What
game?”

Thelaugh of The Shadow rose high, cold. "The game of power! The game of owning this
gate! Y ou planned it al--to own this state by €l ecting the mayor to be governor! But hefailed,
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and you decided to be governor yourself. With the governor dead, who would be the only heroin
this state? The only man who, on the fame of his battle againgt dl crimein thiscity, would bethe
popular hero and would be easily eected governor! Only one man could do that--the chairman

of the crime commission!”

Water Bedsole Bailey swore and lunged across the dim room at the shape of The Shadow. He
crashed againgt awall, The Shadow gone. From another corner the laugh of The Shadow mocked
Bailey. The chairman lunged again, swung hisriflelike aclub. He hit empty air and crashed
againgt another wall. The Shadow mocked.

"Y ou are the only man rich enough to pay CY PHER. Y ou are the chairman of the crime
commission. With the governor dead, you would be the hero of the Sate. Y ou are the only
commission member who livesin this satel”



"Lied All lies! Y ou can prove nothing!™ the distinguished chairman cried, his face contorted
with rage.

"l havethe CY PHER files, Wadlter Bailey! | can provewhat | charge! Richardswill talk!"

The chairman paed. "Files?You. . ."

Suddenly Bailey raised therifle and fired at the two eyesthat glowed a him from acrossthe
room.

The Shadow laughed.

"Il kill you! I'll destroy you! Mine, you hear, dl mine! Thisstateismine! | will ownthis

gate! | will bleed thefoolsdry! |, Wdlter Bedsole Bailey! | am superior! | will rulel™

The old man charged through the room, dashing at the air, at the shadows, with therifle. The
laughter of The Shadow mocked him from everywhere and nowhere.

Bailey stopped. Exhausted, the chairman stood there. Already voices were coming up from
bel ow. The Shadow moved closer, the power of his mind reaching out to cloud the mind of the
chairman. Bailey stood, shuddered, asthe power clouded through hisredling brain.

"You will confess, Wdter Bailey!" The Shadow commanded.

The chairman nodded. "Yes, | will confess. | will tdll dl I know. | plannedit, | hired
CYPHER,I..."

The two shots spat out. Soft, spitting soundsin the dim room. Bailey gasped, fell backward
againgt awall, and pitched forward onto hisface.

The Shadow whirled and glided swiftly to the door. V oices were coming close from below.
But The Shadow looked upward. A figure raced away up the stairsin the gloom of the twilight
hallway. The Shadow raced upward in pursuit.

The chase went on in silence. Up the dairsten flightsto the roof of the building. There, inthe
twilight, The Shadow glided out onto the roof and saw the figure of the killer across the roof.
The figure of an old man who ran with the speed of aracer across the roof toward the edge and
theroof of the next building. As The Shadow came out, the old man fired. The mocking laughter
of The Shadow echoed through the twilight.

The old man raced across the roof of the next building. The Shadow bounded in pursuit like a
great black bird of prey in the growing darkness. The silent chase continued high above the city
until the old man ahead reached the edge of abuilding that did not touch the next building. The
Shadow laughed again. The old man turned and fired twice, two short silenced shots, and then
turned again and legped. A long, impaossible legp. The old man made the legp and ran on. The
Shadow legped without apause, hisgreat cloak flying out behind himintheair.

And then there were no more buildings.

At the edge of aroof high above the street, the old man turned to face The Shadow.
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But it was no longer an old man who faced The Shadow as the black-garbed Avenger glided
closinthefdling night.

The beautiful woman in the green dress, Miriam Richards, dias Allen Richards, diasa
thousand shapes and faces, dias Group Leader 12, CY PHER Command, faced The Shadow in
the degpening twilight.

"So, we meset again,” the woman said.

The eyes of The Shadow blazed. "We do, Miriam Richardd"

"Group Leader 12, CY PHER Command!" the woman snapped. "And you?'

| am called The Shadow. | destroy dl evil."

The woman laughed. "No, I think not, Shadow! Perhaps you can frighten afool like Bailey,
but not me."

"Youkilled Baley to slencehim?"

"Of course. The weakling would have talked. No onelivesto tell of CYPHER. Now it isyour
turn, my black-caped friend!"



The beautiful woman's eyes blazed out. The power of her eyes, and her skill and training,
bored into the fiery eyes of The Shadow.

The Shadow laughed hiswild, eerie laugh.

The woman seemed to shiver, to gather al her will, to concentrate on the great black figure
before her on the slent roof. The Avenger laughed again, his voice mocking in the twilight
abovethecity.

"Y ou know of the Master Chen T'aTze," The Shadow said softly as his eyes burned into the
woman. "Then you know of hisultimate power!"

For oneingant the eyes of the woman flared in afinal effort, but the shape of The Shadow
mocked her, and then she seemed to stagger. She seemed to hear the words of The Shadow.
"The ultimate. . . power!" shesaid, gasped. "Thenyou. . ."

Fear appeared in the eyes of the beautiful woman. Perhapsthefirst fear she had ever felt. The
power of The Shadow reached out now likelong, soft fingers entering her mind. Thin, soft
fingerswith the strength of stedl that reached to grip and cloud her redling mind.

With asudden, fina effort, she hurled hersdf backward and over the edge.

Shefél to the street ten stories bel ow without a scream or asound.

On theroof The Shadow glided to the edge and looked over. Below people were running
toward her smashed form.

The Shadow'sfind laugh of revenge floated out over darkening city.

A week |ater, Santa Carlaamost returned to norma with the State Guard gone and the police
in charge again, the crime commission held itsfinal sesson. The Mafiamenweredl injall, the
crime wave that had never existed was ended.

"Bailey had afilein his office on thewhole plan,” Morgan Sater said. "It was adiabolical

plot, and it might have worked. The mayor, or Bailey, would have been acertain winner in any
€election after they'd whipped up dl that hysteria”

"It would have worked if that Penny Bell girl hadn't informed,” Weston said.

"Bailey had everything organized. As soon as he or the mayor were governor, he was ready to
sl every crime ectivity in the state to people who would work with him and pay him!"
Bauermann said. "He must have been insanel”

"Yes" Lamont Crangton said. "Insane.”
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"Do you think well ever find Allen Richards?' Morgan Sater said. "1 suppose hewas

working with Bailey."

"And who was that dead woman? She had the gun on her that killed Bailey," Weston said.
Bauermann was thoughtful. "Onething | don't understand in al of this. Y ou mentioned that a
black figure helped you in Mexico, Cranston. And the people who saw that woman fal from the
roof say they saw agiant black shape high up on the roof, and heard aweird laugh.”

Crangton smiled. "There are many things we don't know in thisworld, Mr. Bauermann.”

"But | wonder why shefd|?" Sater sad.

"Afraid of shadows, perhaps,” Margo said.

Margo smiled and looked at the impassive face of Lamont Crangton. Cranston smiledin

return asthey prepared to leave Santa Carla, the work here finished. But in Cranston's mind this
time, in the mind of The Shadow, was when he would meet CY PHER next. Because he knew
that he would meet CY PHER again. Somewhere, CY PHER and The Shadow would do battle
once more.

THE END.






