Shadow--Go Mad!
by Maxwell Grant

Asoriginally published by BELMONT BOOKSS, September 1966.

X-2 + humanity = minusonewor ld

The Shadow discovered this negative answer to an evil-
inspired equation, but could even hefight the X-2, the
ultimate wegpon?

X-2 could make agood man kill--X-2 could influence a
man's mind, control hisbrain, hisvery actions. X-2 could
supply an army of fearless, undefeatable maddened killers
instantaneoudly. X-2 could robotize the masses. X-2 could
even make the Shadow go mad!

Could X-2 be stopped?
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The Pantheon Theater is on Forty-ninth Sreet in New York City. It isa normal legitimate
theater where the great actors performon a lighted stage. This night the play was Shakespear€'s
Macbeth, the actor was the great Patrick McBride. It was the 112th night of the successful run,
the third time in his career that McBride had performed Macbeth to the cheers of the critics and
the attentive silence of the audience.

McBride had outdone himself this night, the audience as silent and motionless as if paralyzed
asthe play drew to its tragic end. There was a slight movement, a readiness to cheer the great
actor, asthe end approached. MacBeth, beaten but still undefeated, faced MacDuff for the final
fight.

"Lay on MacDuff, and damned be he who first cries 'Hold, enough!" "

The defiant words echoed through the theater.

Patrick McBride, proud and strong as MacBeth, drew his sword and faced the actor playing
MacDuff.

The actor playing MacDuff attacked. The two actors crossed swords and parried for some
seconds. The audience, fascinated, watched the carefully rehearsed fight. Both actors fought and
parried ferociously with their carefully blunted and edgel ess weapons.

Then, without warning, the actor playing MacDuff suddenly seemed to stiffen, to brush his

eyes, and, with no hesitation, drew his dagger, stepped to Patrick McBride, and stabbed himto
death as the audience began to scream.

The giant Soviet jet touched down at London Airport. The knot of welcoming diplomats and
members of Government stepped through the drizzle of rain toward where the giant plane would
taxi to astop.



The roaring of the jet engines grew louder.

The London Police kept back the small crowd that had come to see the Soviet diplomats
arrive. Beyond the first knot of curious aragged group of marcherscircled in therain, their anti-
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Communist placards raised high. The circling marchers chanted as they marched and watched
the greet jet taxi dowly toward the smal group of British officids out on the landing area.

The reporters lounged behind the first barricade, making jokes among each other, half-awake
and idly watching asthe jet cameto astop. They had been through it all so many times before,
Even the Soviet diplomats were the same old men--Vaery Bukharin, First Deputy Premier; Ivan
Bunarov, Deputy Foreign Minister; and Georgi Kutusov, Military Attaché at the Embassy in
London.

Bukharin, as befitted hisrank, wasthefirst to emerge from the interior of the giant jet,

Behind Bukharin, Kutusov and Bunarov stood side by side. (The reporters began to write--it
looked asif Kutusov was moving up, or Bunarov was moving down in rank, or the Deputy
Foreign Minister would have preceded the Military Attaché.)

The British officids, looking a each other because they, too, had noted the probable shift in
rank, stepped forward wreathed in smilesintended to be friendly. The police stood alert. The
chanting marchers raised their voices and placards so that the Russianswould see and hear. The
palice firmly held them back.

Bukharin, atall man, began to descend the landing stairs, followed by both Bunarov and
Kutusov. The Deputy Premier reached the bottom, smiled broadly, and extended his hand toward
the chief British officia who hurried to meet him.

Georgi Kutusov, standing one step above the Deputy Premier, reached inside his coat, drew

out asmall pistol, and shot the Deputy Premier in the back of the head.

Bukharin pitched forward into the wet landing area.

Kutusov turned and shot Bunarov.

When the police overpowered the Military Attaché he was smiling broadly and his eyeswere
vacant, trancelike.

It was a clear night in the city of San Francisco when a young man named Walter Sock
stopped on his way home from a visit with friends to look out over the magnificent Bay and the
lights of the city spread out below where he stood high on one of the many hills. Walter admired
his city. He enjoyed the clear air and the hills.

He stood there about a half an hour, looking at the city, then he boarded a cable car to ride
down the hill toward another cable car that would take him up another hill to a spot near his
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home. He had been on the car about ten minutes, it was halfway down the hill, when the car had
to slow asit crossed one of the flat cross streets.

Just before the car started its steep plunge down the next slope, Walter Sock pushed a
woman down, grabbed her purse, leaped from the car, and ran away along the cross street.
The police caught him twenty minutes later hiding in a dark doorway. He had the pursein his
hand. The purse was of no value. There was $12.65 inside the purse, there was nothing else of
any value at all. Walter Stock earned $150 a week, and had no family or dependents.

Walter Stock did not drink much, there was no record of his ever gambling, he was not a drug
addict, he was keeping no women. He had no criminal record, had never been in trouble, and
had $9,725 in his savings account.

He had never seen or known the woman he attacked before.

She did not know him.

Walter was smiling when he was caught. He stumbled as he was led away by the police, asif
deepwalking.



On acountry road in Southern France an armored truck stopped when it found alarge tree
blocking the road. The guards were very cautious. Two got out to try to shift the tree, the other
two, including the driver, sat indgde the truck, aert, their weapons ready.

The two guards outside the truck managed to shift the tree. Nothing happened. The two

guards studied the surrounding area. They saw nothing but a party of teenage boysand girls
having apicnic in thefield that bordered the road.

The two guards returned to the truck. The inside guard opened the door to let themin.

The mortar shell exploded exactly behind the guards about to reenter the truck.

Flame and black smoke.

Thetwo outsde guardsfell to the ground.

The guard inside began to choke as a gas spread into the truck.

From the field beside the road the picnicking boys and girls poured across the road to the

truck. The driver was shot in his cab. The two guards on the ground were shot where they lay by
the vicious teenagers. The guard inside was dragged out and shot. The teenagers climbed into the
truck, wearing gas masks, and the truck drove away.
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Oneguard did not die. "They were dl laughing!" The one guard said when he could talk.
"Their eyed It wastheir eyes. Like crazy animaldl”

The police found the truck two days later, abandoned fifty milesaway. All the money was
dill in thetruck.

The sguad of Special Forces soldiers of the United States Army surrounded the cave on the
uplands of Viet Nam. Their green berets flashed as they moved swiftly in for the final kill of the
unit of Viet Cong hiding inside the cave. Their officer hissed his sharp orders. The soldiers went
forward without words or hesitation.

They moved into position, their stern faces set in ruthless lines. Four men ran forward and
lobbed tear gas grenades into the cave and dove for cover. Moments later a ragged group of the
Viet Cong enemy came bursting out of the cave ready to fight. The green berets raised their
weapons, their lips set in grimlines. The Viet Cong scrambled for some cover.

But there was no real cover.

The Viet Cong soldiers had no chance, they could only die.

Until, suddenly, the American green beret unit stood up as a man and surrendered.

The Brandenburg Gate splits Berlin into East and West. It isafavorite placeto vigt for

foreign dignitaries. On thisday, the foreign visitor wasthe Prince of an Arab nation. He stood in
his flowing burnoose and dutifully admired the gate, deplored the split of the city, and
complemented the West Berlin officials on the great work they had done with their haf of the
divided city.

The blond young man stood at the edge of the small crowd of onlookers attracted by the
strange robes of the Prince. He was undistinguished, no different from athousand other blond
youthsin Berlin. He watched the dark Prince for sometime, admiring the flowing robes trimmed
with gold. He talked easily to other curious watchers who stood on either side of him. He
seemed, people said later, to admire the Prince. His eyes shined asif he could see far-off and
exotic lands.

No one noticed the change. No one saw the blond young man seem to stiffen, brush his hand
across hiseyes, turn and look around as if searching for someone or something--or asif he was
wondering where he was and how he had gotten here.
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No one saw the change as he looked again at the dark Prince.



No one saw the blond young man walk straight to a stocky stranger standing afew feet away,
reach into the stranger's pocket, and draw out a L uger--along-barreled Luger.

Everyonein front of the Brandenburg Gate saw what happened next. They saw the blond

young man step quickly out from the crowd, fire three quick shots straight at the Prince. They
saw the Prince fall. They saw the German officids and the police guard begin to shout. They saw
the bodyguards of the Prince run to him, whirl with their wespons ready.

Later, no one could remember what had happened to the blond young man. In the confusion,
the wild melee that followed the shooting of the Prince, the young man vanished. No one saw
him go--or amost no one.

One man did see the young man fire, and ingtantly turn and blend into the crowd. Thisman

saw the blond youth drop the pistol, move dowly but steadily into the crowd and through it and
out across the open space into a building. The man followed, and as he did he bent over aring on
hisfinger and seemed to speak into it. The man spoke urgently for afew seconds, and then
followed the young man closely but unseen.

The blond young man went through the building and down into the cellar. He crossed the

cdlar and went through abresk in thewall, till there from the destruction of the war, into the
cdlar of another building. He went up aflight of sairsinto theinterior of the second building.

He left the second building and went out into the street.

The blond youth walked afew blocks and caught ataxicab. His shadower hailed another cab
and followed. The chase went on through the city, the blond youth in thefirst taxi obvioudy
unaware that he was being followed. He had not looked back once, but had stared straight ahead
as he made his escape.

At last the taxi stopped on a shabby street in one of the poorer sections of Berlin. Here the
evidence of alost war and of the madness of Hitler in destroying hiscity with him, was Htill
visible. The blond youth, who had certainly not been born when the city died, or, perhaps, had
been born in those very days of flaming apocalypse, paid thetaxi driver and walked camly into
an old building still showing the cracks and scars of war.

He il did not notice the man following him so carefully. Not even when the man followed

into the building and up the stairs far enough to see the youth enter aroom on the third floor. The
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man turned back and descended the stairs. In the silent downstairs hallway the man bent again
over hisring. Then he quickly Ieft the building and walked away.

The street was silent and deserted.

Some haf an hour later, twilight began to settle over Berlin. In hisroom on the third floor the
young man sat in astraight chair, his hands on his knees, asrigid as astatue. He had not moved
snce he cameinto the room. He stared toward the window but he did not see anything. He did
not hear the faint sound.

It was the sound like the light swish of awind. It came from adark part of the room near the
door. Even if the blond youth could have heard, and looked, he would have seen nothing--only a
darker darkness, aform, a shapel ess shape that seemed to hover. As-if the dark itself had
thickened and come dive. Asif the shadows themselves had taken on form, heaviness.

For some momentsthat was al that happened--a sudden sense that something morewasin

the dingy room of the Berlin tenement.

Then, in the dark corner, there were two glowing eyes, the faint red glow of some eerielight.
The eyes stared unblinking at the blond youth in the chair. The eyes burned in the dark twilight
room where no light had been turned on. The blond youth did not move.

The growing eyes moved, came closer to the youth, and the great black shape emerged from

its covering shadows. A tdl, black shrouded figure that seemed to blend into the dark itsdlf. A
wide-brimmed black douch hat shaded and hid dl but the burning eyes, the long hawk nose that
cut theair like ascythe. A long hand reached out, and a blood-red gem glowed on one of the



long fingers. The hand with the glowing ring touched therigid blond youth.

Asif the hand contained some power of its own, the youth moved for the first time, turned,
his eyes gazing at the macabre figure before him.

The blond young man stared a The Shadow.

The Shadow's eerie laugh filled the smdll, dark room.

Theyoung man smiled.

The chilling laugh shivered through the room. The eyes of The Shadow burned into the face
of the young man. The great black shape loomed like some avenging mongter.

But the young man only smiled.
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THE BURNING eyes of The Shadow studied the face of the blond youth who had killed the Prince.
The eyeswereflat, vacant. Trancelike eyes and yet somehow smiling. Thelips of the blond
youth were smiling asif he saw something funny, amusing. But the youth was seeing nothing.
Vacant eyes, and yet benegth the flat surface of the blue eyes there was something wild,
something animdl like. The youth till sat rigid. Only his head moved, turned to look a The
Shadow.

But the eyes of the youth did not see The Shadow.

As he stared down at the young man The Shadow redlized that the blond youth was seeing
nothing at dl. No. . . that was not exactly it. The mind of The Shadow reached into the mind of
the youth who sat there in the strange trance. The eyes of the young man flickered, he moved in
his segt, as the power of The Shadow entered his mind like the probing of long fingers.

The Shadow redlized that the young man could see, was seeing, but not what wasin front of
him. The young man did not see what was in the dark room. It was something else, something
pleasant to the young man. Not an imagined scene, an actua scene. The young man thought he
was somewhere else, looking at some other scenein some other place. For al practical purposes,
the young man was somewhere €l se, seeing something else.

Y et the young man had come directly home--by a devious route asif he had had an escape
planned. But without looking back, walking in atrance according to the agent of The Shadow
who had made his report over his secret ring radio. Something was very unusud. The young man
had shot the Prince, made a careful escape, and come straight to his own room--and yet did not
know where he was!

The blazing eyes of the shrouded black figure glowed stronger in the dark room of the Berlin
dum. His powers, learned so long ago in the Orient from the great Master Chen T'aTze, probed
into the mind of the young man, clouded the youth's mind until the young man had no will, no
more awareness of anything but the thick fog that permeated him and made him want to tell all
he knew to thisweird black figure. The youth moved, his eyes, shifted in his seat and dowly
relaxed, no longer rigid. The powerful voice of The Shadow filled the dark room.
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"Why did you kill the Prince?’

The young man blinked, saw thelooming shape. "Who . . . are...you?What . . ."

"Why did you shoot the Prince?"

The youth shook hishead asif to clear the fog from hismind. He stared puzzled a The

Shadow whose eyes glowed above him. The young man looked at the glowing girasol ring on
thefinger of The Shadow.

"What . ..doyou..." and the boy stopped, shook hishead "Shoot?1 . . . shot . . . no one. No,
| shot no one!™



Y ou used your Luger," The Shadow intoned, guiding the mind that wasin his power now.
Luger?| haveno Luger! I own no gun!”

The Shadow tightened his power on the mind of the young man. He saw the youth twist in his
segt asif in pain. The voice of The Shadow was relentless.

"I am The Shadow! Y ou cannot resst me. | avenge dl evil acts. Why did you shoot the
Prince?"

The youth blinked again. "Prince?' And, suddenly, the youth smiled, brushed back hisblond
hair, his eyes eager and excited asif seeing avison. But it was not avison. The young man
leaned forward in his chair, his eyeswatching something in front of him that excited him. "lsan't
he magnificent? A Prince! Think of it, ared Arab Prince and I'm watching him. Look! Look at
theway hesmiled”

The young man leaned forward, strained asif seeing over the heads of peoplein front of him.
The Shadow watched the young man, his piercing eyes glowing in the dark room. He watched
the young man carefully.

"Y ou admire the Prince?’

"Of course!" the young man said eagerly. "L ook at him! The power, soregd. Thereisa
leader, aruler! Do you know what he did to become Prince?"

"Tel me" The Shadow intoned, watching.

"He fought aten year Holy War. He came out of the desert and defeated dl of them! Strong,
you see? A strong man! A true leader.”

The power of The Shadow probed deep into the mind of the young man before him. But the
youth said nothing more--only leaned in hischair asif staring il at the Prince at the
Brandenburg Gate, talked of the Prince, admired the Prince asif he could seetheregd figurein
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its flowing gold-and-white burnoose il in front of him. He looked up at The Shadow without a
trace of fear or surprise. He seemed to be asking if The Shadow, too, could see the Prince there
infront of The Brandenburg Geate.

"What isyour name." The Shadow said, gently now because he knew that there was no use

trying to learn more from the young man.

"Kurt Pieper," the young man said promptly. "I wish | could stay here and watch the Prince

al day, but | must get home. | work at night.”

"Yes, Kurt Pieper," The Shadow said.

Now he knew. All the power of his unique mind would not affect Kurt Pieper--because the
young man had no knowledge of anything that had happened since some minutes before he

killed the Prince! Time had stopped for Kurt Pieper while he stood there admiring the Arab
Prince. For how long, The Shadow could not tell. But he would learn nothing--Pieper knew
nothing!

Pieper had no knowledge of what he had done, of anything that had happened. And, Pieper

had no reason to have shot the Prince! If Pieper had had any reason for hisact, if he had planned
it, or wanted it, or had even known of the Prince, the power of The Shadow to cloud men's minds
would havereveded it al. But there was nothing in the mind of the young man that related in

any way to the Prince.

"Y ou must rest now," The Shadow said gently.

Kurt Pieper nodded. The blond youth stood, walked to his bed, and lay down fully clothed. In

an ingtant he was adeep. Above him the great black shape of The Shadow |ooked down. The
eyes of the Avenger blazed. Someone had done thisl Some force had been used to make thispae
blond youth akiller--without rhyme or reason! Somehow, by some diabolica force, this

innocent man had been made to kill a Prince he did not know--to kill quickly, ruthlessy,

expertly!

Not only had some unknown force made Pieper aquick, expert assassin, but had somehow



given him agun he did not know he had, had induced the man to make an escape over aroute he
seemed to know! The eyes of The Shadow blazed again--what power could makeasmple
youth into adeadly n?An nwith no knowledge of what he had done or why?

Even The Shadow fdt afaint chill--because this, he knew only too well, was not the first

such killing, and it would not bethe last. But who? How? Why? All over the world the agents of
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The Shadow were watching, as his men in Berlin had watched, but now The Shadow knew the
truth--it would do no good to catch the killers, they would know nothing!

It was the trained sixth sense of danger, learned with so much pain and effort years ago in the
Orient, that mode The Shadow turn. The great black shape glided across the dark room to the
single window. His eyesthat could see farther than any human eyes, and could see at night as
clearly asin the day, searched for what he had sensed. He saw them on the roof of a building
across the street.

Two men who stared toward the window where The Shadow stood. They appeared to be
watching, just watching. They had not seen The Shadow. It was the room of the blond youth they
watched asif to be sure of what he did. The Shadow whirled and glided from the smdll, shabby
room of the deeping Kurt Pieper. Whoever the men on the roof were, they must know something
or they would not be interested in Kurt Pieper.

The Shadow seemed to float down the silent stairs and out into the now dark night of Berlin.
Thelights of the city glowed in the sky, but here dl was dark and silent. Unseen, the black
shrouded figure moved across the street and into the next building. He seemed to rise up the
gairs without touching them, soundlessin the dark of the old building. Unseen and unheard, a
black shape that moved among the shadows.

But the men on the roof were not caught by surprise. They were not unprepared. Asthefigure

of The Shadow emerged onto the roof, making no sound, his keen ears heard afaint buzzing.
Thetwo men whirled. They saw no more than something that looked like part of the night itself.
But it was enough. Warned by their buzzer warning system that someone was approaching, they
ran. One man ran to the left toward adoor down from the roof that was not the door The Shadow
had come up through. The second man ran to the right toward the nearby roof of another
building. Each man turned and fired three quick shotsto dow their pursuer. The Shadow could
not pursue both a once. He chose the man who had run to theright. His giant shape seemed to
fly across the roof with the black cape streaming out like great wings.

The second man never looked back or attempted to aid his comrade. In an instant he had
reached the other building and was gone. The first man, aware of The Shadow behind him, made
adesperate effort to reach the safety of the exit door down. The Shadow bounded across his path
and blocked the door, hisfiery eyes concentrating on the man to reach and cloud hismind. The
man saw hisway blocked, whirled and ran toward the rear edge of the roof where it adjoined il
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another roof high above the streets of Berlin. The Shadow |eaped through the night like agiant
bird of prey and stood in front of the frantic man. The Shadow's laugh echoed across the high
roofs of Berlin.

Frantic, the man fired madly at the great shadow that seemed to be everywhere at once. The
Shadow's laugh rose mocking in the night, maddening. The man fled back and forth acrossthe
roof, always blocked by the inescapable black shape. The man fired at The Shadow, and when
the man fired The Shadow was no longer where he had been. At last the gun in the man's hand
clicked empty. The man stopped, backed up against the parapet of the roof. The Shadow's eyes
glowed as he seemed to float forward in the night toward the man. His figure loomed up above
the man asif to envelop him like some monstrous force. The man looked wildly around. The
Shadow laughed again.

The man stood perfectly ill for amoment. Hiseyes, no longer frantic, sared calmly at the



black shape before him. Then he turned and stepped over the edge of the roof. The man neither
spoke, nor screamed, nor made any sound at al as hefell the six Soriesto the street where his
body lay crushed and forever silent.

The Shadow stood at the edge of the roof and looked down. The chill he had felt when he
realized that Kurt Pieper had not known why he killed, had had no reason, became colder now as
The Shadow stared down at the dead body far below and realized that he was dealing with
something amost beyond evil.

Below, people were now coming from the buildings to gather around the dead man. They had
waited, and they came dowly. Thiswas Berlin and asum, and people did not expose themselves
here. The people below looked up. One man pointed at the great black shape of The Shadow asit
stood at the edge of the roof outlined against. The Shadow turned and faded into the night of the
roof.

Fifteen minutes later a black Mercedes saloon drove along an empty dum street six blocks

from where the Berlin Police were now gathered around the dead man who had jumped from the
roof. The black car dowed before the dark mouth of anarrow street. Something seemed to leave
the small street and glide swiftly to the car. The car drove off rgpidly toward the heart of Berlin.

In the back seat of the Mercedes, The Shadow sat hidden in the dark of the interior. The

driver, dressed in the full uniform of achauffeur, drove steedily and carefully without once

13

looking back. His aert eyes searched the street and al the side streets without seeming to be
concerned with anything but his driving--asmple chauffeur driving his employer through

Berlin. But thisman was no ordinary chauffeur. On hisfinger there was asmaler replicaof the
fiery girasol ring worn by The Shadow. Benesath his neat chauffeurs uniform there was an
automatic pistol he knew how to use--there was also a blackjack, two small smoke bombs, and a
knife, al of which he knew how to use. Under the cam exterior of the chauffeur were the trained
muscles of a Sixth Dan Black Belt expert of karate, as befitted the Number Two agent of The
Shadow.

"Report, Stanley,” The Shadow said sharply from the rear seat of the Mercedes asit drove on
through dark streets.

"Two other incidentsin Berlin one," Stanley, the chauffeur and agent, said. "A minor

official was stabbed in broad daylight by atrusted assistant. A branch of the Centra Bank was
held up by alone bandit who escaped but dropped hisloot ablock away. Both have been caught,
they appear to bein somekind of trance.”

The Shadow's eyeswere grim in the rear seat. "V ery good, go on.”

"Burbank signaled that heisready to report from New Y ork Central Communications.”

The Shadow leaned forward and picked up what appeared to be the microphone to a private
executive tape recorder of the type used by so many busy businessmen these days. No more than
the instrument of a businessman conducting his business away from his office. But the

instrument in the Mercedes was not atape recorder, it was aspecia short-wave radio designed
by The Shadow himself and broadcasting on a secret wave-length no one could intercept. The
Shadow pressed a button, flicked aminiature dial, and spoke sharply.

"Report!"

A voice answered ingantly. Asif the voice werein the black car, and asif the man behind the
voice sat at abroadcasting console from which he never moved. Thiswas, in essence, true--the
voice was that of Burbank, the rarely seen Communications agent of The Shadow who never
moved from his secret blue-lighted room hidden high in the Park Avenue building in New Y ork
that was the Central Headquarters of The Shadow's vast crime-fighting organization. Now, in the
far-off blue-lighted room that seemed to have no walls, but only the giant communications
console set in ahazy blue glow, Burbank reported to his Chief.
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"All reports not in, but to date there are reports of the murder of a Deputy Premier of The

Soviet Union, and a Deputy Foreign Minigter, by their Military Attaché. The robbery of an
armored truck in France, murder of three of the four guards, by ateenage gang. An unexplained
and inexplicable purse snatching in San Francisco by ayoung man with no record and no

motive. The surrender of aUnited States Speciad Forces unit to asmdler Viet Cong unit that was
hopelesdy defeated! In all casesthereis no explanation, no motive. In each case except the last
where the men are not available for interview, the criminals are reported in atrance Sate, eager,
even happy. They seem to have no knowledge of what they have done. Two are now reported
out of thetrance, but they cannot explain their actions. Hypnotism and lie detectors show no
results”

"Isthat dl?' The Shadow intoned.

"Report oneincident in New Y ork, Agent Laneisinvestigating in company with

Commissioner Weston. Famous actor Patrick McBride stabbed to death on stage by fellow actor.
Said actor dsoin trance, now out of it, no knowledge of his action, and no apparent motive to
date"

"Instruct Margo to continue investigation,” The Shadow said. "Isthat complete?!

"Report completed. Standing by for further information.”

The Shadow clicked off his specia radio and sat back. His eyes blazed but he did not speak.
The Mercedes drove on through the dark streets. Now it approached the gaudy and lighted streets
of the heart of the booming city. Here there was no sign of the giant holocaust of twenty years
ago. The Mercedes moved more dowly in the heavier traffic, between the bright cafes, theloud
clubs, and dl the people out for another gaudy night on the town. The chauffeur, Stanley, turned
now to ask hisbosswhereto go from here.

"Where to now, boss?'

The man in the back seat of the Mercedes considered. The man was not The Shadow!

Instead of the black-shrouded figure with the hawk nose and burning eyes beneath the broad
brim of the black douch hat, the man who now sat in the back seat of the Mercedes seemed a
smaller man, stockier and shorter. He was, actualy, none of these things, but had the power of
muscular control to seem thisdifferent from thetal figure of The Shadow. This new man'seyes
were hooded and impassive, quiet and without fire. His face showed no emotions, and had a
quiet, thoughtful aspect. A steady, passive face where the face of The Shadow was al power and
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vitdity. And yet, with al the differences--the short cropped grey hair, the neat and expensive
business suit, the entire aura of the successful business man he was-—-this new man somehow
strangely resembled the black cloaked Avenger.

The resemblance was not an accident. The man now in the back seet of the black Mercedes
was Lamont Cranston, wedlthy socidite and businessman, close friend of Police Commissioner
Ralph Weston of New Y ork City, well-known amateur criminologist--and the mgjor ater-ego
The Shadow assumed to hide histrue identity. There were few in the world who knew the power
that hid beneath the passive surface of Lamont Cranston. Only the members of the cloaked
Avenger'sfar-flung secret organization, the smdl but powerful army of dedicated crimefighters,
knew that their Chief and Lamont Cranston were the same man. There was no one on Earth who
knew who The Shadow redlly was, or had been before he became The Shadow and his many
alter-egoes. Only two people had ever known the real man--The Shadow himsalf, and his master
Chen T'aTze. The Master had been dead many years now, his powers passed on to The Shadow,
and it no longer mattered who The Shadow had been so many years before he became The
Shadow. That man was gone, and only The Shadow now existed--a cloaked instrument
dedicated to perpetud vigilancein an evil world, aman of many faces and mysterious powers
that were used only for good and justice.



The face The Shadow now used wasthat of Lamont Cranston, the internationa business man
whose far-flung businessinterests were the cover for the organization of The Shadow. Beneeth
his clothes, in the hidden pockets, the cloak and douch hat and fire-opa girasol ring waited for
the next time they would be caled into play. Beneath hisimpassive face and hooded eyes, the
mind of The Shadow congidered this new and chilling problem that faced the world--men who
killed without reason, or motive, or knowledge of what they had done!

Cranston leaned forward and spoke quietly.

"Totheairport, Stanley. | must find out dl that the authorities know before we can begin to
fight thisevil."

The black Mercedes drove faster toward Templehof Airport.
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THE JET touched down at Idlewild Airport in New Y ork and taxied up to the unloading area.
Outs de the gate where the incoming passengers would arrive, awoman stood quietly. Shewasa
striking woman, the kind who made the heads of men turn asthey passed and admired her. She
was beautiful, but it was more than that. It wasin her eyes, the carriage of her lithe body, an
inner power that radiated from her no matter what she did, whether shewaswalking or laughing
or standing quietly. Her dark hair shined under the airport lights, and framed an intelligent face.
Morethan intelligent, her eyesreveded amind that was sharp and quick. Apparently doing
nothing more than waiting for the arriva of somefriend, shewas actudly aware of al that went
on around her, was watching everything that happened, everyone who passed. Not atall woman,
the poise of her lithe frame made her seem taller than she was. Her dertness hidden, she stood
passively, and yet the men who passed al looked at her. They looked at the dim curve of her
hips beneath her reserved dark blue suit, the high and full breasts that swelled the blue cloth, the
long and dim legs. The woman did not look at the men, or she did not seem to look. Actually she
saw them dl, and inside she smiled. She was awoman, she enjoyed the eyes of men, but her
mind, as her life, was on other matters. Now she saw the two men emerge from the covered
passage from the jet to the building. She walked to them.

"The car isoutside, Lamont,” the woman said to the well-dressed and impassive man who
smiled to her.

"Very good, Margo,” Lamont Cranston said. "We have alot of work to do. Get the luggage,

will you, Stanley?"

"Right, boss," Stanley said. The chauffeur-bodyguard-Number Two agent of The Shadow
smiled at the woman as he went for the luggage.

Cranston and Margo Lane waked dowly toward the waiting car. Cranston told his Number
One agent and private secretary al that had happened in Berlin. The woman listened intently, her
quick mind digesting it all, analyzing it in seconds. When Cranston finished, Margo nodded
thoughtfully.
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"The case hereis much the same, Lamont,” Margo Lane said. " The police have gotten
nowhere. Detective Cardonais on the case, and he admits he is sstumped. The actor who killed
McBride was an acquaintance, but hardly a close friend. He had nothing against McBride, the
police can find no professiona motive and no private motive. Hisrecord al theway back is
clean and quiet and normd. He'safamily man, stable, has no vices anyone can find."
Cranston's hooded eyes frowned. "It soundslike dl the other cases. How long was he in the
trance state?"



"About twenty-four hours. He dept some twelve hours and woke up out of it. He has
absolutely no memory of killing McBride. Commissioner Weston sent for ahypnotist, a
psychiatrist, and a polygraph expert. They all say heisteling the truth--he had no reason to kill
McBride, and he doesn't know that he did. The last he remembersis dueling on the stage with
McBride. Infact . . ."

Cranston broke in and finished the sentence. "In fact he thought he was il on the stage until

he woke up twenty-four hours later!”

"Exactly, Lamont,” Margo said. "What do you think?"

"Some outside force of diabolica power, aforce we can't even guess about yet," Cranston

sad. "l want to check dl the reports, but I'm convinced that they will al be essentidly the
same”

"Commissioner Weston wants to see you immediately, Lamont,” Margo said. "He has an FBI
man and an Interpol Agent herein New Y ork to discussthe effair.”

"Very good, Margo,” Cranston said.

They had reached the car now, Cranston's well-known Rolls-Royce, and stood in the New

Y ork night waiting for Stanley with the luggage. It was Margo who noticed the two men. She
touched Crangton lightly on the arm asif patting him affectionately. The socidite nodded
imperceptibly. He had seen the two men. The men were ordinary enough to a casua glance, but
Margo and Cranston knew better. The men were too casua and too alert at the sametime. They
were standing in the parking area, looking a their watches from timeto time asif waiting for
someone. But they were not waiting for anyone, unlessit was Margo and Cranston. They stood
gpart asif not connected, but they could not resist an occasional glance at each other. Not far
from them was an empty grey car with the engineidling. They were much too intent on being
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casua, and the sharp eyes of Cranston detected the faint bulge of weapons benegth their suit
coats.

When Stanley arrived with the luggage, Cranston whispered to him to act norma and get
sraight into the Rolls-Royce. Margo and Cranston got into the back seat. Stanley drove quite
dowly out of the parking area, made his turn toward the approach to the Van Wyck Expressway,
and suddenly gunned the Rolls into high speed. The Rolls legped ahead for perhaps aquarter of a
mile. Then Stanley suddenly dowed. The chauffeur |looked into the rear-view mirror. Behind the
Rollsthe grey car came roaring rapidly into sight, dammed on its brakes as it saw the Rolls
ahead, and fell into position behind the Rolls. Stanley nodded his head once, and drove onto the
Expressway. In the back seat Cranston did not turn to look behind. He spoke quietly to Stanley.
"All right, Stanley. Drive normaly, don' try to lose them. They'll be suspiciousthat weve
spotted them after your maneuver, but they should decideit's safe if we act normally.”

"Right, boss" Stanley said without looking around.

The big Rolls-Royce drove steadily along the Expressway, neither too fast nor too dow, and
then aong Grand Central Parkway toward the city. The grey car maintained its distance behind,
neither gaining nor losing ground, reacting neither too quickly nor too dowly when astuation
arose where it could have lost the Rolls. Cranston watched the grey car in aspecial mirror set in
the back of the front seat that was equipped as atraveling desk. From its actions, the grey car
was in the hands of an expert. Crangton frowned to himsalf. Thiswould be the second pair he
had encountered. He had no doubt that the two men following were somehow connected to the
strange nations. The question was, how had they found out about Cranston's interest?
How much did they know? Or was it Cranston they were following? It could be Margo! Margo
had been investigating the murder of the actor Patrick McBride herein New Y ork. It could very
well be Margo they were watching.

The Ralls plunged into the bright white maw of the Midtown Tunnel. The grey car followed.

On the Manhattan side, Stanley guided the Rollsinto the exit and out into Third Avenue. The



grey car was close behind. Stanley looked briefly in hisrear mirror. Cranston nodded. Stanley
turned the Rolls not uptown toward the Central Headquarters of The Shadow in the secret rooms
behind the lavish offices of Lamont Cranston, but downtown toward the dark streets of the
Lower Eagt Side. It was astandard plan, and the Rolls drove carefully but unhesitatingly
downtown. The grey car did not hesitate to follow. Stanley guided the Rolls down Third Avenue
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until they came to adarker cross street than most. Just before the Rolls reached the corner,
Stanley jammed down the accelerator and took the turn on two whedls. In the rear seat Cranston
tensed--but it was not Cranston in the back seat now, it was The Shadow.

The Rolls went around the corner with aloud squedl of tires. It straightened and roared away
along the side street. But The Shadow was no longer in the back seat. Alonein the back sest,
Margo Lane bent forward over the small microphone. In the dark street The Shadow glided into
the black mouth of an dley. The grey car dewed wide asit came around the corner. The man
who sat beside the driver peered ahead, saw the Rolls racing away, and pointed, his mouth open
and shouting. Intent on the vanishing Rolls-Royce, the two men in the grey car did not seethe
shadowy figure in the mouth of the dley. They did not see the .45 automatic pointed toward
them. They did not hear the two quick shotsthat ripped into their right front tire. But they felt the
effects of the blown tire. The grey car skidded and dewed across the dark side street. The driver
fought to maintain some control. He was agood driver, an expert, and he brought the car dmost
to ahdt beforeit dammed into the wall of adark brownstone tenement.

The two men staggered from the wreck. They shook their heads and gazed off after the now
vanished Rolls-Royce. Thetdler of the two, the driver, began to swear. The other man, shorter
and heavier, looked around to see what had blown the tire. He saw The Shadow and stiffened.
The Shadow stood in full view at the mouth of the alley. In that instant, as the short man spoke
sharply to the tall man, The Shadow learned what he wanted to know. They recognized the black
shrouded figure--they had been told by the only man who had seen him, the one who had
escaped in Berlin! So--they were one group! Now to learn just what that group was.

The men advanced toward The Shadow, their pistols ready in their hands. The Shadow turned
and vanished into the blackness of the aley. The two men broke into arun and ran into the dley.
At thefar end, The Shadow alowed them to see him. Thetaller man fired. The Shadow's laugh
mocked them through the dark aley. Thetal man fired again. The Shadow appeared to vanish
into thewdll at the end of the dley. Thetwo men ran to the wal. They touched the wall. It was
solid. The two men began to swear. They ran dong thewall but found no way through. There
was amocking laugh from the other sde of thewall. Thetal man told his shorter companion to
gay at thewall while he, the tall man, ran around the block to the other sde. Thetall man
reached the other block and saw that the alley continued on the other sde of thewall. Heraised
his pistol and stepped into the dley with acruel smile on histhin face. He saw the great black
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shape of The Shadow lurking in the dark of the dley. He raised his pistol and squeezed the
trigger.

The shot never came.

Thetal man held the pistol, squeezed the trigger, but his eyes saw the blazing eyes of The
Shadow as the Avenger moved toward him through the aley. There was no sound inthe dley,
nothing moved except the shrouded figure with the fiery eyesthat burned into the tall man. The
tall man brushed at his eyes, pointed his pistol, tried to squeeze the trigger. He could not look
away from the burning eyes of the giant figure that seemed to grow in thedley until it filled al
hisvison. Thetal man held hispistal in both hands. Nothing happened. He fought, the tall man,
but athick fog seemed to roll through his mind and he could not squeeze the trigger. Sowly the
pistol lowered in his hands, came down to his Side. He stood there in the silence of the dley, his
mind clouded by some power he did not understand, his pistol useless at his side. He could not



shoot, but he could move. The power of The Shadow did not hypnotize aman, and the tall man
made afind effort. He turned and stumbled, ran staggering toward the mouth of the dley. The
Shadow reached him in two great legps, his powerful hand reaching out to catch the fleeing man
by the shoulder. The tall man turned, tried to fight through the fog ingde his brain, swung hisfist

at empty ar. With ashort, chilling laugh, The Shadow caught the man's neck, squeezed, and the
tal manfdl limpto the ones of the dley.

The Shadow did not pause, but whirled and glided back to the wall. He went through the wall
using the secret passage ready and prepared for just thiskind of emergency. He came out the
disguised secret door on the other side. The short man saw the black-shrouded shape come
through the wall, come out of thewall itsdlf, and fired without hesitation. The Shadow legped
asde, the bullet gtriking brick chipsfrom thewal inchesfrom his head. With the short man there
was no timeto cloud hismind. The man had acted without pause or thought. The Shadow |eaped
through the dark. A second shot sang passed his ear. Then his black shape seemed to consume
the short man like some greet bird swallowing its prey. A sharp blow of the edge of hislong

hand felled the short man without asound. The Shadow stood over the fallen man. Then he bent,
retrieved the pistol the short man had used, and picked him up. He carried the man, envel oped by
thefolds of hisblack cloak, like afeather, and vanished again from this part of the alley through
the secret passagein thewall.
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The Shadow emerged on the other side of thewall and glided swiftly to thetall man who il

lay unconscious on the stones of this part of the aley. Histal, black figure bent and laid the

short man beside his companion. Hisfiery eyes blazed once as he looked down at the two
unconscious men. Then he gazed deep into the glowing depths of the fire-opa girasol ring on his
long finger. Thering began to glow even more brightly. The Shadow waited inthe sllent dley,

his black-cloaked figure as motionless and invisible as the shadows of the dley itsdf. Then acar
approached the end of the alley. The car dowed and turned into the dley. It wasaNew Y ork city
taxicab, a gaudy yelow and red taxicab. The man who stepped out of the driver's seat wasa
small, peppery man who wore an old leather cap. On the cap was the badge of the New Y ork cab
driver, which iswhat Moe Shrevnitz was. But Shrevnitz, or Shrevvy to those who knew histrue
identity, was not only ataxi driver. He was one of the ten most trusted agents of The Shadow,
and he had been ready, alerted by Margo on the secret radio, to come at the cal of The Shadow.
Now he stepped to the two fallen men and helped The Shadow put them into the taxi. The taxi
drove unseen from the dley and turned north toward the Park Avenue office building where the
offices of Lamont Cranston occupied the entire floor.

It was Lamont Cranston himsalf who stepped from thetaxi at the specid entranceto the

building known only to The Shadow and his agents. Therewas no one on the street. Inan

ingtant, Cranston and Shrevvy had the two unconscious men in through the special entrance and
into the secret private elevator. The elevator moved slently upward. It stopped at the floor that
housed the e egant offices of Lamont Cranston, and al his many employees. But where the
elevator stopped was not the offices of Lamont Cranston, was not known to any of the
employees of Lamont Cranston except his private secretary, Margo Lane, and his chauffeur,
Sanley.

Where the elevator stopped, where the doors opened and the men were carried out, was the
hidden maze of blue-lighted rooms that was the Central Headquarters of The Shadow.
Momentslater Moe Shrevnitz was back behind the whedl of histaxi. Lamont Cranston had

gone out through the bookcase into his private office where aworried Margo Lane waited. And
the two men lay ill unconscious and imprisoned in two of the blue-lighted rooms that seemed

to have no walsand no ceiling but to float in the perpetua blue haze of The Shadow.
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COMMISSIONER WESTON of the New Y ork City Police was an imposing man with distinguished,
iron-grey hair. A renowned police official, Weston was also a close friend to Cranston, and a
fellow member of the exclusive Cobat Club. When Cranston entered his office, Weston greeted
him warmly but with the look of aman who had not had much deep. The Police Commissioner
was worried. Weston introduced the two other menin his office.

"Lamont, thisis Erskine Parker of the FBI," Weston said, "and Mr. Hawkins of Interpol.”

The two men nodded to Cranston. Hawkins, atal, dender Britisher, smiled and extended his
long, bony hand. "We can use just about anything in the way of help or ideas we can muster.
Glad to know you, Cranston.”

Parker, the FBI man, seemed considerably less pleased to know Cranston. At least, the FBI
man was not pleased that Cranston was present at this moment. Cranston showed no reaction. He
had worked with the FBI before, and he had found many times that FBI agents and supervisors
did not welcome either help or advice from outside the Bureau. They liked to run aone man; or
one organization, show. Cranston had handled them before this. Now he smiled.

"Wadl, I'll promise not to get underfoot, Inspector Parker," Cranston said. "I'll be completely

at your disposal. Just think of me asawilling helper. Not a step or word without your advice.”
"I've heard some good things about you, Crangton,” Parker said grudgingly, but somewhat
mollified. "That Pavlic case turned out well enough.”

Hawkins arched his eyebrow. "I've heard rather a great many good things about Mr. Cranston.
Should have been aruddy policeman fromwhat | hear. | expect it was a bit below your full
abilities, though, eh? Y ou don't get rich detecting, what?"

Hawkins laughed a short, clipped laugh. Inspector Parker glared at the Interpol man. The FBI
agent did not seem especidly pleased to have the help of theinternationd police either. It was
clear from hisface that Parker thought Interpol a chancy outfit, little more than amateurs
themselves, and even alittle suspect asto whose side they were on. Cranston decided he would
have trouble with the FBI man, except that he did not expect to work with him.
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Weston spoke now, and Parker was all attention. The Police Commissioner of New Y ork was
something else again, and Parker showed considerable respect to the older man. Weston pointed
to amap of the world that had been hung on the wall. There were pins stuck in the map a many
places.

"Asyou see, Lamont, we have pinpointed al these peculiar events--assassinations, murders,
robberies, even petty thefts. Ever snce M cBride was murdered, and | heard from Washington
about the other affairs, I've kept mysdlf posted,” Weston explained. "I think we have al of them
on the map. Y ou can see that there seems to be no pattern, except that every area of the world
has been affected.”

"Whichinitsdf isapattern,” Hawkinsthe Interpol man pointed out.

"How do you mean, Mr. Hawkins?' Cranston asked, his hooded eyesimpassive as he |looked
up at the map.

"Too much to be coincidence," Hawkins said. "Assuming that thesethings are al connected,
then smple chance would have been dmost certain to miss some area of the world. Law of
averages saysthat at least one continent, one major country or power area, would have been
missed if random chance was a work. But al continents have been hit, all mgor countriesand
power areas-—-even Red Chinal | got the report on our grapevine afew hours ago. Minor Peking
officia went berserk and killed four del egates from Cambodia. No officia word, of course. But
our sourceisusudly religble.”

Parker frowned. The FBI man looked at the map. "It could be chance, no way of ruling it out.



Anyway, my job iswith the crimesin the United States. From anationa standpoint, | can't seea
red pattern.”

"What about the criminas, Inspector?’ Cranston said quietly.

"Wedll, | admit they are dl the same--no motive, no prior relationship with deceased or other
parties, no knowledge of the crime, dl in somekind of trance. | think they were dl drugged.”
Hawkins shook his head. "Weve gone into that, Inspector. No drug we know could induce
these effects. No, well stake our reputation on there being no drug involved.”

"Maybe," Parker said, unimpressed, "but our lab men are fill working oniit.”

"Perhaps | can think of something you've al missed,” Cranston said. His hooded eyeswere
studying the map. "Y ou know, afresh viewpoint."

"Good ideg," Hawkins said.
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Weston nodded. The Commissioner went over each strange murder, nation, robbery,
and minor crimeinturn. Thelist waslong and complete and al within the last week. Hawkins
and Crangton listened intently, the Interpol man with his eyes closed to better concentrate. Parker
seemed bored, but as cases in the United States were discussed; he showed more interest. From
timeto time during the recitdl of crime, Cranston made a note on apad in front of him. At last
Weston finished and the office of the Commissioner became silent. It was Cranston who broke
the silence. The wedlthy socidite leaned forward in his chair and began to spesak quietly.

"Hirgt, itisobviousthat the crimesare dl part of one complex, one conspiracy. Exactly what

or why isnot clear,” Crangton said. "While there is a definite pattern to the facts of the crimes,
there is no apparent pattern to the types of crimes.”

"Meaning?' Hawkins asked.

"Meaning, | think, that it isnot the crime itsdlf that was important to whoever caused the

crimes. Or, to put it another way, the motive for the crimesis something not connected to the
victimsor thecrimind a al!"

Inspector Parker snorted. "Theories! Takeit from aprofessond, dl of you, that dl we have

to do isdig deep enough, find the key, and every single one of these crimeswill turn out to have
aspecific motive, aspecific reason!”

Cranston nodded. "Perhaps, Inspector, but let'slook at some more facts. First, we have found
no motivesyet, and we have found each crimina to bein somekind of trancdike Sate--asif
under some outside control. Each caseis so Smilar it is beyond much doubt that the causeisthe
sameeachtime,

"Second, and most interesting, isthis: in dmost every case, nothing was gained by the crime!
Do you see? Indl of the nations the men killed were not key men, or were quickly
replaceable, or caused no particular damage to their Governments. In each private murder there
isno evidence that anyone gained anything important. In each robbery the loot was recovered! In
most cases of robbery, there wasllittle attempt to get away with theloot. It isal too much to be
coincidence.”

There was another silencein the big office of Commissioner Weston. Hawkins nodded over

and over asif Cranston had pointed out something that was not only true but was something he,
Hawkins, should have seen earlier. Weston studied the pinsin the map asif the answer were
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somehow there. Even Ingpector Parker seemed grudgingly impressed thistime. The FBI man
opened his notebook and checked down the list of crimesin the United States. Parker nodded.
"Unless we consider the murder of one actor by another actor akind of gain, Cranston is

right,” Parker said. "Which brings me back to my real point,” Cranston went on. "It isnot the
crimeitsdf that isimportant to whoever iscausing dl the crimes. The actua motive for these
crimes has no connection to ether the person who committed it or to the victims! Or, to put it
gtill another way, gentlemen, the motive we are looking for has to be connected to ALL the



crimestaken asaunit!”

Weston was puzzled. "All the crimes asaunit?’

Hawkins stood up and paced the office. "Of course, Cranstonisright again. Every crimina

act isdone for a purpose, even an insane purpose, o these crimes must have a purpose. If, as
appears clear, that purposeisnot in each individud crime, then it hasto bein the totdity of the
crimes. Isthat what you mean, Cranston?

Cranston nodded hisimpassive face. "Exactly.”

Parker scowled. "But that implies one big mastermind, and one damned big organization.

How come we haven't spotted anyone at any of the scenes? How come the people aren't aware of
anyone working on them?"

No one had an answer for the second question of Parker's, and Cranston could not answer the
first. To tell about the four men The Shadow had met would have been to reved the involvement
of The Shadow, and to reved Cranston's connection to the organization of the secret Avenger.
That could not be done, so Cranston was silent. No one el se had anything to say. Weston looked
a dl of them.

"Well, my department will continue working on the murder of McBride, but with our new
ideasin mind. Well ook for some outside influence or group having no particular connection to
ether thekiller or thevictim."

Hawkins nodded. "I'll get back to London and start Interpol working along the samelines. We
should come up with something. Asamatter of fact, just before | |€ft, the Paris office came up
with what may bealead. | didn't think much about it at the time, but with these new ideasit
could be important.”

Crangton was dert behind hisimpassive face and hooded eyes. The wedthy socidite leaned
forward in his chair. But he spoke quietly. "A lead? To what, Hawkins?'
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Hawkins rubbed his gaunt chin. "Well, at one of the killingsthey had in Paristhey observed a
man. Now thisman israther speciad. They didn't notice him doing anything, but he was closeto
thekiller. They didn't redly connect it because they did not have the idea of sometotaly
unconnected organization. But now, wdll . . ."

"How isthis man specid ?* Cranston asked.

"Hisnameis Jary Du Neuf, aFrench Algerian. He was once a Captain in the Foreign Legion.
After the Legion was disbanded, he cameto Paris. For atime he was quite active in politics of
thefar Right. There were rumors he was aso involved in some clandestine movement to retake
Algeria Weinvestigated because the movement was aso suspected of committing robberiesto
finance their operations. We never got any proof, and after atime the organi zation seemed to
give up, or a least we heard no more about it. After that Du Neuf dropped out of sight. He
vanished. Naturally, that interested us and we have been on the watch for him. One of our men
spotted him at the scene of one of the recent murders.”

Parker snorted. "That's pretty thin, Hawkins."

"It seemsto be about dl we have a the moment. And I'm not at dl sureitisthat thin,

actudly. Du Neuf isafanatic, avery dangerous man. And a the sametime helikesan
organization. He likes discipline. He would be just the sort of chap who would belong to an
organi zation capable of such amassive world-wide operation. We never for amoment believed
that he had stopped his activities, despite the fact that he dropped out of sight. We have been
expecting him to reappear in some organization. It rather lookslike he has."

"Anyway," Weston said, "it is something to work on. We must begin somewhere. | think
everyone's suggestions are good. Hawkins back in London and dert Paris. Parker back to
Washington. | should think that young man in San Francisco who stole the purse might be an
excedllent place to start. After al, he was on acable car, a circumscribed area. Someone might
have seen something.”



"It'sworth atry,” Parker admitted.

Weston nodded to Cranston. "1'd like you to stay with me, Lamont. Margo had been working
with Joe Cardona, | think she can fill you in and we can work together."

"A good idea, Commissioner, Cranston said, without adding that The Shadow had ideas of his
own, work of hisown to do.
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The meeting broke up, each man went his own way. Hawkinsto Idlewild to return to London,
and Parker to La Guardiato make the short flight to Washington. After they had gone,
Commissioner Weston looked at Cranston.

"What do you redly think, Lamont?"

"Just about what | said, Commissioner,” the socidite answered dowly. "The key hereisjust
why these crimes have been committed. Once we know why, | think well know how. At the
moment | have no real theories."

Weston thought. " Could someone be trying to throw us off? | mean, perhaps some particular
crimeisbeing planned, or is about to happen, and dl this has been to make us overlook its
importance.”

"That isentirely possible," Cranston said. The thought had crossed hismind at the start. "And
if so, thenit'samost surethat al my theories and ideas are exactly what they want. I'm playing
right into their hands. Thereisone big fact againg it, though.”

"Onefact?"

Cranston nodded, his hooded eyes hdf smiling. "Normally, an operation like that would
commit thered crime at the same time as the cover crimes. This hasn't happened, unlesswe
have missed something. None of the crimes to date have seemed to be of importance enough for
such an elaborate cover."

Weston nodded. "1 hope you're right, Lamont.”

"Sodol," Crangton said grimly. "But I'm sure | am. No, Commissioner, thisdl has some
smple but diabolica moative. I'm convinced of that. When we know the motive, well know what
it'sdl about."

"Then | hope we know soon,” Weston said. "'I'll tell Cardonathat you'll be working closely
withhim."

"Right," Crangton said.

The socidite |eft the elegant office of the Commissioner. He rode down in the elevator to
where Stanley waswaiting for him in the Rolls-Royce. The chauffeur-bodyguard drove quickly
away uptown toward the Park Avenue building. When the big car wasrolling amid the heavy
traffic of the city, Stanley spoke without once turning his head.

"Burbank had areport from Marce Guyot in Paris,” Stanley said.
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Cranston sat dert. Marcd Guyot was Shrevvy's counterpart in Paris, a Parisan taxi driver. He
was aso The Shadow's most efficient agent in the French capitd.

"What wasit?" Cranston snapped.

"Guyot reports seeing aman at two of thekillings, there were threein Parisall told yesterday.
Guyot says Interpol reported the man at onekilling, and one of Marcd's own assstants saw him
at another. In both cases he was close to the eventud killer, but did nothing suspicious asfar as
anyone could tell. Hisnameis. . ."

"Jary Du Neuf," Cranston said quickly.

Stanley looked into hisrearview mirror. "That'sit, boss. How did you know?"

"Interpol reported the one incident,” Cranston said. So! Jary Du Neuf had been at two

killings! 1t was not coincidence. Cranston was sure of that. It would be good to investigate Jary
Du Neuf. It was ajob for The Shadow, but The Shadow, as Cranston, would be concentrating on
McBridein New Y ork. Marcel Guyot was agood agent, but this called for something more



Specid.

"Tothe office, and fast, Stanley," Cranston said.

Stanley nodded, and the great black Rolls-Royce sped through the city. Expertly, Stanley
guided the car through the heavy city traffic and pulled finaly to astop in front of the Park
Avenue building. Lamont Cranston got out and strode into the lobby. The doorman greeted him
with the deference reserved for the head of acompany that occupied an entire floor. Cranston
smiled his greeting and took the elevator up to his suite of offices. In his private office, Margo
waswaiting.

"Margo, | want you to go to Paris and contact Marcel Guyot,” Cranston said, wasting no time.
He explained the situation, and the suspicious actions of Jary Du Neuf, to his secretary and
Number One agent.

"Right away, Lamont?' Margo asked quietly.

"Assoon as| interrogate our two prisoners,” Cranston said, and smiled grimly. "Or as soon as
The Shadow does. They might tell us something.”

"Very wel, Lamont.”

"When you go, it will haveto bein disguise," Cranston went on, pacing the office dowly, his
hooded eyes asimpassve and innocent-seeming as dways with only brief flashes of the power
of The Shadow in hiseyesashetaked. "They followed us, and | think it was you they knew. If
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they know you, then they will know me by now. | may haveto assume adifferent guiseif | have
to follow you to Paris."

"Henry Arnaud?' Margo guessed.

Cranston nodded. "I think so. Thisisjust the right timefor Arnaud to visit his Paris office. It
would not be suspicious. So | think you better go as Ellen Morgan. Leave here asyoursdf, and if
you are followed, lose them and change to Ellen Morgan. | don't think they will bother with
Ellen Morgan.”

"All right, Lamont,” Margo said.

"Good," Cranston said. "Wait here.”

The wedlthy socidite turned and walked straight to the heavy bookcasein thewal of his

office. He touched a hidden button, the bookcase swung silently away from thewall, and
Crangton vanished into the wall.

5

THE TALL MAN moved on the floor of the blue room. He opened his eyes, blinked, and closed his
eyesagain. His head felt thick, fuzzy. He was aware that he had been drugged. He opened his
eyes again and remembered the alley and the black-shrouded figure that had mocked him and
somehow made it impossible for him to pull the trigger on his pistol. The black-cloaked man
who had been reported from Berlin! He had been following the woman, the Lane woman, and
the car had gone around a corner, and then their tire had blown. That he remembered. And the
dley. Thegreat black shape seeming to enfold him, gather him in. He remembered that.

But then what?

Where was he?

Thedley. He should beinthe dley. But hewasnot inthe dley.

Helooked around the blue room and his blood ran cold.

A room of bluelight. Nowalls. No ceiling. Nothing holding him and yet he knew hewas a
prisoner. He could see nothing but the strange blue light, ahazy blue light that seemed to have
no source. There was nothing in the room--no furniture, no instruments, no doors or windows.
Thetal man swore doud, and struggled to hisfest.
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"You don't scare me!” thetall man said aoud. Silence. Not even an echo.

"You hear? I'm not afraid of you! Y ou'rein trouble, you hear me?"

Hiswords seemed to melt into the sillent bluelight.

"You can't fight usl No one can fight us! They'll get you, count onit! My unit will take care

of you!"

Thetal man listened. Hiswords faded. There was no answer. The tall man began to shout.
His shouts vanished. He started to walk. He could not walk. Something he could not see seemed
to be holding him. He brushed his eyes. The thick bluelight of the room seemed to beinsde his
brain. A fog in hisbrain, and it was blue now. Thetall man shouted again.

Then he heard the faint sound--a sound of movement.

Thetal man whirled. The sound had come from behind him. He saw nothing but bluelight,

the thick haze of blue everywhere he looked and insde his own mind. He saw nothing but the
thick blue--but he heard.

A low, chilling laugh floated from dl around him.

"So, they will get me?" an eerievoice said.

A voicefrom nowhere.

"Where? Who are you? Where are you!" the tall man cried.

The laugh came again, low and mocking. "I am here, in front of you, can't you see me? No, of
courseyou can't seeme. But | can seeyou, Milo Varga, and | seeamanwho isafraid!”
Thetal man sneered. "Afraid? Of what would . . . Y ou know my name! How do you know
my name?'

The unseen voice laughed. "1 know much about you, Milo Varga. | know who you are and
what you are. Y ou cannot hide from The Shadow. Y ou area Y ugodav, aformer Chetnik, an
opponent of Tito. Y ou and your partner were following awoman named Margo Lane. You are
involved with the murder of . . ."

Milo Vargaswore. "Menander! Hetaked. | knew he was aweakling! So you know my name,
and you know something about me! What good will that do you? Do you think we are fool s?*
The voice of The Shadow was grim. "Menander did not talk, Milo Varga. It was you who told
mewho you are. Y ou taked, and you will talk more. Y ou will tell me what organization you
belong to, and what they are doing, and how they killed Patrick McBride!"
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Thetal man turned pale. His eyes darted around the room, searching the thick blue haze for
the source of the unseen voice. His manner was defiant, but his eyes betrayed hisfear. It wasthe
blue room itsdlf, the unknown source of the light, the emptiness, the disembodied voice that
mocked him. His eyes searched franticaly for the source of the voice, while his manner
blustered.

"l will tdl you nathing!"

"Youwill tdl dl, Milo Vargal"

"Never! The Shadow? What kind of nameisthat? \Who are you who callsyoursdlf The
Shadow!"

"l amjudtice, Milo Varga, | am the avenger of dl evil. | know the evil that lurksin the hearts

of men, and | destroy that evil! Y ou will tel medl, you will tell me now!"

Thetal man opened his mouth to laugh--but he did not laugh. He brushed &t his eyes, held

his head in both hands as he felt asurge of power ingde hisbrain. The thick blue fog that had
been clouding his mind since he awakened in the eerie blue room became thicker, more
powerful, seeming to move and take hold of hismind. Thetall man fought it, held his head,
shook hishead, and his eyes searched the blue light in fear.

"Where areyou! Show yourself! Areyou afraid...l...sop...sop..!"

Thetall man writhed where he stood asif in pain, asif some great pressure were pressing



againg hisbrain. Hetried to see through the blue haze. He suddenly fell to hisknees, twisting
and writhing. Then he sopped moving, his hands came away from hishead, and he tared at a
spot in the gloom that seemed suddenly darker.

A darker areaof the blue light that seemed to move, grow.

He saw the two burning eyes, the hawk nose under the wide brim of the black douch hat, the
great black shape that merged into the blue light itself. A giant shape that was bathed in athick
blue haze. The fiery eyes and the long fingers with the glowing fire-opd girasol ring moved
closeto the man where he crouched on hiskneesin the blue light.

"Now you can see me, Milo Vargal Now you know there is no escape and no way you can
resst me. You will tell medl that | must know. What isyour organization! Why was Petrick
McBride murdered. Why was the Arab Prince assassinated? How were these murders done? Y ou
will tdl me!”

Thetal man, Milo Varga, held hishead, writhed. "No...no...no..."
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"You cannot resst! Tl me!”

“I...l...canttdl...you..."

The blazing eyes of The Shadow bent low over the huddlied Milo Varga Hisvoice was|ow,
strong.

"You are afraid of the destruct under your skin? No, do not be afraid! Do not think you can
escape that way, Milo Vargal | know of such things. Look!"

The long fingers of The Shadow emerged from the blue light of the room and reached down

to the chest of the cringing Milo Varga. The hands of The Shadow tore open the shirt of Varga.
On the chest of thetall man, directly over hisheart, there was a bandage. The Shadow laughed.
"It has been removed, Milo Vargal Y ou cannot evade the truth by death!™

Thetall man looked down at the bandage on his chest. For along moment Varga stared at the
bandage. Then turned dead white. Varga went white, and then began to laugh. An hysterical
laugh. A laugh that was half alow scream as Varga gazed white-faced at the bandage where the
self-destruct had been removed. Vargalaughed and half-moaned at the sametime. Hiswild eyes
looked up into thefiery eyes of The Shadow.

"How long? How long ago?”’

"Do not try to deceive me!™ The Shadow intoned.

"Youfool!" Vargacried. "How long ago wasit removed?'

"Perhaps an hour," The Shadow said. "What trick do you think to try, Milo Varga?'

"Trick?' Vargasaid, laughed, his eyeslike the eyes of adead fish. "Trick? No trick, Shadow.
No, thereisn't any trick. I'm dead. That'sall. I'm adead man. No trick."

In the sllent blue-lighted room without celling or walls, The Shadow watched Milo Varga

The man wasterrified, and yet till defiant. But now there was achange, agreater terror, and yet
acertan strange cam asif some greater horror had come to him but had lifted part of his
origina fear. Asif some decision had been made--a decision Vargafeared but also welcomed
and so had become calm.

"Dead?' The Shadow asked sharply.

Vargalaughed hishysterical laugh. "A dead man. | walk, | talk, | laugh, but I'm dead. They
fooled you! Yes, Mr. The Shadow, you have been fooled! Didn't you think that they would have
guessed that someone might try to remove the salf-destruct?”

"A second device?' The Shadow snapped, hisfiery eyes blazing.
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But now Vargahad amost stopped listening to The Shadow. Thetal man had lost hisfear of
the blue room, seemed, somehow, to have escaped the blue room. He spoke quietly and with
only asmdl edge of bitterness.

"Weadl know," Vargasad. "When wejoin we know the way it hasto be. We know what it



meansto be captured.” Vargalooked at the towering shape of The Shadow that blended with the
bluelight of the room. "I'm dead, you see? When the destruct was removed it released a poison.
An hour, perhaps ten minutes more or less. The poison isfatal, thereisno antidote onceitisin
the blood. Only before. Our doctors can removeit, and only our doctors. They have an antidote
given before the removal. It isthe only way to stop the poison. An hour ago, you say? Then |
have afew minutes, perhaps seconds. Y ou won't learn anything from me."

The Shadow watched the man. Varga had that strange cam the Avenger had seen before on
men about to die, men who considered themsalves already dead. It was acalm of resignation, of
findity, of theend to al problems and decisions. All decisonswere out of Vargas hands now, if
thetall men weretdling the truth, and The Shadow knew that Vargawastdling the truth. When
The Shadow had discovered the salf-destruct he had known, again, that he was dedling with a
powerful and efficient organization. Now he knew that the organization was even more efficient
than he had suspected. They took no chanceswith a prisoner talking. He knew he should have
guessed-after the way the man in Berlin had stepped camly off the roof to his death rather than
be caught. And now Vargawas at the edge of the roof, aready stepped over, and there was
nothing more for the tall man to worry about.

"They'll get you, Shadow," Varga said once more. "No one can win againgt them. | am proud

| was worthy to be asoldier in the organization. Proud!"

Then, as The Shadow watched, Milo Vargas eyes went flat, glazed over. Thetall man
shuddered once, aviolent shudder in the silent blue room, and dowly fdl over onto hisside. He
lay there with his glazed eyes open, hisbody curled up into aball. Milo Vargawas dead. As
suddenly and smply asthat. Thelast word, "Proud!" gtill hung in the blue haze of the room, and
Milo Vargalay quietly dead and beyond any further questioning. The Shadow looked down at
the dead man. He fdlt no pity for Milo Varga. There was no sadness or sympathy in the desth of
evil. Hisfiery eyeslooked down at the dead man without emotion. No, he cared nothing for the
fate of Milo Varga, the world was better for his death, but VVarga had not talked! The best lead to
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the diabolical crimes across the world was gone. The Shadow turned quickly and vanished into
the bluelight.

Moments | ater the black-shrouded figure of the secret Avenger appeared in the blue light of
another of hiscomplex of secret rooms behind the e egant offices of Lamont Cranston high
above New Y ork. His blazing eyes |ooked down at another dead body. The short man, Anton
Menander, lay as dead as Varga. The sdlf-destruct had been removed from Menander, too, and
the poison had done its deadly work. The Shadow turned away. He would waste no pity on
Menander, either. But al hisleads were gone. He knew he was facing a clever organization, a
clever forcefor evil, apowerful enemy for The Shadow. But it was an enemy The Shadow
would destroy!

It was now timeto send Margo to Paris, to send Lamont Cranston to work on the murder of
Patrick McBride.

Margo Laneleft the office of Lamont Cranston Enterprises only minuteslater. The beautiful
woman waked down the hal in plain sight, her long, dark hair shining in thelight of the silent
night corridor. She took the public elevator down to the lobby. She smiled aquiet goodnight to
the night doorman. In the street she walked to the curb and looked for ataxi. One appeared asif
by magic. It pulled up in front of Margo, and the secretary and agent got in. The cab pulled

away. The driver watched the rearview mirror. Behind the cab two men came out of the shadows
of the building and one of them waved. A grey car appeared. The two men got into the grey car.
The car pulled away after the taxi. The taxi driver spoke.

"Wevegot atal, Margo."

"All right, Shrevvy,” Margo said. "Let them trail us uptown to my gpartment. They probably



know wherel live. I'll use the passage to the next building. Wait ten minutes, and then go to the
sde entrance of the next building. Pick up Ellen Morgan there."

"Check," Shrevvy said.

The smdll, peppery driver led the grey car a chase uptown, but not too good achase. He
wanted them to remain close enough to see Margo go into her building. When he stopped and let
Margo out, the grey car was less than ablock behind. Shrevvy drove away as any cab driver
would do, and watched in the rear-view mirror asthe grey car stopped a half ablock from the
building. The two men got out and took up positions from where they could watch the front
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door. Shrevvy smiled to himsdlf. They had checked the building and found that the only other
entrance or exit was the service entrance to the basement that opened on the same street asthe
main entrance. That would keep them out front. Shrevvy flipped his specia switch that shut off
histop light and looked at hiswatch as he cruised around.

In her apartment, Margo went to work at her specia dressing table. She deftly thickened her
nose and drew down the corners of her mouth. A careful use of eyebrow pencil and eye makeup
produced the stern, dmost pinched expression of Henry Arnaud's secretary, Ellen Morgan. A
specid bridge inserted in her mouth heightened the effect of stern efficiency that wasthe mark of
Ellen Morgan. Contact lenses produced the dark, amost black eyes of the Morgan woman. The
bridge thinned the lips, and now the face in the mirror bore no resemblanceto Margo Lane. A
red wig, and the severe clothes of Ellen Morgan completed the transformation. She put on her
glasses, and stood before the mirror to assess her work. Ellen Morgan, severe and humorless,
stood where Margo Lane had stood. No one could detect Margo beneath the surface of the far
less attractive Ellen Morgan. Satisfied, Ellen Morgan walked out of the bedroom and went to a
desk. She drew asmall automatic from ahidden drawer, and placed it in aminiature holster
strapped to her shapely thigh. Shelowered her skirt again and smoothed it down. Not the
dightest bulge where the pistol reposed in its holster. She then took another small automeatic and
placed it in the holster attachéd to the waist band of her skirt--on the outside but in the small of
her back where it could be found. She put on her miniature fire-opa girasol ring, and her ring
radio. She checked the small brooch that contained a deadly poison, and the two drop earrings
that were smoke bombs.

She picked up her purse and stepped from her living room into her kitchen. There she touched
aboard in the wdl and the refrigerator moved silently away from the wall. She stepped through
into the kitchen of another apartment. In thiskitchen the refrigerator closed behind her. She
walked quickly through Ellen Morgan's gpartment and went out into the corridor. She took the
sarvice elevator. At the bottom she stepped out. She walked along anarrow concrete corridor
and out into the cdllar, crossed the cdllar to aflight of steps, went up the steps, and came out on
the Sde street. A taxi drove past at that moment. The taxi stopped, Ellen Morgan got in, and the
taxi drove off. Shrevvy checked hisrear-view mirror. Then he smiled.

"All clear, Margo."
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"Good. Idlewild then, Shrevvy," the disguised Margo said. Thetaxi drove north and then
across the Triborough Bridge and along the Parkwaysto Idlewild Airport. Neither Margo nor
Shrevvy relaxed ther vigilance. But nothing happened until they reached the building of Air
France. There, Margo in her disguise got out and paid Shrevvy. The peppery little agent
indicated that he would be close at hand until her jet left. Margo nodded, and walked into the
building. She stood at the departure desk to wait her turn, and became aware of men watching.
Not the same two. These were new men, three of them, and they were watching al exits and
entrances. It was clear that they were watching for someone in particular. It was too soon for
them to have been aerted by the two who had tailed her from the Park Avenue Building, which
meant that the three men were more-or-less permanent stakeouts. When she had her ticket



vaidated, and her boarding instructions, she turned and took a cigarette from her purse. She
waked straight up to one of the men she thought was staked-out and smiled a him.

"Do you happen to have alight?’

"Sure," the man said politely. He took out alighter and gave the disguised Margo alight, but
his eyes never |looked at her after one quick glance. His eyes continued to look past her at the
entrance. Smiling to hersdlf, the disguised Margo thanked the man and walked away. Her
disguise was satisfactory, and no one had penetrated it. Also, as she had gotten the light, her
keen eyes had detected the bulge of aweagpon benesth the coat of the man. She walked to the
boarding gate and went through. Behind her the three men ill maintained their vigil on al
entrances.

The et taxied away toward the runway. Margo, disguised, had carefully checked all
passengers. They seemed anormal group. But the agent would take no chances. Still, it looked
clear, and she bent over her ring-radio.

"Agent Oneto Centrd. Comein Centra."

The ring answered so low no one could hear beyond where Margo sat apparently looking out
the window, at thelights of Idiewild.

"Burbank here. Report.”

"All clear. | wasfollowed to my gpartment, two men probably still staked out. The airport is
under surveillance. Passengers appear clean.”

The voice of The Shadow now spoke softly from the ring radio.
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"Very wdl, Margo. Proceed with caution. Marcel Guyot will place you in contact with Jary
Du Neuf. Be careful. | will stand by for any needed help.”

"Yes, Chief. Over and out.”

Margo, as Ellen Morgan, sat back in her seat. The greet jet took off, climbing steeply, and she
opened abook to read. Nothing would happen now--not until Paris and Jary Du Neuf.

6

IT WASjug after nine o'clock the next morning when Lamont Cranston walked quietly into the
office of Detective Joe Cardona. The swarthy, stocky detective greeted Cranston with agrunt.
Cardonadid not gpprove of his Commissioner's policy of alowing Cranston to work on cases,
and did not share Weston'sfaith in the wedlthy socidite's ability as adetective. Still, even
Cardona had to admit that the cases Cranston worked on had away of being solved rapidly. He
considered thisto be sheer luck, but Weston was his boss, and luck was what he needed on the
McBride case, so he was not too obvioudy displeased. He chewed on athin, black cigar and
nodded a grudging welcome to Cranston.

"Thislooks like one of your specidties, Cranston,” Cardona said. "No clues. We know

exactly who did it, but we don't know why or who gains. On the surface theres no reason. The
Commissioner tells me we're supposed to look for someone or something not even connected to
ether thekiller or the victim! Now thereésaswitch.”

"But important, Cardona," Cranston said. "The Commissioner seemsto think thiskillingis

just part of alarger crime. Hetells me he had Interpol and the FBI in to discussit.”

Cardonawas impressed. It was dways Cranston's policy to make it seem that hisideas came
from Weston. He did not want Cardona changing his opinion that Cranston was no more than a
lucky, and meddling, amateur. In al the yearsthey had worked together, Cardona had never
changed hismind, nor connected Cranston with the strange, black-garbed figure who appeared
from timeto time. That was the way The Shadow wanted it to remain.

"Okay, then we better go back over to the theater. Y ou ready?’



"Any timeyou say," Crangton said quietly.
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Cardona grunted again, lighted histhin, black cigar, and led the way out to his squad car.

They drove uptown to the Pantheon Thesater in sllence. Cardona sat in the back seat with
Crangton, chewing on his cigar and scowling. Cardonalliked his cases more smplethan this. The
two lower-grade detectivesin the front seat knew their boss and maintained a discreet silence.
When the car reached the theater, Cardona got out without aword and led Cranston and his men
insde. A policeman was on guard in the lobby; the patrolman sauted Cardona, and they talked
briefly. The patrolman nodded.

"Yes, 9r, no one hastried to get in or out. The boys are on every door,” the uniformed
policeman said.

Cardona grunted and waved Cranston and histwo assistants to follow. They entered the dark
interior of the theater and walked down the long center aide to the stage. Cardonaand Cranston
climbed to the stage. Cardona pointed to a chalked outline on the stage.

"That'swhere he got it," Cardonasaid. He pointed out into the empty auditorium. "In front of
afull house. Weve got a couple of hundred eyewitnesses, not to mention the rest of the cast
waiting in the wings--it was near the end of the play--and the whole crew. Now, where do we
gtart looking for some outside influence not connected to either the victim or thekiller? The
whole audience?'

"That would be impractica,” Cranston admitted, and added to himsdlf that that was probably
exactly why they had picked an actor. "1 doubt if well actudly find anything, Cardona, but it's
worth the look. | suppose nothing has been changed since the murder?”

"Of course not, we're not finished with the investigation. But welll have to release the theater
pretty soon, the owners are bringing pressure on the Mayor, and you know what that means. Of
course, MacBeth isn't reopening--no MacBeth!™

Cardona gave a short, harsh laugh. Cranston barely heard. He was thinking, his hooded eyes
concentrated. Whatever had been used to induce the killersto kill would dmost have to have
been used some time before the crime. And yet, no, thekiller in Berlin, Kurt Pieper, had been
admiring the Prince only moments before he killed. The actor who had killed McBride had been
on stage, but not for long if Cranston remembered MacBeth correctly. In most cases there had
been acrowd of somekind, but not in al cases-the young man in San Francisco, for example.
And that young man had been walking aone. He had boarded the cable car done. The one mgjor
amilarity inal caseswasthat the killing or crime happened quickly, suddenly. Some delayed-
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action device? That was possible, but not likely because there was no evidence in any case that
thekiller had been forced or lured in any way to the spot of his crime. No, whatever was done,
however it was done, happened on the spot and very suddenly. But whatever it was, there had to
be some visible action, which made the audience in this thester risky. No, it would more likely
be the crew or one of the other actors.

"Wasthere anything at al you found that didn't belong, that was unexplained?’ Cranston

asked.

"Not that | know," Cardonasaid.

"Anything unusud that happened?'

"Strictly SOP, according to everyonein the cast and crew,” Cardonasaid. "Except . . ."
"Except?' Cranston snapped.

"Nothing much. Two of the stagehands didn't show. The union sent two more.”

"You're sure, Cardona?'

Cardonalooked at Cranston. "No, I'm not sure. I'll check the union right now."

When Cardona had gone, Cranston was thoughtful. The socidite began to study the stage. He
was working in the dark, without any idea just what had been done to the killersto make them



kill. He dowly walked around the stage, searching. He found nothing until he had circled the
stage twice, looked in the dressing rooms, checked the lighting board and fly area, and returned
to look at the stage once again. He found the small object at the far rear of the stage, in an area
that would have been hidden when the scenery was set in place.

It wasasmal, round spool. A meta spoal, black, of the type that might beused ina
miniature wire recorder of an obsolete type. Cranston held the spool and knitted his eyebrows. It
was not an object he would have expected to find in atheater. Still, it was possible that it had
been used for something in the play. The stage manager would know. He turned to look for
Cardona, and saw the stocky detective coming across the stage looking as black asa
thundercloud.

"The union never sent anyone! Knew nothing about it!" Cardona snapped. "There's our
outsiders, darniit! I've got the stage manager on hisway over. What | don't get isif those two
new men were ringers, how comethered two haven't blown the whistle?
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"That is probably smple" Cranston said grimly. "Whoever isbehind dl thiswill stop at

nothing. The two regular men are undoubtedly dead. Y ou'll probably find that they were single
men who would not be missed for sometime.”

"The stage manager cantdl us" Cardonasaid.

And the stage manager told them. The stage manager, was atal, quick man with asmal
mustache and a bristling temper. He was not pleased at being called to the theater. He did not
care how the police worked aslong as they left him aone and let him go about hiswork. He
listened impatiently to what Cardonatold him, then nodded.

"Y es, the two regulars were both single. They're not around, but they often go off on toots.
They follow the races. | expect they'll turn up when they need work."

"What about the two subgtitutes," Cranston said. "Do you remember where they worked?”
"Remember? Of course | remember! | run atight stage,” the peppery stage manager said.
"Let'ssee. Sure, they worked on the electrica props--they were both eectrical men. Then they
were up inthefliesin the last act, on an overhead follow-spot McBride liked to use for the fight
scene”

Crangton looked up. The catwak high up was directly over the stage. A large follow spot was
set ontherail of the catwalk. And the spot was just about placed directly above where Cranston
had found the small metal spool. The socidite took the spool from his pocket and showed it to
the stage manager.

"|sthis something you know about?' Cranston asked.

The stage manager held the spoal. "No, never saw it. Nothing to do with the play. Lookslike
an old wire recorder spool, too smal though. Never saw it before.”

Cransgton again looked up. Two unidentified men, ringers who had no businessin the thester,
and asmdl meta spool. Both connected to the overhead catwalk that gave afull view of the
stage where M cBride had been murdered. But what could affect a man from that distance that
involved something like awire recorder?

"Can | get back to my work?' the stage manager said.

Cardona scowled. "Any other idess, Cranston?”

"Only did he notice the two men after the murder?”

The stage manager laughed, snorted. " After? Hell, who saw anything after? The Russan

Army could have marched through that pandemonium and never been noticed. But I'll tell you
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onething, they didn't do arun-out. When the cops got here | had to report on al my men, and
everyonewas il here”

"Cool customers, darn them,” Cardona said.

"Why not," Cranston said. "They had no connection to either McBride or hiskiller, and asfar



asyou knew then you had your killer right in hand. Y ou probably asked them their names; if

they had seen anything unusua, and let them go.”

"That wasit," the stage manager said, "and now how about |etting me go?I've got a

rehearsd.”

Crangton nodded and Cardona dismissed the stage manager. Cardona studied the small metal
spool. The swarthy detective shook his head.

"What the devil could this haveto do withit al, Cranston?'

"I don't know," Cranston said. "But it doesn't belong here, and it could have been dropped

from the catwalk up there. Those two men had some purpose.”

"And they'll probably never be found. How do we find them now?"

"No, I don't think we can," Cranston said.

"Then what do we do?'

"Tdk to the killer again. Perhaps he can remember something that seems unimportant but

could giveusaclue,” Cranston said. "Meanwhile, I'll take this spool to Commissioner Weston,
and well seeif it cantdl usanythinginthelab.”

Cardonagrudgingly agreed, and Cranston left. He did not think that Cardonawould make any
headway with the killer, but he wanted to work alone. There was nothing more that could be
done at the theater. In fact, there was nothing more to be learned from the case of McBride at al.
It wastime for The Shadow to ook esawhere. And as Cranston |eft the Pantheon he had two
thoughts on hismind. Firgt, the pattern of operation of the unknown organization was becoming
more and more obvious-awaysin pairsa least, like any well-trained Army! Second, the metal
spool had to be connected, and Cranston wanted to find out if any other spools had been found at
any other of the crimes.

Crangston had walked half ablock from the theater when he realized he was again being
followed. There were, again, two men. As Cranston neared the corner Stanley cruised behind
him in the Rolls-Royce. Cranston imperceptibly waved Stanley away. He walked on acrosstown
toward the smaller streets of Hell's Kitchen near theriver. Hismind was working fast. So far he
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had been unable to learn anything by capturing, or attempting to capture, the men who followed
him. For some reason, they seemed to have a pecid interest in Cranston and his staff. Perhapsit
wastimeto find out just what that interest was. All the time he was thinking, he waswalking
west toward the river. Stanley and the Rolls-Royce had vanished, but Stanley would not be far
away. Cranston made up his mind and continued to walk west to where the small streetswere
crowded, and where narrow aleys opened off the Streets.

He reached a spot less than ablock from the river, an area of warehouses and shabby
gpartments. As he neared a corner, two more men suddenly stepped around the corner in front of
him and began to wak casudly toward him. They made an €l aborate effort to appear innocent,
but they did not fool Cranston. Insde, behind hisimpassive face and hooded eyes, the socidite
smiled. The men were so obvious herein Hell's Kitchen, so out-of-place. Cranston let the men
behind him, and the men in front come closer. Then he turned sharply and ducked into an dley.
In the dley he began to run--not fast enough to lose his pursuers, but fast enough to make them
think that he was redlly attempting to escape. They appeared in the mouth of the dley behind
him. They did not run after him. Instead, they came waking down the dley, dowly, ddiberately.
Therewas asharp curvein the aley. Cranston ran around the curve and saw why they were not
hurrying.

A grey car was parked across the exit from the dley. Three men stood beside the grey car.
They leaned againgt the grey car, neither moving nor taking their eyesfrom Cranston. The
socidite looked right and left. He knew thisaley well, and he could escape into the building on
the left. He could scale the high wall to the right. As Cranston, he had dl the secret powers of
The Shadow--except one. Cranston possessed the super hearing, the ability to see farther than



maost men by day or night, the muscular control that permitted histrained body to do anything

his mind asked of it. All the powers and secretslearned so long ago in the Orient from the great
ChenT'aTze, al the skills of alifetime of training--except the ultimate power of The Shadow.

The power to cloud men's minds, to render them unable to resist, was a power only The Shadow
could employ. The Shadow as The Shadow. The power, its source unknown even to the great
Master Chen T'aTze himsdlf, required the great black cloak, the black douch hat, the fire-opal
girasol ring. The power was not in these things, it was of the mind and only The Shadow's mind,

but to be used it was necessary for The Shadow to be The Shadow, to wear his secret garb. It was
apower possessed by only one man in each generation, and it had been passed to The Shadow
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by the dying hand of Chen T'aTze. The Magter had chosen The Shadow to carry on the endless
battle againgt evil, and The Shadow had not betrayed that trust. But this ultimate power belonged
only to The Shadow, not to Lamont Cranston.

The socidlite, trapped now in the dley, would have to escape by the other skills--or not

escape. Because he had made up his mind that this time he would not escape. Thistime he would
be captured. Whatever the evil force that was behind these crimes all acrosstheworld, it had to
be stopped, and stopped quickly. There was some plot in the wind, some plan, and The Shadow
must destroy that plan. To do this he had to know who and what he was fighting. In time he
would learn what he had to know, but there might not be time. The organization behind al the
strange crimes was strong and clever, and Cranston sensed there wasllittle time. No, The Shadow
would walk into the lion'sden! Let them take him in and destroy themselves! But his capture had
to be convincing. They were not fools, they would know if he did not fight. So now, inthe Sllent
aley in broad daylight, Cranston looked ahead to where the three men waited &t the grey car, and
behind to where the four others now came around the curvein the dley.

They moved toward him.

Thethree ahead |eft the grey car and began to movein. Thefour behind drew their guns.

None spoke, said aword, or made asound. In the dley there was only their footfals on the
stones. Cranston watched them from behind his hooded, impassve eyes. He knew therisk. They
might shoot. Perhaps they did not have ordersto take him aive. It was arisk he had to take, and
he watched the seven men carefully, watched their eyesfor the tell-tale signs of what they would
do. He saw in their eyesthat they would not shoot. It was clear in their eyesthat they had orders
to take him dive. With his powers he could escape them, and he had to be ready to pretend to
succumb to whatever method of capture they might use.

They came closer, gtill without aword, grim and slent. Cranston suddenly whirled and ran

for the door into the building to his|eft.

Two of the men fired, the bullets striking the stones just in front of Cranston, whining away
downtheadley.

Crangton drew his automeatic and returned the fire, whirled again and ran for thewdl to the

right. Four of the men brokeinto runsto cut him off. Hefired, hit one man, who went down
cursing now and clutching his shoulder. All of them were shouting now, afraid the sound of the
shotswould bring help for Cranston. One of them who stood back seemed to be the leader.
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"Get him!" the leader snarled.

Crangton clawed at the high wall asif frantically trying to climb. He dropped down and shot
another one of them.

"Stop him!™ the leader cried.

They were on him. Cranston clubbed with his automatic. They swarmed over him. He

struggled in silence, knocked one to the ground. Then they bore him down with the weight of
numbers and the leader walked forward. Cranston lay on the ground, held down, and glared up at
the leader.



"Who are you? What do you want?' Cranston said, pretending fear and anger.

"That doesn't matter, Mr. Cranston," the leader said.

Cransgton shouted for help, struggled, but behind the facade of fear his mind was calm, he had
learned that they knew who he was and that it was Cranston they wanted. He continued to
struggle, and watched the leader. The leader suddenly bent and touched his neck. He felt atiny
pin prick. A drug coursed through his body. Hefdt the drug and knew &t oncethat it was a
gpeciad paraytic drug. The resistance of his powerful body gathered and threw off the effects of
the drug that would parayze any normal man for hours, render anormal man unconscious
ingantly.

The leader stepped back smiling down, watched Cranston. Cranston concentrated hismind,
and in an ingant had goneinto the salf-induced trance state that Smulated al the effects of the
drug. The leader watched, nodded.

"All right, pick him up,” the leader said. "Quick now! The shotsand ye ling will bring

someone soon.”

They picked Cranston up and carried him to the grey car. They dropped him into the back

seat and propped him up. He sat there, rigid and paralyzed, his eyes open. His wide open eyes
should have seen nothing.

But Cranston, benesath the trance state, saw and heard al that happened asthe grey car drove
out of the alley and started across town. He was aware of the whole trip across the bridge into
Brooklyn and across Brooklyn to the desol ate wastes of Jamaica Bay. He was aware of the open
gpace of water and tall bullrushes. He watched carefully. They took him from the car and carried
him to asmall power boat. The boat roared away out into the choppy water of the Bay. Ahead
there was along barge. The boat headed straight for the barge. He saw men waiting for him on
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the innocent-seeming barge. Cranston's keen eyes saw that what |ooked like a dilapidated short
mast on the barge was actudly a disguised high-power radio antennal The barge was more than
it seemed--it was a headquarters of the organization. In amatter of minutes, he would know
who he wasfighting.

7

CYPHER!

Crangton lay on thelong table, to anyone else atotaly paralyzed and unconsciousvictim. He
listened, and he knew who was behind al the strange crimes across the world. CY PHER!

The socidite remembered CY PHER only too well, the secret organization whose only

purpose was ruthless, efficient service--service to anyone who needed murder, robbery, the
disposa of bodies, even asmdl army to fight anyone anywhere for money. A vast internationa
agency of murder and robbery, availableto any evil purpose that would pay them. Ruthless, and
organized as efficiently as the best agency ever conceived--an agency of death and destruction.
Cranston remembered CY PHER, and CY PHER remembered Cranston. Where he lay on the
table, strapped down, he watched and listened. He had been carried down into the barge the
instant he was lifted aboard, and strapped onto the table. The men who had captured him had
turned him over, saluted, and gone. The table wasin aroom that did not belong on any barge--a
soundproof room crammed with instruments, hidden in the bowels of the innocent barge. All the
instruments were marked with the white circle of CY PHER. On thewall was the flag with the
smple white circlein the center--the standard of CY PHER. The men who worked in the room
al worethe dim black coverdl uniform of CYPHER, with thewhitecircleinggniaon the

breast. Men with the faces of many nations, the inggniaof many nations on their black uniforms.
For CY PHER was composed of the dissatisfied and the disgruntled of many nations; the misfits



and thekillersfrom dl countries; the soldierswho had turned their backs on their countries, but
who were proud of their skills as soldiers, and so wore their former indggnia. Men who for a
hundred reasons were opposed to the world as it was, opposed to what had happened to them and
their armies. ex-Frenchmen who hated the lost glory of France and the loss of Algeria; ex-
Germans who had not accepted defeat; ex-Russian soldiers who no longer believed in their
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country or their god's; ex-British soldiers who could not accept peace; former colonid officers
from many countries who hated the freedom of their former colonies; ex-American soldierswho
hated what they considered the softness of their country and its goals, former Isradli killer-
commandoes who could not live without death. The mifit soldiers of the world who dreamed of
glory and money and power and who felt lost without discipline and agun in their hands, who
joined with CY PHER to try to stop the progress of the world. An organization with no beliefs
beyond money and power, as disciplined and efficient asit was without any principle but money
and power!

An organization Lamont Cranston, and The Shadow, had met once before, and it had been

The Shadow who had won, and CY PHER remembered. CY PHER wanted Lamont Cranston, and
now they had him! In the hidden room of the innocent barge, the black-uniformed soldiers
worked, and the leaders stood above the table and |ooked down at Cranston. There were three
leaders. A woman and two men. The woman wore the black uniform and some rank Cranston
did not recognize. She dso woretheinsgniaof aYugodav Partisan Unit. It was the woman who
had met the men with Cranston on the deck of the barge and had him brought down to the table.
It was the woman who now held another hypodermic syringe and watched the two men for her
orders. A dazzlingly beautiful woman but with eyes as cold as asnowcap. Cold blue eyes asflat
as sod, in aface that could have belonged to agoddess, and al framed by long, dark hair. But
she was hot awoman, she was asoldier, and she held the syringe and awaited her orders, looking
down at Cranston from timeto time asif shewerelooking at adab of dead meat. She stood in
slence and watched the bigger of the two men.

The bigger man wore the same black uniform with the white circle of CY PHER, and the rank
that Cranston knew was that of Group Leader. Hewas atall, broad soldier of quick movements,
and he wore theinggniaof the Waffen SS on his collar. His manner was clipped and Prussian.
Helooked down at Cranston only once. He spoke to the third leader, the smaller man.
"Wefound the spoal in his pocket. | think he comes close to knowing, yes?' the Group

Leader said.

" think not, Group Leader 15," the smaller man said.

It was at this smaller man that Cranston looked from under his salf-induced State of trance.

The man did not wear the black uniform with the white circle over the breast. He wore instead a
grey tunic and dim blue trousers. The circle of CY PHER on his chest was not white but gold. He
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wore the ribbons of the medals of many countries, and the old insigniaon his uniform was what
Cranston recognized asthe mark of acrack Soviet Armored Command. Hisrank, on the
shoulder straps of the grey tunic was unfamiliar to Cranston, but he sensed that he was seeing a
high leader of CYPHER for thefirst time.

"| think he knows nothing about the presentation,” the small man said. "But heis Lamont
Cranston, and he has caused us a certain loss of revenue.”

Behind hisinduced trance, Cranston watched the small man. There was something odd,
strange, even macabre about the little man in the grey tunic with the gold circle of CY PHER.
The voice was thin and yet cool, very codl, like the voice of aman talking not of life and deeth
but of some uninteresting routine duty. A cool voice with an edge of mania, ahint of madness. A
flat, cold voice that could have come from some robot, amechanical man. But it was not the
voice. It wastheface! Cranston watched and saw that the face did not move! The small man



spoke, his hand gestured briefly, his shoulders moved faintly, but hislips and face did not move
a al. Asif theface weretotaly parayzed. But that was not it. The face was not pardyzed. No,
there was no face! It wasaplastic face, arigid face made of plastic! A mask and yet not a
mask--as if the man had no face at al but only afabricated face of plastic and metd. Y et the
eyes moved, were dert. Then Cranston redlized that the face of the small man was constructed,
built up on his own bones of somerigid plastic. It could mean only that the face of the small man
had been destroyed at sometime, leaving him with the macabre construction of rigid plastic
where there had been skin and flesh.

"No," the smal man said. "He knows nothing of the current presentation. It isthe matter of
Client 407-AB | want to discusswith him."

"And the man in black," the woman said. "Don't forget the man in black, Section Director!”
The small man nodded hisrigid face. "Ah, yes, the man in black. There doesseemto bea
connection between them. Yes, hewill tell us about the man in black.”

"Hewill tdl usvery quickly," the big man who was caled Group Leader 15 said.

"Still, we must not forget that our primary target isthe presentation. That must go off

smoothly,” the smal Section Director said.

"Smooth assilk, gir,” thewoman said. "As client man on the brochure | can report high

contact interest. My survey shows at least ninety-seven percent affirmative interest on potentia
users contacted.”
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"Wejus runit up the flagpole and they dl salute," the Group Leader said.

"Excdlent,”" the small Section Director said. "Devel opment Section will be more than

pleased. | should say we are ready for the kickoff on schedule. The brochure was well-prepared.
Now | will launch the boat and see whereit ties up. It should prove amost profitable bonus
revenue.”

The small Section Director with therigid plastic face looked at hiswatch. "He should be
coming out of it soon. Arewe al in order, Senior Trooper?"

"All in order," the woman, the Senior Trooper, said. "If he provesrecalcitrant | have the team
ready.”

"Excellent," the Section Director said. "Y ou run agood Group here, Group Leader 15."

"Thank you, Section Director," the bigger man who wore theinsgniaof the Waffen SSsaid.

On thetable, Cranston groaned and moved weakly. The socidite pretended to be coming out
of the drugged paralytic state. He began to blink, move hislips. Hetried to rise asif unaware that
he was strapped down. He felt the straps and began to strain weakly against them. His eyes
blinked rapidly and he tried to look around him. Then helet alook of startled fear comeinto his
eyes. All thetime he was pretending to revive, his muscles were testing the straps. They were
strong straps, but not strong enough to hold him when he decided to break loose. His eyesfully
clear, he saw the straps, lay back, and stared in puzzled fear at the three faces above him. He
licked hislips.

"Who...whoareyou? Where. . ."

"Relax, if you please, Mr. Crangton,” the Section Director with therigid face said. "It is
uselessto struggle. Now | want you to answer afew smple questions.”

Cransgton shook his head asif till groggy. "Questions?| dont . . ."

Therigid-faced small man cut him off. "Please, no games, Mr. Cranston. | have much too

much work to do. | have many accounts to supervise, thereislittletime. Y ou are of no
importance, redly. A gadfly. However, | am curious about the Santa Carlaaffair. I'm afraid you
had something to do with that."

"Santa Carla?' Crangton said dowly asif trying to make his drugged mind think.

"Santa Carla. The account was afailure, most annoying. You recall it? Wdter Bailey, the
Mafia?'
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Cranston nodded. "I remember it. Bailey wastrying to take over the Sate, he had some. . .
hdp."

"Hewasaclient, yes. We do not like to lose clients, gives usapoor rating. Our absolute
efficiency isour strength, afailure costs usagreet ded of billing,” the Section Director said.

"I didn't have. . ." Crangton began.

"Of courseyou didnt do it,” the smal man said, hisrigid face moving asif hewanted to

amile, but the plastic could not smile. "However, you had some involvement. As| read the
report, you and your secretary were prisoners. A man in black rescued you, killed one of our best
Area L eaders and our most promising Group Leader. To say nothing of spoiling the campaign
for theclient. It was, | must admit, the only unsuccessful campaign we have had. We do not like
to lose the campaign, the contract, the client, our best Group Leader, atop AreaLeader, and an
entire system of body removal! No, | want to know about that man in black.”

Cranston shook hishead. "I . . . don't know. | . . . we were rescued, that'sall | know."

"Come, come! Theman in black hasturned up again in our way. Y our secretary is most
interested in the death of Patrick McBride. Now we know there is some connection between you
and themaninblack. Y ou will pleasetdl us"

But Cranston looked at the three people instead of answering the question. Pinioned to the
table, he could move only his head. He nodded his head toward the small Section Director with
therigid face.

"How doesit happen that a'Y ugodav Partisan, an SS man, and a Soviet Armored Command
soldier are dl together?'

The small Section Director knitted his eyebrows, watched the wedthy socidite closdly. "You
appear to know agreat deal about military insggnia, Mr. Cranston. Perhaps | underestimate your
role? Possibly you are CIA or MI-5? Y es, that would explain much.”

The plastic-faced man touched hisface, therigid shell that was now hisface. " So you know

my old regiment? A greset unit, yes! | wasa Colond, Crangton, you hear? That unit, my country,
wasmy life. But my country went soft, my unit was reduced in strength, and my lifewasliving
without afacel™ Again the smal man touched his plastic shell of aface. "1 was burned by
American ngpam in Korea, on detached duty. | do not blame the Americans, why should |?
They did their job, as| hoped to do mine. But they went soft, the foolswho lead my country. So
| found CYPHER!"
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"An agency of killerd" Cranston said.

The smdl man laughed hisalmost hysterical laugh. "More, Mr. Crangton, much more! Tokill
iseasy, but to kill totaly, anonymoudy, efficiently, without atrace, ah that takesart! Tokill is
the smplest part of our service. Thereare dl our other services, our research, our product
development. Asthe Nazi'slearned, to kill millionsissmple, the problemisdisposing of dl

those bodies! Logidtics, that isour forte! We are an agency of skilled practitioners of dl the arts
of crime and profit!"

"An agency of evil," Cranston said softly where helay strapped down. " Of insane evil!"

"Insane, Mr. Crangton? No, not insane. Perhaps you would like to think we were insane, but

we are only too sane. Our respective nations did not value our services, our skills. They did not
pay attention to what we wanted, what we know to be true. Thefools! Everywhere theworldis
being ruled by foolswho do not understand that only force can count. They do not want to face
the truth, the truth about mankind. Men are animals, Cranston, and we should not try to be more.
All our troubles come from trying to be more than we are. Win and profit, that isthe rule of life.
Takewhat you want, kill your opponent, that isthe only rule of life. That iswhat wewere dl
trained to do, but our soft countries betrayed us. We could have made them all strong and rich
and happy, but they choseto play the stupid games of weaklings. So we have banded together to



offer our servicesto anyone who has the honesty and intelligence to use us. We are
professionass, we do our work for profit, and that is our strength. We |leave the reasonsto
others.”

"Insane," Crangton said softly, ingstently. " And those who hireyou areinsane.”

"Perhaps some of them," the small Section Director said. "But men will kill. Kill and be

killed, that istherule of life. We offer the service of efficiency and skill, of minimum risk to the
killer. A smple matter of supply and demand. There isamarket for our services, so we prosper.
Who will stop us? The weaklings who cannot even save their own salf-interests? No, we are too
efficient, too detached from persona involvement. With our research and development we
continue to create further markets. At thismoment we have. . ." The man with the plastic face
stopped. Therigid face looked a Cranston. There could have been a smile benegth the smooth
plagtic. Y ou make metalk, en? Ah, but we al have our weaknesses. | have talked enough. Now
you will tak. Y ou will tell me about thisman in black."

"No," Crangton said. "There are some things even you cannot do.”
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Therigid face merely looked at Crangton. "We shdl see.”

The Section Director nodded to the woman. "Proceed, Senior Trooper. Come, Group

Leader 15."

The small man turned and | eft the room accompanied by the big Group Leader. On the table,
Crangton lay and watched the woman Senior Trooper. They werelike children playing soldier,
these people of CY PHER. Deadly children. They took delight in their ranks and their
discipline--the need for rule and discipline deep insde mankind, the desire to be guided and
ruled that made wars, and now made a super fraternd organization of killers. They had found
where they belonged, and they reveled in their place within. Their secure place where there were
no decision to be made, only ordersto be followed. Their goa not truth and true happiness, but
only order and peace ingdetheir fearful mindd!

The woman spoke into an intercom system. "Team Seven, report to central operations
immediatdy.”

She turned to Cranston, looked down at him with eyesthat were neither angry nor pleased,
neutrd eyes. "Thereisgtill time to answer the Section Director's question, Mr. Crangton. It
would be advisable. You will tell useventudly. Y ou can save yoursdf much pain, and save us
much time. That isasmple bargain. We have no interest in inflicting pain for its own sake, you
understand? Results, that isdl that countsin CY PHER. Tdl usnow, and you will die quickly.
You will die, of course, but you can choose the less unpleasant way."

"Wewill dl die," Cranston said. "The hard part isto live. Don't you careto live? Areyou
afrad?'

" Spare me the sophist philosophy,” thewoman said. "I an asoldier. Tolive, asoldier must
have anarmy. It isthat ample.”

"Yes" Crangtion said from behind hisimpassiveface. "It isthat Smple.”

The woman watched him for along minute, then she turned and picked up her hypodermic
syringe. She bent over Cranston and plunged the needle into his arm. She wiped the syringe and
carefully replaced it in its Serilizer. Then shelooked down at Cranston, her face asimpassve as
the face of the socidite.

"A pain heightener,” thewoman said quietly, dinicaly. "1t will intengfy the pain, in caseyou

have been trained to resist normd pain. It isthe only artificia method we use. We have found
that, strangely enough, the older methods of torture are by far the most efficient. We use no laser
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beams or electronic machines. Si mplicity, that isthe watchword of the Torture Group. Research
has proven them correct.”
"Don't you miss Y ugodavia? Perhgpsaman?' Cranston said.



"My dear Mr. Crangton, there was no profit for mein Yugodavia No advancement. Asfor
men, there are excdlent menin CYPHER. | have two, both very good. | have the money to buy
any more| wish outside CY PHER. Any further questions, Mr. Cranston?"

"Not now," Cranston said.

He was watching the four men who had just entered the room. They wore the black uniform
with the white circle of CY PHER. Two were Chinese, one was Negro and wore the old inggnia
of the Spanish Moroccan Units, and the fourth was a smdl Caucasian who wore the insignia of
the Gestapo. The woman Senior Trooper nodded to them.

"Y ou know the basic questions we need to have answered. The Section Director expects

quick results. The subject has been prepared. Report when you are ready.”

"Yes, Senior Trooper," thetallest Chinese said.

The woman left. The four men turned to Cranston. The Negro began to remove the socidite's
shoes.

8

TWO HOURS had passed.

The hidden room on the barge had not changed. The silent room crammed with the cold and
efficient instruments of amodern eectronic army. Nothing had changed. There had been no
sounds but the dow, sure movements of the four men and the screams and moans of Lamont
Crangton. The hissof flame, the faint squesk of meta threads turning in the modernized Chinese
boot, the dull sound of blows struck against flesh.

Two hours that no man could have stood--except Lamont Cranston. No man but an alter-ego
of The Shadow, or The Shadow himsdlf, could have gill been on the table dive, avake--and
slent. No other man could have remained silent under the hands of the four men who knew all
there was to know about the ancient and honored art of inflicting pain on their fellow men. Each
man had his own touch. Thetall Chinese wasthe practitioner of al the ancient Chinese tortures.
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The Gestapo man was the expert of blows struck where they would do the most internal damage,
cause the most pain with the least mark on the skin. The Negro ex-Moroccan was the instrument
of the subtle pains, the indignities, the pinsto the sengitive areas, the smal whip. The second
Chinese was cruder, the man with the flame that burned.

Two hours—-and Cranston till lay on the table, hismind as clear and dert asever. Hewas
waiting for the proper timeto strike back. Two hours-and he felt no pain. Discomfort, yes, and
the pain-intensfying drug had some smadl effect, but through it al hismind remained clear and
aert. The power of The Shadow! The power of the great Master Chen T'aTze, and there were
moments as he lay on the table that Cranston’'s mind seemed to go back to those days so long ago
in the Orient. Those long, endless days under the stern tutelage of Chen T'aTze, learning the
secret of raising his body to athreshold of pain so high no pain could reach him. The years of
concentration and exercise under the eyes of the Master to make his muscles so strong, so
responsive to hismind, that no blows could damage his organs, no fire burn more than the
surface of hisskin, while dl the time none of this muscular power showed on the surface. On the
table, asthe smal pains reached faintly into his mind under the expert hands of these creatures
who were said to be human, he saw again those empty rooms where ayoung man, himself, sat
for days, weeks, and stared at nothing, concentrated until every pore of hisbody, every hair, was
under the control of hismind and will. He saw that young man who suffered, worked, studied,
learned for al those yearsto prepare for hislife work--as The Shadow!

He saw this, and his mind concentrated, his body responded, and he lay dert and ready,
untouched except where it did not matter. He moaned and screamed, because they must not



know of his power, or that hismind could defeat any pain they could inflict. He cried and
groaned, writhed againgt the straps, bit hislip to make small blood flow. His screams echoed
horribly through the soundproofed room. The four men neither smiled nor reacted in any way.
They did their work coldly and efficiently. To them his screams were nothing more than guides
for their work, signs of progress. For two hours the four men continued working, apparently
satisfied with the number of screams. Then thetall Chinese began to frown. Each maninturn
went to work on Cranston. His screams and groans increased. But the tall Chinese stood back
and watched. He was a patient man, as befitted hiswork, a credit to the endless line of men of
torture down the ages. He did not wear the traditional black hood--men no longer were ashamed
of thiswork, ashamed to walk the streets and be recognized. Man, in the form of thetall Chinese,
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had come along way down the road of admitting what he was. But the tall Chinese was not
happy. First he frowned as he watched, then he began to rub his gaunt chin. At the end of the
second hour the tall Chinese turned abruptly and walked to the intercom. He pressed a button.
The voice of the plastic-faced Section Director answered at once. "Y es? Y ou have the
ansvers?'

"No, gr," thetal Chinese said. Therewas asilence.

"Heisressting successfully?" the voice said at last, an edge of surpriseinthevoice.

"I don't know, Sir. He seemsin great enough pain. Theleve of responseis about normal. But
he has not talked. | do not understand it. | can recall only one case that lasted over two hours.
The M'Bondo account, if you recal. The subject did not talk, and did not die for two hours and
fourteen minutes™

Again therewas asilence. The voice was cold and harsh when it spoke again.

"Y our report isimpossible, Trooper. Y ou must be below normal operating efficiency.

Proceed, and do not call me again until you have resultsl”

"Yes grl!"

Furious at the rebuke, thetall Chinese turned back to Cranston with ascowl on hislean face
that wasthe first sign that the tall Chinese was losing his detached expertness. With an angry
gesture, the Chinese moved the other three back away from the table. He picked up a strange-
looking instrument. In his hands the odd instrument looked like awooden hat with two large
ears-—-ahat that came down low. The Chinese stepped to Cranston carrying what the socidite
recognized at once as an ancient Chinese instrument brought up to date. He knew its purpose--
and knew that even his powers could only withstand so much. But it wastime anyway. The
Chinese was angry, he would become careless. The Section Director had given the order not to
cal again without results--so Cranston would have uninterrupted time. It wastime. He closed
his eyes and brought &l his power into concentration asthe tall Chinese fitted the wooden hat
over his head with histemples covered.

"Once more, who isthe man in black?' thetall Chinese said.

"You'll never know," Cranston said, whispered asif on the edge of collapse, and yet with a
certain mockery in hisvoice intended to infuriate the tall Chinese.

"l will know!" the Chinese said.
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Crangton felt the projecting screws begin to tighten the wooden hat over histemples. The pain
he could resist, but even The Shadow was not proof against death, and the screws would,
eventudly, crush his skull. He concentrated behind his closed eyes, and at the same time writhed
and screamed.

"Whoisthemanin black?"

"No " Cranston cried between clenched teeth.

"What is his connection to you?'

“I...don't...know...him..."



The wooden hat tightened. Cranston concentrated. He was ready, but he had to pick the exact
momern.

"Tdl usabout the man in black!"

Cranston screamed. Behind his closed eyes he was cam, ready.

"Tdl me"

The screw tightened. "Tell me, you fool!"

The screw tightened again. Crangton felt histemple bones begin to bend. The former Gestapo
man spoke.

"Not much more, Trooper Chang!”

Thetdl Chinesedid not even look. "Mind your businesst” And to Cranston. "Y ou will talk,
damnyou!"

Crangton felt the screw begin to turn once more. It wasthe time!

Cranston suddenly shuddered, twisted on the table, gave a choked, strangled cry that ended in
arattle and silence.

His body strained against the bonds, his eyes opened, and he went limp. His open eyes stared
up. His heart stopped. Helay gtill and staring at nothing.

Thetall Chinese stepped back, stared, said, " Cranston?”

Lamont Cranston lay dead.

"Youfool!" the Gestapo man said.

To anyone else, Cranston lay dead. But he was not dead. The socidite was not even
unconscious. He lay in the state of trance that was his second greatest power--a state where his
heart seemed to stop, his bresthing seemed to stop, hisbody grew cold. By any known method of
detection, Cranston was dead. But he breathed, dow and shalow, and his heart beat, dow and
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amost slent. In this state not only did he seem dead, but he could live benesth the earth or
beneath the water for hours without more air than wasin acoffin. It had served him well, this
trance learned from Chen T'a Tze, and it would now serve him again. The four men quickly bent
over him, removed the strgps that held him to the table. They listened to his heart. One began
artificid respiration. The Negro brought a hypodermic syringe with aheart stimulant init.
Nothing worked. The four men stepped back. The tall Chinese was as pale as degth itsdlf.
"Youvekilled him!" the Gestapo man said. "And he did not talk," the Negro said.

"Too much!" the second Chinese said. "Too much!™

"You lost your head, Chang!" the Negro said.

"The Section Director will befurious!” the Gestapo man said.

Thetadl Chinese was pae, but hetried to shrug it off. He turned and walked toward the
intercom.

"We havelost subjects before. | will report.”

The other three dl turned to look at the tall Chinese. The tall man, Chang, pressed the button
on theintercom. There was a pause thistime. Then the voice of the plastic-faced Section
Director came on. The voice was calm and confident. The Section Director was accustomed to
having his orders obeyed. If the tall Chinese were reporting, then there had to be results.

"Yes, Trooper? Tell mewho theman in black iS!" the voice said eagerly.

Thevoice of thetall Chinesewasflat, officid, trying hard to keep from shaking.

"Report, Sir, that subject Cranston isdead. Subject died . . ."

"Deed!"

Theword was like ashot, avicious and short exploson like abullet firing.

"Dead?!"

"Yes, sr. Cranston died on the table under the operation. | regret . . ."

"Hedid not talk?" the voice of the Section Director snapped.

"Nosr. Hisheart . . ."



"Y ou went too far?'

"| think not, sir. His heart must have been weaker thanwe. . ."

"Of courseit was! Y ou are not supposed to kill subjects, Trooper! Y ou are supposed to know
when they might die! | am most annoyed, Trooper! Most annoyed!”

"Yes, dr," Chang said into the intercom.
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Therewas along silence. In the room they waited. On the table Cranston waited. The

intercom had to be switched off before he made his move. Findly, the voice of the Section
Director spoke again. It was a cold, detached, but smooth voice now.

"All right. Get rid of him. | will have to make a poor report, but no more. Cranston was
incidental, no more. | expect we will learn about the man in black. We have wasted time, that is
the worst part. We must return to full work on the presentation. Get rid of the body in the usua
manner and report to me.”

Theintercom clicked off at the other end. Thetal Chinese heaved adow sigh of relief. The
othersrelaxed. They dl stood and watched Chang switch off the intercom at his end. For that
instant no one was looking at Cranston. Cranston moved.

Hewas off the tablein an ingtant. With each hand he chopped killing blows to the necks of

the smaler Chinese and the Gestapo man. The smdler Chinese went down without asound, his
neck snapped ingtantly by the force of the karate blow. The Gestapo man turned a hair as
Cranston struck. The Gestapo man went down but he was not dead.

The Negro Moroccan haf-turned to meet Cranston. The hedl of Cranston's hand caught him
beneath the chin. The Negro's neck snapped with a sickening sound and he dropped dead to the
floor.

Thetall Chinese would have had a second to prepare, but when he turned and saw Cranston--
aive and on hisfeet--the instant of shock paralyzed him. It cost him hislife. Cranston struck the
point of his hand into the solar plexus of the Chinese, and chopped his exposed neck asthe
Chinese doubled over.

Behind Cranston the Gestapo man moaned and half rose to his feet. Cranston broke his neck
with asingle blow. The Gestapo man sprawled dead.

Theroom wasslent.

No more than ten seconds had passed. In the room the four bodies lay where they had died
without a sound or aword. Cranston looked carefully around. He quickly searched the hidden
and slent room. There was nothing in this room but the e ectronic equipment. Somewhere there
was another room where the Section Director, and the information he wanted about CY PHER,
would be. He had to find where that room was, and he had to find it fast and unseen. But it
would not be Cranston who found it. Cranston was dead. It would be The Shadow.
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Quickly, Cranston took the black cape, the black douch hat, and thefire-opa girasol ring

from their secret pocketsinsde his clothes. Moments later Cranston was no longer in the room.
In his place there stood the tall, hawklike, fiery-eyed black shape of The Shadow. His eerie laugh
echoed once as he looked at the four dead torturers. Then he seemed to vanish into the shadows
of the room. The room became even more silent. The door out of the room seemed to open and
closeasif by itself. No one could have seen the vague shadow that flitted for amoment in the
doorway and was gone.

In the narrow, low corridor of the barge nothing moved. It was dark in the corridor. There

were shadows, and the shadows now seemed to move. The shadows themselves seeming to
undulate along the corridor toward an open door at the end where there was light. For an instant,
the light flickered, was blocked, and then it regppeared again. Beyond the door there was aroom
lighted by sunlight from above through a skylight and an open hatchway. In thisroom three men
in black uniformswith the circle of CY PHER white on their breasts sat at their ease with their



submachine guns acrosstheir lgps. They did not seethetall, black figure that glided from the
corridor until it wastoo late. Only one of them managed to rise from his seat and attempt to use
hisgun. Thefiery eyes of The Shadow blazed. The power of his mind, the ultimate power to
cloud the minds of al men, reached out and held them. Two closed their eyes and seemed to
deep. Thethird, the one who had managed to rise to hisfeet, blinked, rubbed his eyes, stared at
the looming shape of The Shadow. He tried to raise hisweapon, but it would not move. The
blazing eyes of The Shadow burned as his power reached out to hold the mind of the black-
uniformed CY PHER man. The man lowered hiswesapon, stood staring straight at The Shadow.
"Whereisthe Section Director?' The Shadow intoned. "With Group Leader Fifteen,” the man
answered promptly asif answering his superiors. There was some advantage to dedling with a
member of adisciplined amy.

"Whereisthe Group Leader?"

"In hisoffice, forward," the man said.

"Explain how to reach the office of the Group Leader!"

"Go up this companionway, walk forward to the second hatchway down, the Group Leader's
officeisthe second door of thefirst corridor.”

"Very good,” The Shadow said. "Y ou will now sit down and let no onein or out.”

"Yesgr!"
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The black-uniformed soldier sat down and his eyes closed. In an instant he was adegp with

his two companions. They would remain in the deep state for at least an hour. The Shadow
turned and floated slently up the gangway into the afternoon sunlight of Jamaica Bay. The deck
of the barge was deserted. CY PHER took no chances. The barge was disguised as an abandoned
dereict hadf sunk inthe mud of atida flat like so many other abandoned hulksin the salt

marshes of the city. They took no chances with anyone being seen on the deck. Beyond the
disguised radio anntennae, there was nothing on the open deck of the barge that should not have
been there.

Until now.

Now the quick, flitting black shape of The Shadow moved in the bright sun aong the deck
toward the second hatchway. His sharp glance searched the placid water of the bay that shonein
the sun likeamirror. In the distance some fishing boats moved out benesth the Jacob Riis Bridge
toward the open sea. On the flat expanse of Rockaway cars moved, and smaller boats plied up
and down the sunny and sandy shore. But there was nothing near the barge. It was the Shadow
against those who were on the barge. And those who were on the barge did not know that they
had to face The Shadow.

Theingtant he thought this, and smiled, he learned that he was wrong. CIPHER was a careful
adversary. Heads appeared forward beyond the hatchway. Heads, and then the black uniforms,
and the weapons that opened fire. The Shadow took cover behind a deckhouse. There were no
guards on deck, but somehow they had the deck under scrutiny. The sharp eyes of The Shadow
studied the deck in front of him. He saw the small, round eyes of the televison cameras. There
were two, one at each end of the barge. The Shadow watched them move like the antennae of
insects as they searched the deck for him. Behind the camera at the bow, three black-uniformed
men came over the hatchways and ran at The Shadow.

His automatics out, onein each hand, The Shadow laid down awithering fire. All three

CIPHER soldiersfdl to the deck. One screamed and skidded overboard. Somewhere behind The
Shadow an darm wasringing. But no one answered the darm. The soldiersin the stern were ill
dlent under the power of The Shadow. Now The Shadow moved forward again along the silent
deck. Four more CY PHER soldiers appeared far forward, coming from some distant hatchway.
They came more cautioudy now, and The Shadow waited for them in the cover of the
companionway down to the office of the Group Leader. They moved close but did not attack yet,
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using al the cover thelittered deck of the old barge afforded. The Shadow raised his automatics
and carefully shot out both TV cameras. There was asound of movement below as the watchers
were now blind. The four men on deck were on their own.

The chilling laugh of The Shadow drifted out across the water in the sun.

The four men moved closer. The Shadow raised up, fired avolley to keep them down, and

then brought the power of hismind to bear on hisfour hidden antagonists. Thefingersof his
brain reached out in the sun, the power to cloud men's mindsrolling out like an invisble fog that
misted the brains of the four men. Crouched, waiting for The Shadow to reved himsdf, neither
moving nor firing now, they felt the power reach into them and hold them in its grip. Unaware of
what was happening, immobile and unable to resist, they rubbed their eyes, shook their headsto
escape the power. They could not. Only one of them became, suddenly, aware that some power
wastaking hold of hismind. Thissingle soldier jumped up, battling the cloud that covered his
mind, sapped al his strength to resst, and began to run toward the hidden Shadow, firing as he
ran. His shots went wild in his panic. Coally, The Shadow shot him down. He skidded across the
deck and lay Hill.

The Shadow's laugh was mocking in the sun.

The other three suddenly stood up at a soundless command from The Shadow's mind. They

laid down their weapons and stood there asif transfixed. They would not move for hours, and
The Shadow wasted no more time on them. He glided down the companionway into the dark
corridor of the barge. The second door of the first corridor was the office of Group L eader
Fifteen. The Shadow moved soundlesdy aong the silent corridor to the door. His automatics
ready, he pushed open the door and leaped inside.

The room was empty. Thetwo dark television monitor screens stood like blinded animalsin

the instrument pand that covered awall of the room. As he studied the panel; there was a sound
behind him. The Avenger whirled. A steel pand did across the open doorway asthefiery eyes
of the black-shrouded figure watched. A red light glowed on an instrument panel in the room.
Somewhere close by the engine of aboat started. Quickly, The Shadow moved across the office
to the sted pane intended to trap him in the smal cabin. He stared at the door with hisfiery

eyes. The powers of his mind concentrated and sent out astream of power. The steel panel began
to shudder. Suddenly it did open as silently asit had closed, the mechanism activated by the
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power of the mind of The Shadow that could affect any electric system, could activate or
deactivate any eectric circuit.

His great black shape floated through the door and to the rear of the barge. The sound of the
motorboat began to move away. He found a narrow passage that led to the stern. Moments later
he stood in alarge hidden docking area. The whole stern of the barge was a dock hidden by the
deck above. A hidden space of water insde the barge, and the side wall was now open to the
Bay, and aready asmall motorboat was five hundred yards away. In the boat the three CY PHER
leaders stood and looked back at the barge. The Shadow kneeled, took careful aim with one of
his automaticsin both hands, and fired three dow shots. The woman and the Group Leader fell
to the deck on the motorboat, not hit but taking cover. The Section Director with therigid face of
plastic did not move, did not flinch, but stood staring back at the black-shrouded shape of The
Shadow. The range was too great even for The Shadow, and the plagtic-faced CY PHER leader
knew it. Therigid face shined in reflected sun, stared back asif to remember The Shadow.

Or asif waiting!

The Shadow turned, glided back along the corridor, up the companionway, and onto the open
deck on the side away from the motorboat that <till moved away from the barge. For along
moment The Shadow watched the motorboat from where he crouched hidden. The three men
still stood on the deck, their minds clouded, waiting for The Shadow to tell them what to do.



Then The Shadow saw the motorboat stop. It was time. The Shadow dropped overboard like a
gresat bird of prey in the sun, but hidden from the view of the motorboat. Under the water he
swam swiftly for ahundred feet, and surfaced. The power of hismind reached out and rel eased
the black-uniformed soldiers on the barge. The Shadow would give them a chance. Put they did
not take their chance. Theingtant they were released, al six of them, they ran to therail and
began to fire at the black-shrouded - head of The Shadow out in the water. The Shadow
submerged, concentrated on his shallow breathing, and came up far out of range. He looked back
at thesllent barge.

Then the barge blew up in asheet of flame and smoke.

The explosion reverberated far across the water of the placid bay. The shock wave reached

out far across the water that shined in the sun.

Then therewas silence.

The men on the barge were gone.
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The bargeitsdlf lay asmoking hulk in the water, flameslicking, burning it to the waterline.

Far out the motorboat sat motionlessin the water. There was the sound of an aircraft. A small
amphibian plane came into sght and swooped low to land near the motorboat.

The Shadow stroked dowly, submerged in the water, and watched the amphibian land, take

the CY PHER leaders aboard, and take off again. His burning eyes watched the plane vanish into
the distant blue sky. Then he heard sirens--on land and on the water. On the shore people were
running. The Shadow looked once more a where the amphibian had vanished, and he swore that
CYPHER would be destroyed!

Then he submerged and swam far underwater. When he emerged on the shore hewas aonein
the high bullrushes. He glided away. Now there was only Paris and Jary Du Neuf.

9

WHEN MARGO LANE, in her guise of Ellen Morgan, arrived in Paris, she went straight out to
thetaxi stand. A taxi driver leaned againgt histaxi, casually reading anewspaper. The driver was
thirdinline. Margo, as Henry Arnaud's secretary Ellen Morgan, pretended to be waiting for
someone or something to come out of theterminal. Thetaxi driver got into his cab. In his proper
turn he arrived at the loading point. Margo pretended to give up her wait and moved quickly to
thetaxi. She got in and it drove off.

"Bien, Margo, we have alarge case, oui?" thetaxi driver said, turned and grinned.

"Yes, Marcd, very big. Be surewe are not being followed."

"Maisoui!" Marcd Guyot said. "Wewill not be followed.” The smal Frenchman grinned. It
wasthekind of chalenge the volatile agent and taxi driver enjoyed. Guyot was more than proud
of his prowess behind the whed of ataxi, especidly in Parisan traffic. It wasjust at therush
hour in the French capital, and Marcel had the tricky assgnment of being sureto lose anyone
who might be following, while not causing some disastrous accident, the kind of mass accident
so common in thewild melee of Parisian traffic. Marcel Guyot considered that he had been born
with great skill at the whed of acar. He was not quite right, and the wild drive was somewhat
unnerving to Margo in the back seat. Marcel grinned as he drove with one eye cocked on his
rearview mirror. If any car had been following, it would have been forced to give up the chase at
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any of adozen places or end in certain destruction in front of acharging bus, or truck, or
careening private car. Marcel drove with his customary reckless abandon and much screeching
of brakes. At lagt, asthey neared the gpartment in St-Germain-des-Pres where Henry Arnaud
lived in Paris, Marcd turned and grinned a Margo.



"No one follows us now, en?'

"Unlessthey havewings,”" the disguised Margo said. "All right, Marcdl, take meto the

gpartment. Then drive around, and come back and report.”

"Oui," Marce Guyot said.

The volatile Frenchman turned off the Boulevard-St-Germain and pulled up in front of the

smadll, inconspicuous apartment where The Shadow had his secret apartment--and where each of
his ater-egoes had an apartment. There was a different gpartment for each of them: Kent Allard,
Lamont Cranston and Henry Arnaud. And they surrounded the secret gpartment of The Shadow.
Margo, as Ellen Morgan, stepped out and pretended to pay Marcel. The small driver drove off.
Margo waked into the building. The concierge threw up her handsin joy.

"Ah, Mademoisdlle Morgan! It has been so very long,” the beaming old lady cried.

"It hasindeed, Madame DuL ac," the disguised Margo said.

"You areto stay? Monsieur Arnaud heis coming to Paris?'

"Soon, | think, Madame," Ellen Morgan said.

"Bien! Ah, with Monsieur Allard and Monsieur Cranston away, my house has been desolate,”
Madame DuLac said. "Y ou will take an aperitif?"

"Not now, Madame DuL ac, merci," the disguised Margo said. "I expect afriend. | will goto

my gpartment.”

"But of course," the old woman said, and winked. "Y ou have afriend Monsieur Arnaud does

not suspect, en? Ah, bien, bien!"

Ellen Morgan smiled and took her key. She climbed the stairsto the top floor apartment that
was the Paris home of Henry Arnaud. Shelet hersdf in, and turned on the lights. Her practiced
eyestold her that dl was asit should be. The smal hairs on the windows and drawers were
undisturbed. The secret camerathat surveyed the apartment showed only the blank and empty
gpaces of the rooms themsalves. Margo, as Ellen Morgan, made hersdlf adrink, and waited for
Marce Guyot. Shedid not haveto wait long. The small taxi driver knocked at the secret Side
door that led up from the hidden side entrance no one but members of The Shadow's team knew.
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"Comein, Marcd," the disguised Margo said.

The smadl taxi driver came in the secret door and sat down. His eyebrows arched as he saw

the drink in Margo's hand. The disguised woman smiled and poured a cognac for Marcd. The
driver took it with aflourish.

"A votre sante! We arein business, Margo, oui ?'

"That depends on what you haveto tell me," Margo said.

Marcd Guyot shrugged. "It is much too much for the coincidence, oui? Asyou know, the

Chief made the order that we al watch any important visitors, any public place, al of it. We
wereto seeif anything bad it would happen, non? So, | watch. My, ah, associates they watch.
We cannot watch dll, das. | mysdaf am not where anything happens. But my cousin, Andre, a
fine man, he was where the bomb was thrown that killed the African diplomat. When he reported
to me, he mentioned that he had seen Jary Du Neuf! Naturdly, | wasaert, hein? ThisJary Du
Neuf, | am aware about. A strong man, but cold. A fanatic, oui. | ask my cousin very closdly.
This Jary he did nothing himsdlf, but Andre, my cousin, he was sure Jary was very closeto the
poor fool who threw the bomb. Very close. Unfortunately, my cousin did not see anything
definite. So | do not report. | .. ."

"Y ou should have reported, Marcel,” Margo snapped. The organization of The Shadow, as

any organization, lived on itsrecords and its communications.

Guyot shrugged. "Perhaps, but there was then nothing to report. | did not know that Jary Du
Neuf had been missing. It was not until my, ah, contact, yes, in Interpol reported, that | knew this
Jary could be of importance. My, ah, contact, another cousin, you see? Fortunately, | am related
to many. But | do not tell it. So, I learned that Interpol aso had observed this Jary Du Neuf at the



killing of the American businessman. Ma foi, what a crime--in broad daylight at the operal But,
| cometo the point. When | learn, from my cousin a Interpol, that they observed this Jary Du
Neuf at that killing, aso very closeto the man who killed the American, also doing nothing, but
very close, then | know | have areport to make. So | report.”

Margo pursed her lips, the effect being one of severity on the face of Ellen Morgan. "In

neither case was Du Neuf actually seen to do anything?

"Non," Guyot said, shrugged. "But twice? A man like this Jary?'

Margo nodded. "All right. Whereis he now?"'

65

"Ah, | have of course watched him,” Guyot said. "Heisan eusive one, but | have located

where he drinks. | have tried to observe and even follow him, but heis most careful. Heisaso
the expert a losing afollower. So far | have not located where he lives or who he works with,
but | know where he drinks. Heis a Frenchman, an Algerian, and a soldier--he will return
awaysto where he drinks."

"Andthisplaceis?'

"The Cafe Pont Neuf, heis arrogant, this Jary. He chooses a cafe with hisown name. Itisa
large cafe, with, how you say, the entertainment. It isnot far from here, in the Quarter. | think he
chooses it carefully--it has two side entrances aswell asthe main entrance.”

"Whenishethere?'

Guyot looked at hiswatch. "Perhaps now. Perhaps many hours from now. He does not come
every day. But if he should come, he could be there dready.”

"I would prefer if he weretherefirst. A man isaways more dert when he arrives. After afew
drinks and some hours of safety, he relaxes,” Margo said.

"Good. Let ussay | will comefor you in two hours, after dark,” Marce said.

"Good. | think | will go asmysdlf. Whilel'mingde, you and one of your cousins watch the

Sde entrances.”

Guyot agreed and left. Margo removed her disguise and had her dinner. Two hours later

Marcel was back. Together they went to the Cafe Pont Neuf, but only Margo entered. In the
Latin Quarter an unescorted woman in a cafe caused no notice. She took atable and ordered a
Pernod. She sat there most of the night. Jary Du Neuf did not appear. When the cafe closed,
Margo went home and went to deep. She reported in to Burbank, but Burbank had no further
ingtructions. Cranston or The Shadow had not reported in as yet. Margo dept well. She spent the
day investigating the scenes of the murdersin Paris, and at Interpol Headquarters where a pass
from Commissioner Weston got her accessto thefiles. She found nothing she did not know--
except that al the killings had the same pattern. No motive, no warning, no knowledge of the act
on the part of the killerswho had been caught. Not all had been caught, which made her think of
Berlin and the crime The Shadow had followed up. In al cases, the murdered man had been of
small importance--and yet of some importance.

Just after dark, Marcel Guyot appeared again. Again he drove Margo to the Cafe Pont Neuf.
Again shewaked in alone and took atable and ordered a Pernod. But there the smilarity ended.
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Thistime Jary Du Neuf wasin the cafe. Margo had no trouble recognizing the fanatic Algerian-
Frenchman. She had seen his picturein the hands of Marcel Guyat, and in thefiles of Interpol,
and she could not mistake that lean, sensual face. It was adark face, and yet not redly dark--the
face of aman who had spent much timein the sun. A handsome face, with the full, sensua

mouth that so many women find intriguing. His hair was dark and curly, with afaint shine asif
lightly ailed. His nose was thin and aguiline, but there was aflair to the nogtrilsthat made a
person, especially awoman, think of adeek bull in agreen fidd. His hands werelong and strong
ashesat and let hisfingers caress aglass of some aperitif. But it was his eyes!

His eyes, when Margo camein, glanced idly at her--the way aman like Jary Du Neuf will



automaticaly glance at any woman when she enters aroom--and turned back to watch the
sinuous, half-naked singer who undulated on the small stage at the end of the long room. Margo
took her seat, ordered her Pernod, and watched Jary Du Neuf. The key wasin his eyes--fanatic
eyes. They were not the eyes she would have expected in such aman. She would have been
prepared for large, luminous eyes; or calculating eyes; or weak, sensua eyes. But the eyes of
Jary Du Neuf were those of a cold fanatic. They were eyes of stedl, deep-set and more than half
insane. There was aglow to the man's eyes, an inner glow that had nothing to do with the
undulating femae he watched how. They were eyesthat showed that the mind behind them was
not al in this cafe, was not concerned only with the female bdly in front of him, was, infact,
little concerned with anything that was outsde the fanaticism of hismind.

Du Neuf was nervous, and yet there was more. The Algerian was keyed-up. Hislong fingers
played with his drink. He watched the singer-dancer, but he watched with a distracted face. From
time to time he looked around the room as if expecting someone. Margo sat quietly, drinking her
Pernod and watching the floor show. The sinuous singer-dancer gave way to a scrawny young
man who sang in nasa French and clutched the microphone. Margo watched him asif hewere
good, and continued to observe Jary Du Neuf from the corner of her eye. The adolescent Snger
finished hiswailing and | eft the stage. He was replaced by a piano player. Margo glanced at Jary
Du Neuf. She sat dert. The Algerian had hdf risen at histable. A smal man gpproached him.
She could not see the face of the small man. Jary Du Neuf was excited and yet deferential. The
Algerian dmost bowed as he indicated that the small newcomer should sit down. The stranger
sat. And when he sat, Margo saw hisface. She did not recogni ze the face--but it was not aface
shewould ever forget. The face was small and flawless, with nothing to distinguish it except that
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it seemed to shinefaintly in thelight of the cafe. A smple, ordinary face--except that it did not
move. The small man sat, and Jary Du Neuf listened asif the man were talking, but the lips of

the small man did not move, the nose and eyes did not move. Thewhole face wasrigid, frozen,
asif made of plagtic!

Margo watched them asthey taked. Or, rather, asthe small newcomer talked and Jary Du

Neuf listened. The smal man wore agood but ordinary suit, his hands were dender and
expressive as he talked, but Margo could not take her eyes from the face that never moved. She
could not hear the man, the stranger speaking low to the eager Algerian, but theintengity of his
words were clear on Jary Du Neuf's face. Then, as she watched, the small stranger took an object
from his pocket and passed it to Jary Du Neuf. Margo tried to see what it was. She raised dightly
in her chair to get aglimpse. The object seemed to be some kind of large, white badge. Jary Du
Neuf put it into his pocket. Margo sat back. But she wastoo late. Her dight movement had
caught the eyes of the small man with therigid face. Margo saw the small man stare & her. He
seemed to stare for along time. Hisimmobile face showed no reaction, but behind the eye-holes
of the plastic face his eyes seemed to suddenly brighten. He turned and spoke casudly to Jary Du
Neuf. The Algerian looked at her briefly, and then looked away around the now crowded room
of the cafe. Margo watched them. She had a peculiar fedling that the small man with the plastic
face had recognized her, and yet she had never seen him before this. Whatever the case was, they
were dert, and Jary Du Neuf was studying the room to see who else might be there. Suddenly,
the small man was up and gone. Before Margo could move, the smal stranger was amost out of
the cafe. Margo watched him, and then turned back to her primary job--Jary Du Neuf was gone.
Margo jumped up. The Algerian was walking rapidly in the direction opposite to the direction

of the smal man. She had only amoment to make her decision. She bent over her ring. "Code
Ten, comein Marcd. Code ten. Follow small man with plastic face now leaving cafe. Wearing
grey suit, no hat, face does not move. A kind of mask."

Margo did not wait for an answer, Guyot would have the message. She left her table and

walked swiftly after Jary Du Neuf.



The Algerian dmost ran out through the halway that |ed to the side exit. Margo pursued him.
She bent and drew her small automatic from her stocking. Ahead, Du Neuf went through a
curtain and vanished. Margo followed and found hersdlf out in the dley that ran along the Sde of
the cafe. It was anarrow aley littered with debris and corroded garbage cans. Cats scampered
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for cover. Thedley was dark, the only light coming from two windows high up in the next
building, and from astreet lamp at the aley mouth. The night had turned misty now, andin the
aley Margo saw only hazy shadows. One of them moved toward the aley mouth. It wasthe
shape of Jary Du Neuf. The Algerian seemed intent only upon getting away. Margo pursued the
shadowy figure down the dley through the migt.

Suddenly there was firing ahead. Margo went to cover, her automatic ready. Jary Du Neuf

had vanished. A man stood a the mouth of the dley. Margo recognized the man as one of
Marcel Guyot's helpers. Then she saw Jary Du Neuf crouched in the cover of abreak inthe side
wall of thedley. The helper of Guyot came quickly into the dley with hispistol out. He had

seen Margo and was coming to her aid. The shots must have been fired by Du Neuf. Too late
Margo redlized that the agent coming to her aid did not see Jary Du Neuf. She shouted.

"Back! Get back! Take cover!"

Her shout, and Jary Du Neuf's shot, came at the same instant. The man had no chance. At the
shout he tarted to go down, and Du Neuf's bullet dammed into him. The man was hurled back
agang thedley wall and lay till. The aley became silent. Margo, in the cover of the garbage
can, searched for Du Neuf, but the man did not move again to reveal his position. He seemed to
do nothing. Margo crept through the mist of the aley toward where she had seen Du Neuf last.
She held her automatic ready, cocked, the safety off. She moved carefully, sllently, dl the skill

of her years of training with the Shadow effective now as she continued to stalk her manin the
dark migt of thedley. A faint breeze seemed to stir the sllence and mist. A breeze that blew the
mist away for amoment, and Margo saw that Du Neuf was not where he had been. Still
crouched low, she searched the alley with her eyes. She still saw nothing.

Thefaint breeze blew again.

Margo blinked, stared toward the far end of the alley where it opened into the dim Parisian
dreet. The faint breeze had blown the mist and she thought she had seen figures. Men coming
dowly and slently into the dley. And something e se--Jary Du Neuf standing far up the dley
and waiting for the men to join him. In the momentary clearing of the mist she saw them clearly
now--three men in black and Jary Du Neuf standing with them. For amoment they stood there
like atableaux againgt the street lamp behind them--then they were gone. The mist rolled back,
thicker, with the faint breeze blowing under it. But Margo had seen them, and they were Jary Du
Neuf'sfriends. Sheturned, till crouched in case they opened fire, and moved quickly back to the
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door she had come out through. She opened the door to go back inside until she could get help.
Only she did not open the door.

The door would not open.

The door was locked from theinside.

Her back to the locked door, Margo turned to face up the aley. Now she knew that it was a
trap. She moved away from the door and crouched again, her automatic ready. She bent her face
closeto her ring radio. "Mayday! Marcel, mayday! | am trapped in the aley to the lft of the
cafe. Four men in dley mouth, side door to cafe locked. Repesat, am trapped, mayday!™

Margo clicked off and waited for an answer. Then she stopped thinking about an answer. She
heard the voice of Marcel Guyot, but she did not hear the words. She was|ooking at the mist.
Low to the ground the mist was suddenly very thick--thick and apae yelow color. A pae
yelow thicknessin the mist coming rapidly toward her close to the ground. She felt her throat
suddenly congtrict. There was an odor--a sharp, yet pleasant odor. She began to cough.



Gadl

Quickly she pulled out her handkerchief and covered her mouth. She ran toward the rear of
thealey. Sheran sraight up to ahigh wall. A wall much too high to climb. Shelooked for
footholds, handholds, any flawsin thewall. There was nothing. Thewall rose smooth and
graight into the mist. The alley was adead end. She turned.

Already thethick yellow gas was cregping swiftly aong the ground toward her beneath the
mist. She began to cough again.

10

IN THE MIST Margo choked. Behind the mist, beyond the yellow cloud that moved closeto the
ground and then diffused up through the mist itself, Margo saw the shadowy figures. Shetried to
talk into her ring radio, but her voice would not come out in anything but a cough. Sheraised her
automatic. At least she could take some of them with her. Once shefired they would know
exactly where she was and would shoot her without waiting for the gas. At least it would be
quicker. Her finger tightened on the trigger, the smal automatic aimed at one of the shadowy
figures beyond the mist and the gas.
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The sound came from behind her, from behind and above.

Her finger continued to tighten on the trigger.

The sound came again, afaint scrape and then--a voice. Margo whirled, looked up as she
coughed in the mist and gas. She saw the looming black shape high on thewall that blocked the
dley.

"Quick, Margo!" the voice of The Shadow hissed down. An object dropped down. Margo
caught the gas mask--a specia mask developed by The Shadow himself, smdl enoughtofitina
pocket, and with atiny attachéd cylinder of oxygen. Margo, gasping now, put the mask on.
Instantly the pure oxygen went to work. Her coughing stopped, her vision cleared, she bresthed
eadly. The next ingtant The Shadow was beside her, holding her up asthe mask and oxygen
cleared her head and her straining chest. She clung to the black-garbed Avenger for along
moment. Then, the mask working, her mind and body ready again, she looked up at the shape of
her Chief misty in the dley. The Shadow was a macabre figure, more macabre than ever with the
amall gasmask hiding dl but hisfiery eyes. The burning eyes and the glowing fire-opd girasol
shone red through the mist. The great black shape of The Shadow seemed to blend into the mist
itsdf.

"Whereis Jary Du Neuf, Margo?' The Shadow said.

"There, with them on the other side of the gas,” Margo sald.

"Very wel. Marcd iswaiting behind them. | was with him, and came to you when we could

not contact you. Now . . ."

"l sent Marcd after the other man!™

"The manisclever, Margo. He eluded Marcel even before Marce received your message.”

"Y ou know who heis? That horrible plastic face?"

"I know him, Margo," The Shadow said grimly in the migt of thedley, "and we will meet

again. But now | want Jary Du Neuf. | want him dive, Margo, heisour only link to them.”
"Them?' Margo said.

"CYPHER, Margo," The Shadow said. "Our antagonist in the Santa Carla affair.”

"l remember,” Margo said.

"Thistime we must destroy them,” The Shadow intoned harshly. "Jary Du Neuf isour link. |
want him aive. Y ou have your gun ready, but do not kill him. Follow me through the gas.
Surprise should be on our sde.”
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Inthe mist of the dley the gas had risen high now. Through the gas and mist the vague shapes

of the four men began to move closer. They al wore gas masks, but the figure of Jary Du Neuf
was obvious--he wore the only street clothes among the black uniforms on the three other men.
The four men moved in carefully but with little caution. They knew the deadly nature of the gas
they had unloosed against Margo. They had dmost reached thewall, their eyes eagerly looking
for Margo's dumped and lifeless body. Instead, they saw the great black shape of The Shadow
burst from the mist and yellow gas like some mongter of the mist itsdf. They saw the billowing
cape that was like the wings of some giant bird. They saw the blazing eyes that seemed to burn
with an avenging and terrifying fire. They saw the chilling and macabre gas mask that made The
Shadow even more terrifying as he seemed to fly from the mist and swoop down upon them.
Thechilling laughfilled thedley.

For amoment the four men stood asiif parayzed.

Then they broke. They ran in the ingtant of sheer, unreasoned panic. They fled pell-mdl, for

that instant no longer the trained soldiersthey were. The greeat black shape, theweird laugh, the
mist of the aley, the sudden shock at being confronted by a chilling adversary where they had
expected only the dead body of awoman, broke them and they fled up the dley through the mist.
The Shadow bounded after them, his black cape billowing out, hiswild laugh pursuing them
through the night and mist of the aley. Behind The Shadow, Margo followed with her automatic
ready.

At the mouth of the dley Marcel Guyot jumped out into the path of the fleeing men and

opened fire. The shots went high over their heads--purposaly high, Marce did not know which
one of the men in gas maskswas Jary Du Neuf. Hefired to turn them, the way acowboy firesto
turn stampeding cattle.

They turned, started to run back, saw the bounding figure of The Shadow, and they stopped.

In that instant, miraculoudy, the panic left them. They stopped, stood their ground, raised their
weapons. But they were too late. The black-shrouded figure of The Shadow was among them.
Margo came up behind. Marcel Guyot ran in from the street. Marcel shot one of them dead in his
tracks. Margo shot a second. The Shadow's long arms crushed the other two into the mist of the
aley stones. Thelast to fall, under the quick hands of The Shadow, was Jary Du Neuf--knocked
down and out by asingle blow. A careful blow of The Shadow that stunned but did not kill.
Quickly, The Shadow bent and threw the unconscious Du Neuf over his shoulder. The threeran
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out of thedley. Marcd led them through the mist to histaxi. Momentslater there was nothing

on the misty street of the Latin Quarter, nothing in the silent dley, but the bodies and the
cautious people of the Quarter who came dowly out and gathered in silence at the dley mouth.
Far off the undulating horn of a Parisian police car began to sound. By the time the police
arrived, therewas nothing at al on the street or in the aley but the bodies and the mist.

In the hidden room of his Paris headquarters, The Shadow bent low over the unconscious

form of Jary Du Neuf. Hisfiery eyes glowed above the red-light of the fire-opa girasol ring on
hislong fingers. In hislong fingers he held a hypodermic needle. Behind him, Margo Lane stood
inthe dim light of the sllent room. Margo held the switch of atape recorder. Marcel Guyot stood
to her right in front of the open window that showed the dark and misty Parisian night above the
roofs of the city.

In the silence, The Shadow plunged the hypodermic syringe into the bared arm of Jary Du

Neuf. The Avenger handed the empty syringe to Marcel. Margo moved closer. Where helay on
the bed, Jary Du Neuf moaned and began to stir. The Shadow stood above the Algerian, hisfiery
eyes concentrated like burning coals on the moaning form of the man. Marcel Guyot leaned
forward. Jary Du Neuf opened his eyes and looked up into the hawklike face of The Shadow. For



amoment there wasterror in the fanatical eyes of the Algerian. Then the eyes hardened, his
memory returned, and Jary Du Neuf stared without flinching up at the glowing eyes of The
Shadow. The Avenger's voice was low, hard.

"How long have you belonged to CY PHER, Jary Du Neuf?'

The Algerian said nothing.

"When you could not achieve your plans, you joined CY PHER, Jary Du Neuf, an

organization dedicated to dl that isevil in man!”

Du Neuf did not answer. The handsome Algerian's fanatic eyes stared up, hisbody straining
asif toforce hisbody to anger.

"Y ou met a Section Director tonight,” The Shadow went on, hislow voice rdentless. "1 know
the Section Director. | know what you arel”

Behind The Shadow, Margo stood with the control to the tape recorder in her hand. The
Algerian looked at her, and helooked at Marcel Guyot. Therewas a coldnessin Du Neuf's
fanatic eyes as helooked at Guyot, asif he recognized thetaxi driver and felt only hatred for the
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man he now knew was an agent of The Shadow. Then his eyesreturned to The Shadow who
loomed over him. Hisface reddened with the effort to make himsdf angry. The Shadow |leaned
down.

"You will tell me, Jary Du Neuf. | can make you tdl meadl | need to know! What isthe

project you are working on for CY PHER? | know you were there when two killings took place.
Why were those men killed? What is behind it? Why did the killerskill men they did not know?"
Du Neuf spoke for thefirgt time. The Algerian laughed ashort, crud laugh.

"You will learn nothing! Weweretold of you. A man in black who has strange powers. Yes, |
know of you. But you will learn nothing! Nothing!™

Thelaugh of The Shadow echoed through the silent room above Paris. Outside through the
window the night was dark and the lights of the city were diffused in the migt.

"I will learn dl you know, Jary Du Neuf," The Shadow intoned. "Y ou force your body to
become angry, you think you will die and escape. No! Y ou will not die! Y our destruct will not
work, Jary Du Neuu!"

The Shadow's laugh rang through the room.

Jary Du Neuf paled. "Not work? How . . ." The Algerian laughed. ™Y ou have removed it?
When?Youfool, doyou. . ."

The Shadow pointed to the Algerian's chest. "It is not removed! Look!"

Jary Du Neuf looked at his chest. There was no bandage, no wound. Now hisfanatical eyes
became scared, puzzled. He looked up at the mocking, hawklike face of The Shadow. He looked
at Margo where she stood expressionless. Helooked at Marcel Guyot. Then helooked again at
the burning eyes of the Avenger.

"Not . .. removed? Then | will diebeforel tdl .. ."

"NO!!" The Shadow's voice boomed out in the silent room. "No, Jary Du Neuf, you will not
die, and you will tdl! | have injected you with a counteractant! Y our destruct works on therise
of your blood pressure, you know that. Y ou are programmed to resst my questions, and when
you resist your blood pressurerises. But | have injected you with asolution that will not alow
your blood pressure to rise! The destruct will not work! Now you will tell mewhat | must
know!"

Jary Du Neuf blinked, stared. "It . .. will not . . . work? No, you lie! It must work! We can
never tell! We. . ."
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'T'héAIgerim stopped. His stammering voice went silent. He looked up into the glowing eyes
of The Shadow. Hefelt the power that reached like an dectric current from the mind of the
black-garbed Avenger into hismind. A stream of power, rigng and fdling like an inexorable



river. A cloud flowing from the mind of The Shadow into, through, over the frantic mind of Jary
Du Neuf. A cloud of power that settled softly, gently over the mind of the Algerian. A mist that
enclosed, enfolded, sapped the will of the fanatic CY PHER man, until he lay there on the small
bed with no more power to resist, quiet, calm and staring up at the hawklike face of The Shadow.
The cloud that rested on and in hismind seemed to hold him, hisbrain and hiswill, in the palm

of some great hand. Helay ill, hismind no longer in control of hisbody. The Shadow |eaned
closer, hisfiery eyes stabbing deep into the clouded brain of the Algerian.

"Y ou are amember of CY PHER?"'

"y es"

"Your rank?'

"Senior Trooper, Assistant Area L eader, Western Europe.”

"Who isthe Section Director?'

"Section Director 6, Location Z," Jary Du Neuf said.

The Shadow's eyes bored through the clouded brain of the Algerian. The eyes of the Avenger
werelike asharp jolt of current to the clouded mind, and the Algerian jerked convulsively where
he lay. But he said no more, and The Shadow |ooked at Margo. The woman nodded--CY PHER
was careful, organized. Section Director 6, Location Z, was al Jary Du Neuf could tell about the
small man with the plastic face--it was dl he knew. The Shadow bent close again.

"Why wereyou at the scenes of thekillings?'

"That was my pogt. | carried the tools. Subject wastold to take histools from me."

"Tools?'

"One bomb, one pistol,” Jary Du Neuf said.

"Y ou were ingructed to give these tools to the killers? Y ou knew who the killers were?"

"No, | did not know. I did not give the tools to them. | was assigned to a spot and they took
thetoolsfromme."

"They found you?' The Shadow said quickly.

"y es"

"Y ou neither knew them nor contacted them?”
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"No. That was part of the project,” Jary Du Neuf explained.

The Shadow's voice was stern. "What project? What isthe project that requireskillingsall

over the world?'

Jary Du Neuf blinked where he lay, brushed his hands across his eyes. "The presentation, the
product brochure. Section 6 formulated the visua brochure as the presentation for forma bids.”
"Formal bids?' The Shadow said. "Bidsfor what?"

Jary Du Neuf opened his mouth, but he never spoke. His blank eyes seemed to turn asif

drawn. The Algerian looked toward the open window of the hidden room above the French
capita. He blinked again, the cloud on his mind blocking him momentarily from the present. But
the fear broke through. Terror showed in the eyes of Jary Du Neuf. The Algerian haf-rose on the
bed, opened his mouth again to speak, but al that came out was a strangled croak. The Shadow
whirled. Margo turned. Marcel Guyot jumped away from the window and began to turn.

The volley of shots ripped through the open window and into the body of Jary Du Neuf.

The bulletsripped deadly and accurate across the chest and belly of the Algerian. He

screamed only once. He lay sprawled in apool of widening blood that dripped from the bed to
thefloor.

In abound, The Shadow was at the window. His automatic wasin his hand. Outside,

suspended in the night sky of the French capita, was aman in ablack uniform with the white
circleof CYPHER on the breast. The man seemed to float there, his submachine gunin his hand.
On hisback wasasmal, one-man jet flying belt. Now, as The Shadow reached the window, the
man fired another burst from his submachine gun. He touched the controls on hissmal jet belt



and zoomed away up into the night. Hislast burst sprayed the hidden room of The Shadow, but
hit nothing. The Shadow grimly raised his automatic and fired four quick, accurate shots. Inthe
sky, the night mist of Paris, the man dumped. For another few secondsthe jet belt carried him
higher and away to the right. Then, the controls gone from hislimp fingers, the belt ot direction
and began to dide Sdeways down the misty sky. Thelifelessbody of the killer plummeted to
earth and smashed into the Side of abuilding. The belt caught on aprojection, and the CYPHER
killer hung therein the sllent night, swinging as hisjets dowly ran down.

The Shadow turned back into the room. Margo and Marcel Guyot were bending over the
body of Jary Du Neuf. As The Shadow joined them, Margo looked up. She shook her head.
"He's dead, Chief. Hit four times. He didn't say anything more."
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"They found usl" Marcd Guyot sad, hisvoice incredulous.

"Yes," The Shadow said, "they found us. They have an efficient organization. We must
abandon these headquarters at once.”

"What about Du Neuf?' Margo said.

"Marce will dispose of the body,” The Shadow said. "Take it somewherein the city and
leaveit for the police. They will not be sad to find it. | doubt if there will be much investigation.
But firdt, you reported that the smal man gave him something.”

Margo nodded. "Yes, | saw it."

The Shadow bent and searched the body of the Algerian. Hislong fingers brought out alarge
white plastic button, and asmall engraved card--the button clipped over the card. The Avenger
held the card benegth the light. Its messagewas smple. | read: Presentation for Bids, Hong
Kong, April 27, 1966. Admit One.

"April 27," Margo read. "The day after tomorrow."

"Yes, Margo, and Jary Du Neuf wasto deliver this card to someone.”

Margo looked at the white plastic badge. She read the label in green on the white surface.
"Royd Jade Exhibition. April 25to April 29."

"The Royd Jade Exhibition, and it must bein Hong Kong," The Shadow said softly. "This
badge will serveto identify aperson invited, Margo. It will be aspecia badge of somekind.
Whoever Jary Du Neuf was to contact would wear this badge and appear at the Royal Jade
Exhibition."

"Hewon't bethere," Margo said.

"No, Margo, but The Shadow will be!"

The black-garbed Avenger laughed once, hisweird laugh ringing out over the misty French
capital. Then he motioned to Marcel Guyot, and the three of them left with the body of Jary Du
Neuf.

11

SOME HOURS |ater that night the Paris police found the body of Jary Du Neuf on the
promenade above the Seine near the Pont Neuf. They were conscientious, and they searched
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diligently for clues. Another group of police found the body hanging againgt the building in St-
Germain-des-Pres. A taxi driver, Marcel Guyot, booked aroom in arespectable, middle-class
hotel for two friends who would arrive in Parislater. An Ellen Morgan, secretary to Henry
Arnaud, booked, by telephone, two seats on the early morning jet to Hong Kong.

The police found no cluesto the killer of Jary Du Neuf, nor did Interpol who was more than
interested in the death of the notorious Algerian. They worked hard for some weeks, but, in the
end, they were forced to regard the case as only another unsolved murder of aman who had been



amog certain to end that way. The body hanging on the building aso joined the unsolved file.
The uniform he wore was unfamiliar to the Paris palice, so they assumed that they were dedling
with another splinter underground anti-De Gaulle group, and remained dert but not optimistic
that they would ever solve the matter.

Marcd Guyot's friends somehow managed to reach their room in the middle-class hotel

without any one seeing them. The desk clerk was annoyed, but he trusted Marcel and let the
matter go. The reservation for Ellen Morgan and Henry Arnaud was duly confirmed, and the jet
to Hong Kong waited for dawn. In theroom in the hotel, the "friends’ of Marcel Guyot dept
briefly, and then went to work to become Ellen Morgan and Henry Arnaud. Marce Guyot
waited on guard in the street below the hotel. No one noticed a deeping taxi driver on aParis
dreet. In the room of the hotel, Margo, dready in the guise of Ellen Morgan, watched the
familiar face of Lamont Cranston change into the face of Henry Arnaud.

"Then CYPHER isbehind dl the murders and other crimes?' Margo said.

"They are, Margo," Cranston said. "They probably think that Cranston is dead, and possibly
The Shadow aso. It depends on how fast they learn, and put together, what has happened here
tonight.”

"Y ou think they will leearn?"

"They will learn, Margo," Cranston said grimly. "I do not underestimate them."

"What do we know, Lamont? That the crimes are for some presentation, for bids?"

"And that the brochure for bidswill be presented at Hong Kong."

"To men with cards and badges like the one Jary Du Neuf was carrying,” Margo said.

"Yes, Margo, and the Senior Trooper woman in New Y ork mentioned that she had made
contacts. | think therewill be many men with badgesin Hong Kong."
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Crangton stood in the room in the clothes of Henry Arnaud. The well-known financier was

not as conservative as Crangton, and the suit he wore for atrip to Hong Kong was alight tan silk
of expensive and modern cut. Arnaud, who had extensive interestsin South America, was known
to wear expensive clothes of aLatin American cut. The financier made many tripsto far-off

parts of the world, and, unlike Lamont Cranston, had areputation of liking to make sharp
business dedls and quick killings. Hisinterest in gems, and jade, was dso well known. Now, as
he finished dressing, Cranston inserted the black garb of The Shadow into its hidden pockets
insde hissuit. Arnaud, too, was, after dl, only another of the ater-egoes of The Shadow. Then
Cranston sat down before his specia makeup kit.

"We know one morething, Margo,” Cranston said as he went to work on hisface. "That Jary
Du Neuf was the source of the weapons those killers used. Somehow, men who had no intention
of killing anyone were made to kill, and instructed where they could find the proper weapon. The
same thing happened in Berlin. Men who do not know they areto kill will not have weapons.
Somehow, they were ingtructed to kill and find wegponsin the same way!"

"But how, Lamont?'

"That wewill learnin Hong Kong," Cranston said grimly.

Crangton bent over his special makeup case. With hismirror in front of him, he went to work.
Henry Arnaud was ataler man than Lamont Cranston, and Cranston now put the specid built-up
shoes onto hisfeet. In amatter of seconds, with special putty and the secret fluid from a
hypodermic needle injected beneath the skin of his nose, the broken and broad nose of Henry
Arnaud appeared. (Arnaud's nose, as everyone knew, had been broken in an early boxing career.)
A specid bridge, designed to stretch the amazingly dastic muscles of The Shadow's face,
seemed to elongate the face and hollow the cheeks. The result was the gaunt face of Henry
Arnaud. Invisible tape at the corner of the left eye made the eye droop downward. Instant dye of
aformuladeve oped in the laboratory by The Shadow himsdlf, turned Cranston's greying hair
into the amost white hair of Arnaud. Finaly, clenching hisfist and narrowing hisleft hand with



the plasticity of bone and snew learned from hisyears of yoga, he dipped on the ugly atificid
hand, the reported result of losing hisleft hand in an automobile accident twenty years ago. He
closed the case, and stood up.

"Good," Margo said, smiled a her Chief.
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Crangton, as Arnaud, smiled once to the woman, and then he became Henry Arnaud, aman
who smiled seldom. A tall, gaunt-faced man with a broken nose, adrooping left eye, dmost
snow-white hair, and the ugly meta hooks of hisartificid hand. His shrewd eyesreveded a
cleverness that had made him such afeared man in abusiness dedl--eyes that were so different
from the hooded, impassive eyes of Lamont Cranston, so much colder than thefiery eyesof The
Shadow. Arnaud was known as astrong and silent man who had few friends and who lived for
business. He was just the man who might be contacted for someillegal proposition by CY PHER.
When he spoke, his voice was gruff and harsh.

"Widll, then | suggest we get to work, Ellen?”

"Yes, gr," Ellen Morgan said. Margo immediately and automatically assumed the proper
persondlity to go with her disguise as Ellen Morgan, even as Cranston assumed the proper
persondity to go with the face and figure of Henry Arnaud.

Arnaud looked at hiswatch. "I think it is about time, then. Are you sure we have left no clues
to our presence in thisroom?"

"Yesdr," thedisguised Margo said.

"Good. Marce will beready to take usto the airport. | want to be there early to watch the
other arrivals." Arnaud picked up his attaché case--a case that redlly contained many of the
secret wegpons of The Shadow--and led the way from the room. They went down the elevator
and out acrossthe lobby. By now the clerk was a different man, he only glanced idly at them as
they passed. No one else even saw them. Outside, Arnaud raised his artificial hand hooks and
seemed to be fortunate to flag down a passing taxi. Thefinancier got in followed by his
secretary, Ellen Morgan. Marcel Guyot drove off without waiting to be told whereto go. They
were not followed.

They arrived at the airport just before the jet to Hong Kong was due to load.

Parislay below them in the morning sun, the mist of the night before burned off now. But

Henry Arnaud and Ellen Morgan were not watching the city asit faded out of sight behind. They
were watching their fellow passengers.

Most of the passengers were gpparently normal tourists, mostly going only asfar asthefirst
scheduled stop: Geneva. There were the usud businessmen, afew returning Indians and Turks
going farther than Geneva, and the many tourists. But there were three men that Arnaud and
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Ellen Morgan watched closely. One was atall man, apparently French, who carried asmall
briefcase he never let out of hishands. He sat with the case on hislap. Hisface wasthin, with a
long scar on the left cheek. From time to time he glanced with contempt at the other passengers.
In the seat next to the tall, scarred man there was athin, dert-eyed young man with a suspicious
bulge under his suit coat. The man with the scar spoke to no one, looked straight ahead asif he
weredoneinthegiant jet.

"Y ou recognize him?' Ellen Morgan said.

Arnaud nodded. "Y es. Jacques Duvd, president of the largest French munitions and wegpons
catd.”

"We don't know that he's going to Hong Kong," the disguised Margo said.

"No," Arnaud said, "but wewill."

"The other two?'

"I don't know them, but | know the type,” Arnaud said grimly.



They sat forward. Thefirst man was small and swarthy, a dark-skinned man with the precise
manner of adiplomat. He wasimpeccably dressed in the ol d-fashioned manner of the diplomats
of new countriesin under-developed areas. He continually looked at hiswatch asif he had an
important appointment the next ten minutes, and yet the jet was not even due in Genevafor some
hours. He was nervous and grim. Every time he felt someone looking at him he attempted to
appear elaborately casual, engrossed in a French magazine he carried on his lap. The second man
was very different, and yet the same. Obvioudy American, he was aburly man who smoked
long, thin cigars one after the other. He paid no attention at dl to hisfellow passengers. He
carried aminiature tape recorder and continualy spoke into the microphone. In hislap there was
awriting pad, and often, before he dictated to his tape recorder, he wrote on the pad, appeared to
be doing caculations. From time to time he, too, looked at his watch, and then out the window of
thejet asif to seeif the jet were on time. Both men, the burly American and the swarthy little
diplomat, looked at their fellow passengers asif they wereinsects, asif they did not exi<t.

"l think we will have their company dl theway, Ellen,” Henry Arnaud said.

The disguised Margo glanced out the window. The great massif of Mont Blanc wasin sight,

the snow gtill thick on the giant pesk.

"Here's Geneva,” she said. "WEell soon know something." Arnaud nodded, and watched the

great mountain asthe jet banked high near the peak to start its approach to the Swiss city.
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The next stop was Rome.

With Genevabehind, Arnaud and Ellen Morgan glanced at each other. The three men were

gtill aboard, il silent and detached from the rest of the passengers. Many Itaians had boarded
at Geneva, and many of the blunt and efficient Swiss businessmen on their way to the Italian
capital to do business with their more volatile neighbors. The tourists ftill crowded the jet,
peering out the windows at the Alps spread out below. And one more tight-lipped man had
joined the other three. A smallish man with the same air of silent power the others had. And join
was not the right word. The four men had no connection, never spoke nor looked at each other,
but they had recognized each other the way atiger dways knows another tiger even in the dark
or in some strange disguise. The four men were tigers, and they were aware of each other, but
they gave no sgn. They gave no Sgn, either, that they were dl aware of thefifth, thefifth grim
man of perhaps grimmer business--Henry Arnaud.

With Genevabehind, the plains of Italy and the great valey of the Po spread out beneath the
clouds below, the four men and Henry Arnaud continued to ride the jet in isolated silence. All
around them the tourists and the simpler passengers chattered and enjoyed themsdlvestotaly
unaware of the five grim and arrogant men in their midst who never chattered and rarely enjoyed
themsdves. Their enjoyment came not from the pleasures of life, but from the manipulation of
life; not from love and agood time, but from power, from the sense of power held in their hands.
Thetourists, the ordinary people, the smple men of business, knew nothing of this. If they had,
they might not have been so happy or so eager asthe jet circled for itslanding in Rome.

At Rome, two more men of power joined the flight. Two more men who did not board a plane
either eagerly or nervoudy or proudly or happily. They boarded the jet asif they did not know
the jet wasthere, asamatter of smpleroutine, hardly aware of what their bodies did in the
intense preoccupation of their minds. Two men who walked quickly to the jet, but stopped at
least once for onelast hurried and serious conference with assistants who trotted with them all
the way to thejet. Assistants who, when the doors of the jet closed, turned without asmile or
wave and hurried, back the way they had come on some errand of great importance.

"I know that one, Ellen," Henry Arnaud said.
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The man Arnaud knew was small and stocky, a midget bear of a man with the swarthy face of
Southern Itdy, of Sicily. The man saw and immediately assessed the other five the instant he
boarded, but he gave no sign of awareness. He took his segt, opened an Itaian newspaper, and
began to read. Beside him, atall man who had boarded with him but had said not one word to
him, sat dert and watchful. Thistall man kept hishand in his pocket, and the socky man himsdlf
carried afaint bulge beneath hisleft arm. Hewasthefirst of the tight-lipped travelersto be
armed. There was areason.

"Tucc Stefano,” Arnaud said quietly to Ellen Morgan. "The onewith himis Aretino, a
bodyguard.”

"Stefano? The Mafia Chief?' Ellen said.

Arnaud nodded. "He may be the top man of theworld, but heisat least known to be top man
in Naples. | have encountered Stefano before, but not as Arnaud, luckily. I would say that Hong
Kong becomes more important every stop we make."

The second man who joined the company of power men at Rome was of a different stamp.
Sender, smal-boned, dmost girlish, he wore the most expensive of fashionable clothes. Unlike
the others he was neither tight-lipped nor unsmiling. He smiled to everyone, glided up theaide
to hisseat in an auraof perfume. Behind him there was a uniformed man who carried apicnic
basket which clearly contained the dapper man's food and drink--the girlish man obvioudy not
willing to accept the fare of thejet. In his seat the dender fashion-plate beamed at anyone who
looked at him, and made continua witty remarksto everyonein general. He made the tourists
laugh. He did not make the tight-lipped men laugh. They had seen hiseyes. The eyes of the
dapper man were neither girlish nor laughing--they were cold, calculating, dert and totaly
hidden from the observation of others. Hisface and figure were girlish and laughing, but his eyes
hid hismind, and his mind was neither girlish nor laughing. The other sx watched him more
than they watched each other--they knew avery dangerous man when they saw one.

And he watched them. The girlish man missed nothing dl the way from Rometo Istanbul by
way of Athens.

Firg the Adriatic spread below, Y ugodavia off to the North, then it was the Aegean Seaand
the Mediterranean, and finally the minarets of Istanbul. At Istanbul Ellen Morgan and Henry
Arnaud left the jet to walk. Ellen disappeared to report the descriptions of the men on the jet to
Burbank in New Y ork. Arnaud watched his fellow travelers, but they did nothing suspicious.
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The jet was changed to anew plane, and when it took off on the next leg there were two more
tight-lipped men aboard, silent with their secret power.

Through the long night the jet flew, asilence settling over the passengers asif they some how

had begun to recognize the type of men who were becoming more and more numerous on the jet
asit flew closer to Hong Kong. At Karachi asingle, dark-skinned man joined the company of
tigers. Arnaud recognized this man too. Azid Ayub Singh, the Sikh financier and fanatic
proponent of Sikh nationalism. At Calcutta the two men were both Indians, one the violent
Modem advocate of Indian war with the Chinese People's Republic to the north, Kalyan Roy. At
Singapore the last man joined the group who were now only too aware of each other. Thislast
was perhaps the most infamous, Generalissmo Wu Teng, former warlord of al eastern China
and for many years aman without either country or friends in the nations of the world, but not a
man without either money or power.

Theslenceinthe great jet was asthick astheice of Antarcticaasthejet findly circled for

Hong Kong. The tightlipped men of silent power al watched each other. No one spoke. Even the
girlish Italian dropped his act asthe jet circled theidand colony and began to descend. His cold
face dowly smiled as he looked at al the grim visages around him. The jet touched down, and

all the slent men gathered their briefcases and tape recorders and prepared to leave. Asthey
stood, each man reached into his pocket and brought out alarge, white plastic button that read



Royal Jade Exhibition. Each man pinned the button to hislapel. No one looked at anyone else as
they filed off the jet.
Henry Arnaud, hiswhite button affixed to hislapd, was the last one off.
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IN THE HOTEL suite reserved for Henry Arnaud and Ellen Morgan, the gaunt-faced financier
held hissmal communicationsring in the hooks of hisartificia hand.

"Report!"”

The voice of Burbank came from far-off in the dim bluelight of the secret communications
room hidden behind the plush office of Lamont Cranston high above Park Avenue.
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"l dentification has been made of al passengers on thejet to Hong Kong. Jacques Duvdl, as
reported. The smal, swarthy man is Jahpeth Kedda, War Minister of Zambaa. The burly
American is Mike Haywood, President of Haywood Arms Corp., often suspected of supplying
armsto anyone who will pay. The man who boarded in Genevais Helmut Gresh, Managing
Director of Interarm, aweapons company. Tucci Stefano you know. The other man from Rome
is Fabian D'Paoli, reputed to be the head of an international group of paid assassins. Kemel Anat
and Colongl Adul Natuion are the two who boarded at I stanbul, both are suspected of heading
antigovernment forcesin their countries. The man you did not know in Cacutta seemsto be
Razid Ben Jokar, aleader of anti-Chinese movementsin Sinkiang Province. Generd Teng you
know."

"Very good, Burbank. Isthat al?!

"Y es. No further progress on the McBride affair here. Nothing was found in the wrecked

barge except some bodies, al unidentified.”

"Signing off," Arnaud said.

In the elegant suite of the plush Hong Kong hotdl, Arnaud sat for atime in thought. The

names Burbank had reported were alist of the silent power of the world--all men with a purpose
that was violent. A ministry of violence was gathered in Hong Kong, and they were not gathered
to attend the Royd Jade Exhibition. There was only one way to learn what they were gathered to
attend. Arnaud turned to Ellen Morgan.

"Ellen, inthe morning | will attend the session of the Royd Jade Exhibition. | want you to

remain out of Sght, away from me, and away from this suite. In case anything should go wrong,
they would comefor you. They must not find you. But keep watch on me, there might be need
for help.”

"The badge should get you in," the disguised Margo said.

"Yes, but they are clever people. Thereisno way to be sure whether or not they know that

Jary Du Neurf failed to deliver the badge and invitation to the proper person. There has been little
time, it should be safe for meto attend, but just in case | want you watching.”

"I'll watch," Ellen Morgan said.

"Good. Now | suggest some deep. We may have need for dl our strength tomorrow.”

"Will you go armed?’
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"| think not, Ellen, they will be careful,” Arnaud said. "If thereistrouble, The Shadow will
handleit. Now we must deep. Tomorrow will bealong day.”

The Royal Jade Exhibition wasin one of thelargest hotels on theidand of Hong Kong. At
precisely ten o'clock that morning, Henry Arnaud strode through the hotel 1obby and presented
his badge of admission at the door to the exhibition hdl. The guard took his name, gave him the



exhibition literature, and bowed him into the hall.

The hdl was, even at this early hour, crowded. People wearing the white plastic badges

milled among each other and in front of the glass casesthat displayed the most breathtaking jade
Arnaud had ever seen. But he was not here to admire jade. He took a cup of tea, and wandering
casudly around the crowded room pretending to inspect the jade on display. But he was
watching the people. He saw many of the faces from the jet. Apparently many of hisfelow
passengers were eager and anxious, too.

And there were many faces who had not been on the jet from Paris, but which he
recognized--faces from the countries behind the Iron Curtain, and they were not standing as
friends. Thiswas adog-eat-dog affair. Still, most of the peoplein the hdl of the exhibition were
legitimately thereto look at jade. Somehow the people who had been invited to Hong Kong by
CYPHER, and who had come, it seemed, eagerly, had to be identified and then contacted.
Arnaud did not think that the CY PHER meeting would be held in thishotel, or anywhere near.
For an hour Arnaud drank coffee and ingpected jade, holding two lengthy conversationswith
Chinese businessmen anxiousto sdll their jade, especidly to aman with Arnaud'sfinancia
connections, but aso trying very hard not to look anxious. Arnaud enjoyed thetalk, he truly
admired good jade, and considered making an actua deal. The Chinese were delighted. So
ddighted that they went to find a colleague they wanted in on any ded because, asit happened,
he had more jade artifacts than any of them. While he waited, and listened to the Chinese,
Arnaud glanced around the hall. He came dert at once. There were noticeably fewer meninthe
hall!

Arnaud carefully studied the faces--many of the missing were those who had been with him
onthejet! Still talking to the eager jade sdlesmen, Arnaud watched the hal. They wereleaving
very carefully. So far he had seen no contact, and they were trying to match their leaving with
the arrival of legitimate jade lovers. Only for abrief moment had the lessening of the crowd been
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s0 noticeable. Now it was again afull crowd, and Arnaud bowed to the third Chinese who had
finally been located and brought while he let his glance study every corner of the room. He had
concluded his dedl, the Chinese were ecstatic, when he saw the first contact. A small,
nondescript, but impeccably dressed Chinese gpproached the American Mike Haywood.
Haywood bent to listen, straightened quickly, and then casualy strolled from the room with the
small Chinese agood ten feet behind him. Both men left the room and disappeared acrossthe
lobby. Arnaud, still accepting the thanks of the Chinese with whom he had done business, waited
and observed very carefully. He saw the small Chinese hovering not far away. He managed to
extricate himsdlf from the profusely grateful Chinese jade merchants, and wandered away
toward a showcase where he stood nearly adone. He felt rather than saw the small Chinese beside
him.

"You will not look a me. Y ou will leave through the lobby, across the Sde entrance. Y ou will

be met there,"

Arnaud nodded, turned, and walked casudly from the exhibition hall. The contact was made.

In the lobby he strode across to the Side entrance, aware that the small Chinese was il

behind him. At the Side entrance a European stood reading the newspaper. Arnaud passed him,
began to turn to locate the Chinese. The European spoke without either looking at Arnaud or
raisng his head from his newspaper.

"Don't turn. Wak down the block to the left. Walk into the aley behind the hotdl. Keep

walking until contacted.”

Arnaud walked to hisleft dong the block teeming with the people of Hong Kong. No one
noticed himin such acrowd. He reached the mouth of the aley that ran behind the hotel. He
turned into the dley and walked adong it. He walked dowly, but nothing happened al theway to
the other end. Arnaud smiled to himsdlf. They wereindeed careful--the aley wak was for



nothing more than to be sure he was not being followed closely enough to cause them any
trouble, He knew nothing would happen until he reached the other end of the alley. But when he
did he saw at once the two men waiting just out of sight. One of them stepped to him. The other
went behind him.

"You understand, sir," thefirst one said.

The second quickly blindfolded him, and he felt them both guide him politely but firmly into

the open door of acar that pulled up that instant. The car doors closed and it immediately drove
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off. Arnaud was aware that the car had curtains drawn across the windows as a double
precaution, and to prevent any of the millions of Hong Kong growing curiousif they happened

to look in and see a blindfolded man. And for atime the car moved dowly, the noise of traffic
and people dl around it. They were till driving through the downtown area of Hong Kong. After
atime the noises lessened and the car drove faster, but for a short distance. The car stopped, and
Arnaud was helped out. He was waked for some fifty yards, and then he heard the sound of
water.

Hefdlt soft earth, heard the sound of water, and then felt the yielding wood of a deck beneath
hisfeet. He was walked carefully forward and then asked to Sit. He sat down in some kind of
comfortable chair. He could fed that he was not alone. Others sat in chairs near him, probably
aso blindfolded. The wait was short, he guessed that he wasthe last on this particular boat. The
engines of the boat started, and the boat moved away. They were powerful engines, two of them
by the sound, and the boat moved swiftly, water dgpping against the bow, spray lightly touching
Arnaud's face. He heard for afew minutes the sounds of other boatsin the crowded harbor of the
idand colony, and then the unmistakable fed of clearer water. The boat heaved and rolled but
continued on its steady course. With his acute sense of direction, Arnaud knew that they were
not heading for the mainland, not directly. Perhaps an hour passed, and then the boat began to
dow, made along, sweeping turn, and Arnaud felt the drop of the wind, the quieter water. They
were in the shelter of some land--probably an idand, one of the many small idands closeto the
Chinese mainland, but still part of the Crown Colony.

The boat stopped, bumped against some kind of pier.

"Youwill dl please remove your blindfolds now," apolite voice said.

Arnaud removed his blindfold. He saw that the man beside him was the American, Mike
Haywood. The man on his other side was a sullen-looking man he did not know, but who, from
the cut of hissuit, was aRussian. There were ten other men on the powerful launch. Arnaud
knew only two more: Tucci, the Maffia Leader; and Duvd, the French munitions maker. One of
the men was awoman--asmal, dender woman with ddlicate olive features and who spoke
softly to the man beside her in Spanish. Her voice was soft, but her lipswere astight asthe
men'slips, and her eyeswere cruel. Arnaud did not recognize her. But he recognized the woman
who stood on the dock with two men. The woman, and the two men, wore the black uniform
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with the white circle of CY PHER. She was the same woman who had been on the barge-Senior
Trooper. Now she stepped forward.

"Thank you for coming, gentlemen, and lady," with abow to the Spanish woman. ""We think
you will dl find it more than worthwhile. There are two more boatl oads to come, and in the
meantime we thought you would like to freshen up in the main house. We are completely at your
disposd until thetime for the presentation. Anything you would like, fedl freeto ask for it. Now,
if youwill follow me"

The woman, Senior Trooper, had spoken in English. The two men with her trandated into
Russian, French, Spanish and German. But it was clear that, with the exception of afew of the
Iron Curtain attendees, most of the company needed no trandations. They dl fl into line behind
the woman and began the steep climb from the pier. The climb was up aflight of stone steps. It



was steep but short, and Arnaud emerged with the others onto abroad lawn. The lavn wason a
doping plain above the sea across dmost the entire smal idand. It, the broad and immaculate
lawn, was hidden from al sides except the sky by athick screen of tall pines. From the sea, and
from the nearby mainland, theidand would look like al the other deserted, pine-grown mounds
of rock that dotted the area. From the air it would appear to be asmplewild meadow in the
center of trees--because the mansionlike house a the far end of the lawn was totally
camouflaged on top to seem no more than part of the rocky dliffs of theidand. Arnaud studied
the scene--another of CYPHER's totdly hidden headquarters, undetectable from anywhere, the
lawn large enough for hdlicoptersif not for jets.

"Thereisaroom for each of you in the house," the woman Senior Trooper said. "When you
have refreshed yourselves, you will find the bar on the ground floor in the west wing. Therewill,
of course, be abuffet in the bar for anyonewho is hungry. Y ou will find literature describing the
work of CYPHER in dl your rooms, fed freeto ask any of the staff any questions you may
have. We are in businessto serve you. The presentation itsalf will begin promptly at one o'clock
intheeast wing."

By the end of the Senior Trooper'stalk, the company had reached the house. Closeup,
Arnaud's keen eyes detected that the house was much more than it seemed. The walswere
heavy reinforced concrete as thick as abunker. Many of the windowswerefalse, there only to
cover machine gun and recoiless cannon emplacements. It was more afort than ahouse, and
Arnaud had a strong suspicion that it would be as hard to get out of asit looked like it would be
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to get into. But he was here to learn what was behind dl the seemingly usdless and sensdless
killings, and hefollowed dl the othersinto thelavish interior of the fortress house.

The lobby was dl chrome and color like a giant reception room. The bar, to the right, was

dark lesther and polished dark wood. A few of the guests turned straight into the bar, either
nervous or thirsty, but with no time now for their rooms. Arnaud looked to the left, but the east
wing was curtained off, and he decided to have alook at the rest of the house by going up to his
room. He saw little but a heavily carpeted corridor at the top of the curving flight of stairs. His
room was to the right on the second floor. He did see one thing--there were no windowsin the
corridor. In hisroom, left alone, he removed his coat and his shirt and walked to the bathroom to
wash up. He acted like a man with an important matter on his mind who wanted to do nothing
now but wash, because he was fairly certain that the room would be under scrutiny. It took the
disguised Avenger only amoment to locate the cameraeye. A smadl TV cameraset in an air duct
above the bed.

He continued his normal ablutions, but his eyes were studying the entire room. He saw other
vents--vents that were not needed for air, and he knew that aman could not escape from this
room if CYPHER did not want him to escape. The ventswere gasvents. A TV Camera, gas
vents, solid concrete walls twelve feet thick, doors of solid stedl, and no windows! Arnaud's keen
eyes saw that thewindows werefdse, dl thelight in the room was artificia. Therewere no
windows anywhere in the building. An impregnable fortress from outside, acomplete prison
ingde, and at the same time with dl the facilities and comforts of aresort hotd. CY PHER was
indeed an efficient organization. And for a second, his back to the camera, Arnaud's cold eyes
flashed with the indignant fire of The Shadow.

But there was no more to see now in the room, and he dressed and went downstairs and into
the bar. The group had expanded to some forty people now. There were many Arnaud had not
seen before. They were dl the same, mae and female--cold-eyed, tight-lipped, crud-faced men
and women who looked and talked and walked power and money. The leaders of violence of
every type. The hucksters of desth and profit. The cream of those who profited from the misery
and fear of theworld. They were from dl countries, of dl races. The outs and theins. All there
in an uneasy truce. They al wore the white badges, they were dl, now, drinking asif they stood



in some smple hotd in acapita of the world. There wasfood, and the men of power were eating
just like any other group of businessmen attending some conference or business meeting.
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Arnaud, sick to see them there like vultures hovering in the sky above the dead, pretended to join
them, pretended to be one of them, ate and drank and smiled the rare smiles they allowed
themsalves when some joke was offered. They were worse than vultures, far worse. The vulture
waits until aman is dead before he egts him, these men ate theliving, fattened from the misery

of theliving, created and perpetuated that misery. And they stood now in quiet conversation,
food in their mouths and drinksin their hands, exactly asthey would at any business mesting to
discuss the purchase of vacuum cleaners.

Which was, of course, exactly what was happening in the fortress house on the camouflaged
idand. A business meeting. Asif to prove this, agentle gong rang now, and two men stepped
quietly into the room. All eyesturned to look at the two men. One of the men was abig man
with the scars of combat on hisface. The other wastall and thin, with one hand gonein some
battle. The big man wore theinsgniaof the United States Specid Forces. Thetall, thin man
woretheinsgniaof SSPanzer Divisons. Both men wore the grey tunic and dim blue trousers
Arnaud now knew was the uniform of the highranking officers of CY PHER. The gold circle of
CYPHER gleamed on their breasts. The ribbons of their deserted countries shone on the fronts of
their tunics. Thetdl, thin man had the rank Arnaud recognized as the same asthat worn by the
man with the plastic face--Section Director. The rank of the big man he did not know, but he
learned in the next moment.

"Gentlemen,” the big man said. "We thank you for coming. | know it has been an arduous

trip, and | know how busy you al are. But I'm sure you appreciate the need for, shall we say, a
quiet meeting out of the, ah, public limdight?' The big man paused to let hisjoke get itslaugh.
"And | am sureyou will find it dl worthwhile. To introduce mysdlf, | am Sub-Commandant
Nine. The gentleman beside meis Section Director One. It isour honor, and our pleasure, to be
in charge of your welcome. Our Commandant would have been here himsdlf, but it isamatter of
policy that he never appearsin public. The program itsalf is under the direction of Section
Director Six, asmost of you know. If you will follow me, | think we are ready to Sart.”

The gathered men of power buzzed asthey followed the two CY PHER leaders. Arnaud went
with the others asthey dowly filed into the long room of the east wing.
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HENRY ARNAUD had seen rooms like the east wing a hundred times before, at ahundred
business mestings, under the direction of ahundred efficient advertisng agencies. Therewasthe
projector set up in the center of the room, the screen at the far end, the rows of chairs, the
product itself on afront table covered with acloth so that it could be unveiled in ablaze of
fanfare. There were the ashtrays on the chairs, the press release, the large photographic blow-ups
on the walls where everyone could see them. But there was a difference. The pressreleases were
not for the press, and the photographs on the wallswere al of amoment of death!

The enormous enlargements were adl pictures of the ingtant of murder, nation, robbery

and dl the other crimes that The Shadow had come here to find the cause of! His cold eyes
narrowed, he looked again at the Arab Prince and the thin face of Kurt Pieper in the instant the
youth had shot! Hewas gill staring at the photograph, a horrible ideabeginning to sink into his
brain, when therewas astir in the room and the smdll figure of the man with therigid plastic

face came quickly into the room, rubbing histhin handsin abusinesdike gesture. He walked to
the front of the room beside the screen, turned, and smiled at them all.



"Good! | seeyou al decided that the presentation might be worth along and uncomfortable
trip," the cold, crisp voice said. "Well, | think | can promise you that what you are about to
witness, the new product developed by CY PHER, will make you forget al about the trip, the
time, and the discomfort.”

The small Section Director paused for effect, to let hiswordssnk in. Hisrigid, horribly

shining plastic face looked dowly around the room. The dramawas set. Abruptly, his eyes, deep
behind the holesin the plastic mask that was his face, gleamed once, and he spun around. His
arm extended to where a black-uniformed CY PHER soldier now stood &t the projector.
"Gentlemen, you will now see our latest product at work. But firdt, let me present the product
itsdf.” With aflourish, the macabre little man drew the cloth from the object on the table beside
him. "The X-2!"

The object on the table was the size of asmall riflein length, with abarre aslargeasa

bazooka. 1t looked like nothing as much as an old-fashioned woman's hair dryer. It had arifle
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stock, apistol grip justin front of athick trigger. Wires showed that it was battery-operated. At
the muzzle end of the thick barrel was afunne-likeflare. It looked like asmall, deadly bazooka
with a place for awire-recorder spool!

The plastic-faced man nodded to the projectioni<t.

"If you please, Trooper."

The room went dark. The screen lighted up, and the film began to project. There was atitle,
Field Demonstrations of The X-2. There were detailed views of the small bazookalike
wegpon itsdlf. There was abrief section showing the weapon being easily handled by one man,
being carried up cliffs and across rooftops, being placed in a case about the size of acello case
and carried through busy city streets where no one even looked at it or the man carrying it. The
man with the plastic face began his commentary, hisvoice low and smooth, and yet carrying to
al corners of the room.

"Y ou will note the ease of portability, the way the X-2, inits casg, attracts no attention. That
isanimportant plus, you will al agree. Once assembled, it requires only ordinary batteriesto
operate.”

The film continued, and Henry Arnaud suddenly felt his skin begin to crawl, hishair sand on
end at the back of his neck. He knew now what he was seeing--he was seeing motion pictures of
all the usdess and sensdess crimes, murders, nations that had brought him here. Hewas
seeing the fild demondtrations of the X-2! There was the reason, the explanation for fifty cold,
senseless murders, robberies, attacks-it had al been afield demondtration of this strange
weapon that CY PHER was going to sell to these assembled merchants of violence! The crimes
had been arranged, committed, and dl for only one purpose--that they could be filmed and
shown to these human vultures to demonstrate what the X-2 could do. All that Arnaud had to
learn now was just what the X-2 did, and he did not have long to wait. He watched the grim and
evil film, the horrible pictures on the silent screen, and listened to the low, smooth talk of the
man with the plastic face, and his eyes burned with greater and greater anger even ashisblood
grew colder and colder.

"Thisfird test, asyou see, is at the Brandenburg Gate in Berlin. An excellent test, in that the
action had to be created at a considerable distance across open space. Y ou will note the subject,
one Kurt Pieper." The camerazoomed in with along-range lens, and Arnaud saw again the face
of the blond German youth. "Note how Pieper isadmiring the Prince in hisrobes. | would say it
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isclear that Pieper has nothing but good in hismind for the Prince. Of course, neither we nor the
Prince knew Pieper, nor did Pieper know us or the Prince. Nor, | think, did Pieper have any
crimina tendencies. So, good. Y ou will observe.”

Arnaud watched the camera pan back, pan around to show that no one approached Kurt



Pieper. Then, asthe camera panned back, aroof agood half mile avay cameinto view. Onthe
roof were two CY PHER men with the X-2. The bazookalike wegpon was aimed at Kurt Pieper.
The camerazoomed in again. Suddenly, Kurt Pieper's face changed, his eyeswent blank and
then, quickly the eyes of the blond youth became fanatic, angry. He stared at the Arab Prince. He
moved afew feet |€eft, reached into the pocket of aman who did not even look at him, took out
the Luger, and shot the Prince. At the instant of shooting, the film stopped.

"Y ou noted, I'm sure, the immediate response to the beam of the X-2. It istypical that the

eyes of the subject go empty first, blank out as he comes under the control of the X-2. Moments
later, as you saw, the subject responds to the X-2 commands. Not only can the wire-record of
X-2 ingruct the subject to kill, or stedl, or cause any form of violence, it dso instructs him where
to get the wegpon. That isavital matter, of course. A subject such as Pieper, with no idea of
violence, will not carry aweapon. All we did was station our man near him, the X-2 ingtructed
him to take the Luger from our man's pocket."

The film started again, the Prince fell dead, Kurt Pieper turned and made his escape. Arnaud
watched. The cameraremained close-up on Pieper, the agent of the Shadow did not appear as he
followed. Arnaud nodded grimly to himself--CY PHER was not infalible, they had made a
mistake by not looking for someone to follow Pieper, they had been overconfident. And Arnaud
watched the blond youth make his sure escape asiif following awell-worked-out plan.

"Observe how hefollows acareful, prescribed escape route asif he hasknown it dl hislife.

He hasn't. The route was sdlected by us, programmed into the X-2 on the wire, and given to
Pieper in the ingruction beam.”

The scene suddenly shifted from Kurt Pieper and Berlin, to Paris. There, in acrowd, Arnaud
saw Jary Du Neuf standing and doing nothing. Again the camerafocused on afacein the crowd.
"Unknown to usor to victim," the immobile-faced Section Director said. Again the camera
showed the bazookalike X-2 trained on the random face in the crowd. The man became blank-
eyed, then fanatical. He moved quietly to take abomb from the pocket of Jary Du Neuf. He
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threw the bomb and vanished into the crowd, unnoticed in the melee, and the camerafollowed
his careful escape.

"This subject actually made good his escape. Naturdly, the police cannot find him, he hasno
connection to the crime, no prior record, no involvement with any of the victims. An absolutely
perfect mass nation with no danger of capture of the subject, and absolute immunity from
suspicion for the users of the X-2 who controlled the entire operation.”

Thefilm continued to run reentlesdy. Arnaud saw the second Pariskilling, and Jary Du Neuf
again ganding in the crowd and waiting for the killer to come. to him and take the weapon from
his pocket. Thistime, after the shooting, the killer smply stood with the pistol in hishand asthe
police swarmed over him. Jary Du Neuf watched with interest. The cold voice of the man with
the plastic face commented.

"Of course, for purposes of this presentation, we let many of the subjects be captured. That

can be done at any time, it isamaost convenient method of throwing suspicion on any group you
want to. A very important plusfor the X-2. Y ou smply program the beam to instruct the subject
to remain until captured! A very good fegture, 1'd say, gentlemen.”

Patrick McBride stood on the New Y ork theater stage and high above on the fly-catwalk the
X-2 amed downward at the actor who played MacDuff. The actor who played MacDuff plunged
the dagger into McBride and then stood there blinking. The bazookalike weapon aimed at a
crowd in Red China. A man died. In thejungle of Viet Nam the X-2 beamed on the unit of
United States Specid Forces, acolor film, and their green berets showed clearly asthey
surrendered to their astonished enemies who had been ready to diein afind desperate fight they
could not win.

"A particular festure of the X-2, gentlemen, it can be used for massinfluence. Asyou see, the



Americans could not possibly have lost that encounter--but they did. The X-2 can be operated
anywhere, against numbers up to approximately company strength.”

In the transfixed audience of purveyors of violence the watchers were making notes. Some
seemed to be cdculating. Others smply sat and stared with amazed pleasure as they imagined
the X-2 dready in their hands and they dreamed of what they could do with it. The cable car in
San Francisco appeared on the screen, and even Arnaud watched as the young man, Walter
Stock, suddenly pushed the woman down, took her purse, leaped from the car, and ran. The
camera panned to show the X-2 hidden in awindow of anearby building. The camerathen
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followed Walter Stock in hisflight until he suddenly stopped and waited for the policeto find
him.

"A little comic relief, gentlemen, en?" the cold voice of the plastic-faced CYPHER Section
Director said. "We thought it would amuse you, but it also servesto show another set of features
of the X-2. The sze of the crime does not matter, and murder is not required. Any act can be
programmed, big or smal. And, second, aman can be influenced to first run, then let himsdlf be
caught! Y ou will also note the smile on hisface. A state of relaxed euphoriais not uncommon
after exposure to the beam.”

There was the London airport and the Soviet officids. Asthe Military Attaché shot his
colleagues, there was a murmur from somewhere in the audience. The Section Director was
apologetic. Helet hisrigid face turn toward where the Soviet delegates .

"| regret the necessity, but the unit had to be properly demonstrated. We chosethe victims
carefully for their easy replacement. In fact, unless| am wrong, you gentlemen from the

U.S.SR. were, shdl we say, not unhappy to see the end of those particular victims and the
subject?’

Therewas aripple of laughter. The Soviet delegates smiled coldly. Then the French armored
truck appeared and the robbery took place with the X-2 focused on the teenagers the whole time.
There was more, and Arnaud watched with agrowing sense of horror. The X-2 was a diabolica
wespon--awespon that induced unknown and totally innocent and uninvolved men to become
killers, thieves, mobs, prisoners when they should have been victors. It went on, example after
example, and the cold voice of the rigid-faced Section Director continued its crisp commentary.
The brisk voice matched each scene of horror, each sensdesskilling and crime, with acold and
professona analysis. Then, at ladt, it was over. Thefilm ended. Thelightscameon. The
grotesgue mask of aface turned to the stunned audience.

"Well, ladies and gentlemen, you have now seen what the X-2 can do. | believeyou are dl

privy to full reports on these crimes, you are aware that we in CY PHER could not have rigged
any of them. | am sureyou have full dataon dl thefactsin at least the mgority of cases--and
that none of them were at dl explainable without the power of the X-2."

The smdll, brisk man waited for thisto sink in. Then he continued. "With your knowledge of

the X-2, you now can explain al these events. That was, of course, our purpose. The events were
an animated brochure, our demonstration of what the unit can do. Y ou are dso aware of the
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aftermath--that none of the subjects was aware either of what he had done, why he did it, or
even how or when. Naturaly, none of them are aware of the X-2. They are released from control
gpproximatdly twenty-four hourslater, it varieswith the subject, and recdl nothing at dl. In
essence, time stands still for the subject. When he comes out of the X-2 influence he revertsto
the exact moment before he was exposed to the beam. He thinks no time has passed.”
Therewasaslencein the hdl. The stunned audience bardly shifted in the long rows of seats.

The smal man with the macabre and grotesquely rigid face looked dowly around.

"Arethere any questions? No?" the Section director looked toward his burly superior, Sub-
Commandant Nine, and thetdll, thin Section Director One. "Y ou have anything to add, Sub-



Commandant? Section Director?’

"No, you covered it dl, Six," thethin Section Director One said.

"A good presentation, George," the Sub-Commandant said. "As usual, Section Six touched dl
bases. A fird rate presentation, and, | might add, awell-organized visua brochure. | think you
can get down to the heart of the matter, eh?”

The big Sub-Commandant smiled as he said this. The small Section Director Six, whose

name Arnaud now knew was George, nodded hisrigid face. Perhaps he smiled, but there was no
way to know that. (Arnaud made the menta notes for the Shadow: George Something, or
Georgi; aRussian; amember of acrack tank command; aman badly injured in the face at some
time. George should not be hard to identify, and The Shadow would identify him. CY PHER had
made one mistake. Now the grotesque little Section Director Six again faced his audience.

"The heart of the matter, as the Sub-Commandant has said,” the small man said. "Yes, let us

get toit. You have seen X-2. Now you will bid for it! Sealed bidswill be accepted between now
and two days from now. Forty-eight hours, that isthe time you have, gentlemen!”
Therewasaviolent buzz in the room as al the vultures of degth tried to talk a once. The

smal man held up hishand.

"Please! Let me gtate our terms. Y ou will bid for acomplete dedl, exclusive! The successful
high bidder will receive the prototype you see here, the machines actudly used in the pilot
demondtrations. The high bid will also get the complete specifications, blueprints, and al dataon
the principle. Findly, they will get full control of the man who devel oped the weapon, Dr. Paul
Morgan, who iswith us a the moment."

"How do we know no one dse hasit?" avoice caled sharply.
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The smal man nodded hisrigid face. "Y ou know by two facts. Dr. Morgan isthe only man

alive who knows the principle. We, shal we say, acquired the good doctor some years ago
before he perfected the unit. Weturn him and dl his data over to you. Clearly, you dl havethe
means to assure yoursdlf that Dr. Morgan isindeed the only man who knows the principle.
Second, the reputation of CY PHER. Y ou know who and what we are--a service organization,
no more. That iswhy we are selling the X-2. We did consider aleasing arrangement, but we
didike getting into such long-term paper work, or into the business of supply. No, wewill

remain apurely service organization, available to anyone who wishesto use usfor any particular
project of violence they have in mind. Does that answer your questions?”

"Y ou reserve nothing?' another voice shouted above the buzz of voicesthat greeted the last
answer.

"We resarve only onething. Thereis adefense againgt the X-2, known only to usand Dr.
Morgan. We reserve the right to keep that defense so that the unit will not be used against us. Of
course, we offer our servicesto operate the machine at ausud fee."

All to the highest bidder?" A voice cdled.

"All! Unless, of course, no bid seems high enough to us. In that case we will haveto

recondder aleasing arrangement.”

The entire room buzzed. Several men stood to shout. "Bid! We bid now! Auctionit! | sart at
one billion!" The small man moved hisrigid face asif he wanted to smile. "Isthat dollars,

rubles, or pounds? No, no, gentlemen! Sealed bids, that is our offer. Sealed bids within two days.
Y ou will be contacted asto the location of the find meeting. Naturally, the successful bidder is
free to make sublicensing dealsif hewishes, so | suggest you all be there. Now, | think we. . ."
The smal man with the grotesgue face suddenly stopped speaking and looked to the rear of

the long room. The Sub-Commandant turned to look aso. Six black-uniformed CY PHER
troopers stood in arow in front of the exit, their submachineguns ready and aimed at the
audience. In front of them the woman Senior Trooper held apistol and looked around the room.
Then sheraised her head.



"Sir, | report there is an imposter in the room!™

The audience began to hum. They dl looked at each other. The Sub-Commandant spoke
sharply.

"Someone without a badge?"
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"No gr," thewoman Senior Trooper said. "All the badges are correct, which iswhy we did

not catch it at the door. But one of the badgesis not worn by the correct person!”

Now the audience wasin a hubbub. They milled, talking, looked al around them, suspicious

of everyone. Henry Arnaud acted like dl the others. But hewas dert. If they had redly detected
him, he had to be ready to move a once. He edged dowly toward the exit. It was the Section
Director with the macabre plastic face who spoke next.

"Whoever the imposter is, it isimpossible to escape. Y ou have somehow acquired a proper
badge, but you did not know that each badge was secretly coded to itswearer at thetimethe
badge was presented. Our scanners do not detect such alack of coding immediately, but once
detected there is no escape. | suggest that you step forward. 1t will go easier.”

Arnaud redlized that he was caught. Obviousy, when Jary Du Neuf had been supposed to
deliver the badge, he also coded the badge to the wearer. Arnaud's badge was not coded. They
would find him soon. And dl the while he was thinking this he had edged, unnoticed, to the
outer edge of the audience nearest the door. Now he made his break. With a powerful leap he
dashed two of the soldiersto the floor, knocked another flying, and was through the curtain
before anyone could move. He dashed across the |obby, reached the door, started to open it, and
afant puff of somewhiteish gas burst from the door into hisface.

He had time to take a single step backward, and no more.

A single step, and there was nothing more but blackness.

14

FIRST hewas aware of mation. A lurching, rolling motion asif moving forward, up and

down, and swaying Sdeways at the same time. Then there seemed to be asense of moving light,
rapidly moving light like scenery passing in ahazy maotion picture. Therewasanauseain his
stomach asif he were going to be seasick. A hammering in his head. From moment to moment
something hard jabbed into his back. He moved his hand to feel what was jabbing him--but he
could not move his hand.

He opened his eyes. He knew at oncethat he wasin atruck, atruck that was driving fast over
abad road. Helay on the floorboards of the truck, his hands and feet bound tight with ropes. The
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rear curtain of the truck was open and the countryside was passing swiftly behind. A black-
uniformed guard crouched at the tailgate. The guard was half dozing. From the look of the dark
countryside, and the few smadll villages the truck passed through, he guessed that they were on
the mainland of the Hong Kong Crown Colony close to the Chinese border. He smiled grimly. It
wastypica of CYPHER. They wanted him dead, out of the way, but they would let the Chinese
Communists take the blame. They had undoubtedly identified him as Henry Arnaud, hisdisguise
was much too good to be penetrated, and they realized that aman like Arnaud would be missed.
L et the Chinese take the blame or credit.

But no onewould kill Henry Arnaud.

Henry Arnaud would, in moments, ceaseto exist again. Hismind and hismuscles

concentrated, he dipped easily out of hisbonds. Soundless, he rose from the dark interior of the
truck and moved forward. The dozing guard never saw nor heard the faintest thing. One instant
the guard was crouched at the tailgate, the next he was sprawled unconsciousin the road asthe



truck swiftly drove on. In therear of thetruck there was alow, chilling laugh, and Henry Arnaud
was no longer in the truck. In place of the gaunt-faced financier, The Shadow stood in his black
robesin the dark interior of the moving vehicle. Seconds after that, had there been anyone to see,
agresat black-winged shape appeared for an ingtant in the night behind the truck as The Shadow
legped down and the truck vanished into the night till driving at full speed.

The eerie laugh of The Shadow filled the dark night behind the disappearing truck. Someone
would have much to explain. The black-cloaked Avenger turned and faded into the night of the
countryside.

Y ears dfter, the villagers of the rura land told tales of seeing agreat black shape that glided
through the night to the south and west. Some spoke of seeing this eerie figure crosstheir rice
paddies. Otherstold of the shadowy shape, ten feet tdl, that skirted their villages and
disappeared toward the grest city of Hong Kong. One recalled with eager terror the black giant,
fifteenfeet tdl, that flew across hishouse and left awild laugh behind. Still otherstold of the
twenty foot black bird that swept them from the road. A learned man of alarger village
recounted the horror of the moment when the giant black demon had descended upon himin

his precious truck and taken it from him. The truck was later mysterioudy found less than a half
amilefrom the village and with, miracle of miracles, agreat sum of money in English poundson
the seat. Truly, the learned man said, his ancestors had come to bring fortune upon him. They
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had tested him with this giant black-winged demon and he had been found worthy. The
importance of the learned man rose high in hisvillage, even to ten miles around.

The Shadow reached Hong Kong early in the morning after stedling the truck from the old

man who had fled at thefirgt Sght of him. He moved unseen through the empty morning Streets.
When he reached the hotel he glided in aside entrance from the dley and climbed the Sairsto
thefloor of his suite. Margo was waiting as The Shadow came soundlessly into the room. The
disguised agent was worried, pacing thefloor, until the black figure of her Chief camein and she
closed the door behind him.

"Thereisatruck in thealey. Margo. Arrange with our people hereto return it to the village

of Lo Nang with fifty pounds on the seet,” the Avenger said. "Then return a once, we have
much to do."

The disguised Margo |eft to arrange for the return of the truck. When shereturned, The
Shadow told her dl that had happened. The ominous black-shrouded figure of the Avenger
paced the floor of the quiet morning room as the sun came up over the great idand city, and the
noise of millions of people began tofill the Streets.

"We have less than two days, Margo,” The Shadow said grimly. "I now know what the X-2

is, and most of the peoplein that room. What | do not know iswhere the final meeting will take
place. | could locate the idand where we were shown the weapon, but that would take too long,
and | do not think for amoment that the next meeting will be in the same place. They are much
too careful for that, especialy since Arnaud wasfound there."

"But won't they assume that Arnaud is dead?' Margo said, as she had begun now to remove
her disguise. "Perhaps, but they will move anyway, Margo," The Shadow intoned as he paced
theroom like agreat bird of prey. "And thereisnot time. | must learn of the meeting before
tomorrow, and | must be there. That weapon cannot fal into the hands of such men asthosewho
will bid for it."

"But how?' Margo said.

"Thereisonly oneway. | must take the place of one of the men in that room; and attend "the
final meeting in hisstead,” The Shadow said.

"But thereis so little time to create a safe disguise!”

"That must berisked!"

"What will | do?' Margo said immediately.



101

The Shadow shook his head, hisfiery eyes ablaze. Y ou can do nothing more, Margo. This
The Shadow must do alone. Thereisno timeto plan. Y ou will return to New Y ork and wait
there with Burbank and Stanley.”

| will contact you when | know where the fina meeting isto be held.”

Margo said no more, she only stood there and watched her black-garbed Chief pace the room.
She had never seen his eyes so aflame. She had never seen him so grim.
"Thisisamongtrous evil, Margo. The machineitself, and, worse, the cold evil of CYPHER!"
"You will stop them," Margo said softly.

"Yes" The Shadow said. "1 will sop them!”

Moments later Margo stood aonein the hotel suite. The sun was bright outside the window
over the teeming city of Hong Kong, and The Shadow had gone.

The Hungarian had athick, scarred face. In hisroom he packed quickly, threw the white
plastic button into the waste basket. His scars came from many yearsin the underground of his
country, yearsin Spain during the Civil War. He packed now with the experience of dl those
yearsof quick flight. Speed was of the essence if his unit within the Hungarian Party were to get
the X-2 before their Russian Comrades--or if his section of the Party wereto get it before their
opponentsin Hungary and so rule the country, and, eventudly, the world!

In his haste he did not notice the faint stirring of air asif adoor had quickly opened and

closed. He continued to pack, laying hisugly pistol on thetop of his clothes-he had diplomatic
rank asaDeputy Commissar of Externd Affairs, hisluggage wasimmuneto search. He turned
to make sure he had everything before closing his bag, and froze.

A giant shadow seemed to face him from the darkest corner of hisroom. Hisroom wasdim
with the shades drawn against the morning sun, and the great shadow loomed before him. He
saw two burning eyes and ahawk nose beneath the broad brim of adouch hat. A red stone
glowed on the long finger of the shadow that pointed now at him.

"Eero Kuhni, why do you hurry?' avoice said in Hungarian.

Kuhni blinked. "Who are you?Y ou speak Hungarian?'

"I spesk dl languages! The X-2 will not be yourd™

"What do you know of . . ."

The eerielaugh of The Shadow shattered the room.
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"I know dl things, Eero Kuhni! | know the evil that lurksin the hearts of men!™ The Shadow
intoned.

The Hungarian whirled, dove for hispistol. Hereached it, picked it up, haf turned, and the
legping form of The Shadow seemed to envelop him. The pistol skidded away across the room.
The Hungarian lay on the floor unconscious. The Shadow bent over him. The Shadow glided to
the telephone.

"Margo? Thereis an unconscious man in Room 412, arrange for his secret removal. He must
not be found for three days"

The Shadow hung up, and turned to look down at the man. Then he bent over hisfiery ring.
"Burbank? Report full dataon Eero Kuhni, Hungarian Deputy Commissar of Externa

Affars"

The distant voice of Burbank began to talk in his crigp, solemn tones. The Shadow listened.
Tenminutes|later, the entirelife history of Eero Kuhni implanted inddibly in hismind. The
Shadow walked to the man and began to remove his clothes.

Fifteen minuteslater Eero Kuhni, Deputy Commissar for Externa Affairs of the Hungarian
Peoples Republic, picked up hisairlinetickets at the hotel desk and hurried out to awaiting taxi.
A tdl, thin man--the CY PHER Section Director Onein disguise in the lobby--smiled as he saw



the Hungarian hurry past, and checked the name of Eero Kuhni off hislist. Later, he reported
that the Hungarian had been one of the delegateswho wasin aparticular hurry. CY PHER was
plesased.

The jet from Istanbul touched down at the Budapest airport early in the evening. Therewasa
long, black officia car to meet Eero Kuhni, as befitted hisrank. The Hungarian with the thick,
scarred face strode to the car and got in. He nodded curtly to the man who waswaiting in the car.
"One more day, Bela," Kuhni said, The Shadow recognizing the man at once--BelaNagy, his
Chief and close friend of many years.

"Wasit worthwhile, Eero?' BelaNagy said. The big Hungarian was more than Commissar of
Externd Affairs hewasaso chief of the dissdent anti-Russan faction within the Hungarian
Party.

"More than worthwhile. The wegpon will give usal wewant!"

"Then we must haveit,” Nagy said.
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"That may not be easy," the false Eero Kuhni said, while The Shadow, hidden behind the
disguise, watched dl around to seeif anyone were following.

"Tel me" Nagy said.

The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, told the details of the meeting with CY PHER. Nagy listened
closdly, hiseyes narrowing and his mouth opening as he heard of the power of X-2. The
Commissar literally licked hislipsfrom timeto time. But when Kuhni got to the details of the
bid, Nagy swore softly.

"Sedled bidd That meanswe must decide how much the otherswill bid. That American can
bid high."

"So can our Soviet friends, and the Mafiaman,” The Shadow said as Kuhni. "Wemust bid all
we can, and hope. And we must decide tonight, Bela."

Nagy nodded asthe car sped in through Budapest, the broad Danube shining in the
moonlight. "Y es. Thereislittletime. How will you be contacted?"

"I don't know, but | will be contacted probably later thisvery night.

"It gives uslittletime to work.”

"Perhaps we can hope for alicense--certainly if the American or the Mafiawin the bid. They
work for money."

"Yes. Our Soviet friendswould keep it, but the American will sell anything for enough

The Shadow, as Kuhni, laughed. "The Soviet wishesto rule the world, the American
businessmen only wish to own the world.”

"Savethat for aParty meeting, my friend,” Nagy sai d. "We must be practical. If we have
that weapon, we will both rule our part of the world and own it. | will contact the other members
of our unit a once. Y ou better wait in your office"

"Of course," The Shadow said, smiling ingde. It would lessen any danger of amistakein his
disguise.

They reached the officia building just then, and Nagy let him out before driving off to

consult with the members of the dissident unit. The Shadow |ooked around the deserted streets of
the great old city that had so recently again tasted blood. Few people were near the officia
buildings, thiswas till acountry inthe grip of fear. He turned and went into the building where
the guards saluted him. He climbed the stairs to his own office. In the office, he sat down to wait.
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He had been, in away, lucky. Eero Kuhni was awidower with no children and no known family.
No one would expect him in Budapest. He waited two hours before anything happened. Then his
telephone rang.

"Commissar Kuhni?'



"y es"
"Y ou will cometo the office of Commissar Putni at two o'clock this morning.”

The voice clicked off. The Shadow, donein the silent office, felt cold. Had his disguise been
penetrated? He quickly went through hisfilelike mind and remembered Commissar Putni--the
Deputy Commissar for Internal Security! In short, the Secret Police. Why would the Secret
Police want to see Kuhni at two o'clock in the morning? Somehow, he must have made an error.
But how, and who had noticed? Bela Nagy? No, hisdatatold him that Putni was probably not a
member of Nagy's group within the party but an opponent. Then Kuhni was wanted by an
enemy! It could be some prior matter, or his disguise could have been broken. He was il
congdering how to handle this, when he heard a man approaching. He looked at hiswatch. It
was just after one o'clock in the morning. He smiled as BelaNagy entered the office.

"So, | have our bid, Eero,” Nagy said, and dumped into achair. "It will take dl the money we
canraise or steal, but we must have that X-2. Hereit is, sedled and ready to transmit.”

The Shadow took the envelope. "If it is not enough?”

"Then you must try to get alicensefor it. Y ou are so authorized by the committee. This

envelope carries your authorization, and the top figure for anonexclusive license.

The Shadow took the second envelope and nodded. "Now | will wait for my contact. In two
daysfrom now we should know, Bela."

Theeyesof the Commissar shined eagerly. "It isavery high bid, but if we get it, money will

be no object! Wewill rule Hungary completely, perhaps dl the Marxist world!"

"Yes" The Shadow said.

Nagy nodded, and got up. He started to speak, stopped, and left. The Shadow watched him

go. Hiseyes burned with the fire of The Shadow benegth his disguise. Bela Nagy would not have
the X-2! No one would haveit if The Shadow got therefirst, and he would. But now hehad a
problem--he had less than an hour to wait for the contact before he had to appear in the office of
Commissar Putni. And it would be The Shadow who appeared in the office of the Secret Police
Commissar.
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The hour passed. There was no contact. Moments | ater, The Shadow glided from the office of
Eero Kuhni and moved dong the silent halls and up the sairsto the office of Commissar Putni.
Putni worked aonein his office. He glanced at the clock on the wall and saw that it was only
minutes until two o'clock. He stood, opened alocked drawer in his desk--a secret drawer and
then helooked out into the hall. He saw nothing, and, satisfied, he went back into his office. He
sat down and waited. He had not seen the shadowy black figure in the silent corridor. He did not
now seethefiery eyeswatching him, or hear the faint sound of aheavy black cape brushing the
wadlsoutsde hisoffice.

But The Shadow had seen him, and the Avenger glided into the darkness of the corridor in the
slent building of the Hungarian Government, and emerged as Eero Kuhni again. Hewas no
longer afraid of Commissar Putni. He had seen the Commissar, and he knew the purpose of the
summons. Commissar Putni, Deputy Commissar of Interna Security of the Hungarian Peoples
Republic had another identity familiar to The Shadow--the man was the big, burly Group
Leader 15 of CYPHER! And this meeting was the contact for the fina bids on the X-2.

The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, stepped briskly aong the corridor and knocked on the door of
Commissar Putni.

15

"COMEIN!"
The Shadow, in the guise of the scar-faced Eero Kuhni, stepped into the office and



pretended he had no idea he was facing anyone other than Deputy Commissar Putni. The
Commissar was dtill abig, burly man even in the smple uniform of the Hungarian Secret Police.
Now he waved the supposed Eero Kuhni to a seat. The Shadow sat. Putni continued to work, or
pretend to work, in the manner of policemen the world over who believe that this makesthe men
in front of them nervous. The Shadow was not nervous, and he did not make Eero Kuhni seem
nervous. He casudly took out along, Russian-made cigarette of the type Kuhni smoked, lighted
it, and blew a stream of smoke into the office.

"Y ou do not wonder why | called you here, Comrade?' Commissar Putni asked, looked up at
the supposed Eero Kuhni.
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"No, | do not wonder, Comrade Commissar. | have nothing to hide, the Secret Police have no
reason to want me."

"But | sent for you at astrange hour.”

"The Secret Police would have sent more men, and they would have brought me, not sent for
me," The Shadow said.

"Thenwhy did | ask you here?' Putni said softly.

"That will probably become clear intime," The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, said drily.

"So it will,"” Putni said. The Commissar leaned forward. He stared straight at the disguised
Shadow. "Firgt, let metell you, Comrade Kuhni, that | am aware of anumber of thingsthat the
Secret Police would think gave them reason to want you. Y es, anumber of things."

"Be specific, Comrade,” the false Kuhni said. "So that | can be specific when | prove you a
liar"

"The recent trip to Hong Kong," Putni said quietly. "It was not on officia business, as stated.
At leagt, only partly, en?'

"And what do you think was the other part?

"A meeting. Shall we mention--X-2?" Putni said. The Shadow, as Kuhni, Stared a the big
Commissar and CY PHER Group Leader. This, then, was the reveation. Putni was making the
contact. The question was, how quickly should he accept the contact. Would the real Eero Kuhni
be cautious? The Shadow decided that Kuhni would indeed be cautious. Very cautious. He
shrugged his shoulders.

"l do not understand, Comrade Commissar. What is X-27"

Putni nodded. "Exemplary, Commissar Kuhni, but not needed, | assure you. Y ou must redize
that if | know about X-2, | am not what | seem.”

"Then what are you, Comrade? | have dways thought of you as exactly what you seem--a
secret policeman.” Putni smiled. ™Y ou have aways been careful, Eero, but it isno longer
necessary. Will thistell youwho | am?”’

Putni took a shirt from the secret drawer and unfolded it before the eyes of the supposed
Kuhni. It was ablack shirt with the circle of CY PHER on the breast. The Shadow, as Kuhni,
looked at it, and then he nodded. The shirt would have been enough evidence to have had Putni
shot ingtantly. The big man had made the first move of risk. Now Kuhni could spesk ouit.
"Yes, that tellsme. May | ask who | speak t0?"
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"Group Leader Fifteen. | am your contact.”

"l guessed as much by now," The Shadow said drily.

"You havethebid?'

"l have"

"Good, keep it safe, there will be only the one bid. Are you ready to attend the final
mesting?'

"Of course, why do you think | am here?" the supposed Kuhni said.

Putni nodded. "Good. Now, hereis your new badge, and your card.”



The Shadow took the badge and looked at it. It was, again, aplastic lapel button, but red this
time. Itslegend said Imply: International Trade Fair, Los Angeles, April 29, 1966. The
Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, raised an eyebrow. He looked at Putni with a certain surprise.

"Los Angeles? In the United States? That is not an easy city for we of the East to reach,
Commissar. Or do you prefer to be called Group Leader?”

"Either will do. Commissar, perhaps, the walls have ears even here)” Putni said, and leaned
back. "Do not worry about the city. It was chosen for good reason. Y ou will have no problems; it
has al been arranged. Y ou will go to the United States as amember of the Hungarian Trade
Delegation to the Fair. Hereis your passport and your visa."

The Shadow took the documents. "Y ou are efficient in CY PHER."

"Wetry to be. Y ou will note that your passport isthe usud diplomeatic passport, you will have
no problems. Y ou will fly to London, and then over the North Pole directly to Los Angeles, that
ispart of thevisa The meeting will bein the evening. Y ou will be contacted there a the
Ambassador Hotd. Y our room has been reserved.”

"Good," The Shadow said.

"Now, | think we had best end this meeting. My superiors might decide to be suspicious.”

"Of course," The Shadow said. He stood up to go. Putni smiled.

"Y ou have forgotten your card of admittance, Comrade. It isthe most important of your
documents. It is, of course, keyedto . . ."

Putni stopped, stared. The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, had picked up the card while Putni was
talking. Ashe picked it up, hefelt a sensation under hisfingers. Thefaintest of sensations that
only the amazing sensitivity of The Shadow's fingers could have detected. It wasaméting
sensation, aliquefying, asif some part of the surface of the card had melted under hisfingersand
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turned liquid. Only The Shadow's quick mind and reflexes saved him. He wasingtantly aware
that the melting had to be some kind of signa--areaction to the fact that the hands that touched
the card were not the true hands of Eero Kuhni! Somehow the card was treated to be held only
by Kuhni. In aflash, he redlized that Putni had never actualy touched the card! No, the card was
keyed to the peculiar body chemistry of Eero Kuhni, and The Shadow was not the red Eero
Kuhni. The Shadow understood this within the fraction of a split second, while Putni was il
talking, and when Putni stopped, when the CY PHER Group L eader saw the card, The Shadow
was ready.

Putni stopped speaking, looked at the card where a small area beneath the fingers of the man

he thought was Eero Kuhni had turned a bright purple, and clutched for hispistol. He raised the
pistol, and was struck instantly across the throat by the edge of The Shadow's hand. Putni went
over backward, choking, but the CY PHER Group Leader was abig man and full of fight. He
went over, gasping, but came up onto hisknees till holding the pistol. He held the pistal in both
hands and siwung it toward The Shadow in the disguise of Kuhni. Without his black cloak,

douch hat, and fire opd girasol ring, The Shadow did not have his power to cloud men's minds,
he had to rely on dl his other skills. It was enough. When the big CY PHER Group Leader came
up on hisknees, The Shadow caught him under the chin with asingle blow of hisright foot. The
big Group L eader's head snapped back with a sharp crack, and he dumped in aheap on the floor.
His unfired pistol bounced harmlesdy across the floor of the office. The Shadow picked up the
pistol and walked to the fallen man. Putni, or whatever hisrea name was, was dead.

The Shadow, still disguised as Eero Kuhni, stood over the dead CY PHER Group Leader and
felt nothing at al. The man was dead, he had been amember of an evil organization, that was all
there was to remember. Now The Shadow had work to do. Swiftly, carefully, he searched the
entire office. There was nothing connected to CY PHER except in the secret hidden drawer in the
desk. There, in the secret drawer, he found the officid sedl of CY PHER, memorandum from
various parts of the CY PHER empire, secret inks, the uniform of the dead Group L eader, and



ligsof dl important Hungarian officids of every politica stance. There was nothing ese. The
Shadow considered. He would like to take the CY PHER sedl, the memoranda, and the
uniform--but he could not take anything. He could not hide the body of a Deputy Commissar in
his own office in the Hungarian capita . Putni would be missed too soon. And, he was certain,
CYPHER would misstheir chief man in Budapest even quicker. No, he could not hide the bodly;
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and he could not take anything that might give CY PHER the sugpicion that someone outsde the
Hungarian Government had killed Putni. CY PHER must believe that Putni had made his contact
with Eero Kuhni, and had been killed later by some norma accident of the work of CY PHER.
There was only one way to cover histracks now.

The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, turned and walked to the door. He went along the hall to an
office marked asthat of the Commissar of Internal Security. He picked thelock and entered.
Inside he went to the telephone. He picked up the private line of the Chief of the Secret Police.
The phone covered with a handkerchief, he rang the guard room of the State Security Police. A
deepy voice answered. In flawless Hungarian, his voice muffled just enough without sounding
muffled, The Shadow barked that a man was searching his office He snapped the order to
investigate; and to arrest the Deputy Commissar if seen. An officid order would follow, there
was no time to waste now. The policeman on the other end hesitated, but the call was on the
correct line--adirect line only between the Police and the Commissar--and the Commissar
sounded urgent.

"Yesgr!" the man answered.

Moments later, The Shadow emerged in hisfull black garb and glided swiftly back to the

office of Putni. He gathered up the dead man and seemed to float through the silent corridor to
the office of the Chief Commissar. Insde he laid down the body, and waited. Already voices
were coming up the stairs. The Shadow glided to the door, drew out both his automatics. The
first policeman came running aong the corridor. The Shadow shot him. The police became more
wary, moving cautioudy from office to office, coming from both directions. Insde the office,
The Shadow propped the body of Putni up against the door. Then hefired avolley into the
corridor. The police responded now with awithering fire. Bullets ripped into the aready dead
body of the CY PHER Group Leader and Deputy Commissar. The Shadow fired another
fusllade; whirled, floated to the window and out the window. His powerful fingers clung to
small crevicesin the sheer wall face as he swarmed unseen down thewall inthe night like a
human fly. At the bottom he looked back up. He heard the sound of a door being broken down,
and therewas light in the office of the Commissar. Hisfiery eyes burned with triumph ashe
looked up in the night. They would assume that Putni had died resisting arret, had been killed
by their shots. They would find the CY PHER materid in his office. The Commissar of Interna
Security would know that he had not ordered the arrest, or made the tel ephone call--but he
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would, in the end, say nothing. Not once it was reported to him that Deputy Commissar Putni
had been a secret member of CY PHER, and was dead resisting arrest. The Commissar would
probably take the credit. CY PHER might learn the truth in time, but not at once. The mission of
The Shadow could proceed. The black-shrouded shape of the Avenger turned and vanished into
the night of Budapest.

Moments later, his papersdl in order, Eero Kuhni again drove to the airport. Soon he was
aboard the jet for Prague, and thence to London.

Thejet from Prague touched down in London very early that morning. Eero Kuhni, without a
visafor England, remained in the airport waiting for the Polar jet that would leave within the
hour. He sat quietly insde the fence in the areareserved for those transferring but not entering
England. He read a Hungarian Communist newspaper, and smoked hisfavorite Russan-made
cigarettes. He ignored hisfelow travelers--some of them the same faces The Shadow knew too



well from the jet to Hong Kong and theidand of CY PHER. He aso ignored a stocky attendant
who moved through the area sweeping up in the early hours. The man was of average height,
with abroken nose that spread thick across his heavy-jawed face. His ears were thickened, and
powerful muscles rippled beneath hisairport workman's coverdls, He had more the appearance
of aboxer than an airport janitor. But he worked silently and well, stopping every now and then
to scrub at aparticularly difficult patch of dirt on the stone floor. One such spot was directly

bes de where the disguised Eero Kuhni was seated. The attendant appeared to be having
particular trouble with it. He bent low, his battered face set in concentration. No one saw hislips
move.

"Message, Chief?'

Eero Kuhni turned the page of the newspaper that wasin front of hisface.

"Y es, Bombardier. | am too closdly noticed to communicate with Burbank. Report that | am
going to Los Angeles. | need an exact duplicate of the card | will drop when | leave. Have the
coating analyzed, and have Burbank prepare an identical coating that will respond to the touch of
anyone but mysdf.”

"Got it, Chief,” Bombardier Bill Mace said. The Bombardier was one of The Shadow's most
trusted agentsin London.

"Have Stanley and Margo meet me a the Los Angeles airport. Margo will bring the

duplicated card.”
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"Right. Need any help?'

"No, you better continue your work, but be ready to pick up the card.”

"Piece 0' cake, Chief," the Bombardier said, and, the stubborn spot clean at last moved on
acrossthe floor continuing hiswork.

The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, continued to read his newspaper. He was sure that no one had
noticed his exchange with Bombardier. The other waiting passengers were al adeep or staring
into the sllent air at the face of their own thoughts. The hour dragged, but finaly it cameto an
end with the hollow announcement of the Polar Jet by a deepy voicetrying to be gay at dawn.
The passengers dl filed eagerly to the plane, too intent upon reaching comfortable seets, food
and drink to notice the Hungarian with the scarred face who dropped asmall card to the floor.
Nor did they notice the attendant with the broken nose who swept it up moments later. By the

time the false Eero Kuhni reached his seat, Bombardier had the card well onitsway to analysis
for radio transmission of the detailsto New Y ork.

The giant Polar jet took off and climbed higher and higher into the morning sky over

England. Moments later it was dready approaching Scotland on its great circle routeto Los
Angeles across the frozen wastes of the pole where, far below, polar bears|ooked up at the
strange and distant bird.

Ten hours|ater the jet touched down in Los Angeles. It was a sunny afternoon of the same
day in the Southern Cdlifornia city asthe passengers disembarked. A specia team of Customs
Officids and State Department men were there to check the members of the Trade Missions
from other countries, especidly from the Iron Curtain nations. The man who checked Eero
Kuhni through did so asif he hated to | et the supposed Hungarian one inch onto the sacred soil
of Cdifornia. The Shadow smiled but said nothing. He was cleared through, reminded of his
rights and limitations by the man from the State Department, and advised to remain insgde Los
Angeles. He nodded his understanding, and passed out of the airport. At the taxi stand he hailed
acab. The cab that drove up was one of the small, Mercedes diesels. Eero Kuhni got in, and
smiled at the woman seated low S0 as not to be seen.

"Y ou have the card, Margo?'l

"Yes, Chief," Margo Lane said. "Stanley and | took a jet fighter out. Wejust arrived intime.”



The Shadow, as Kuhni, looked at the driver. "Isdl clear, Stanley?!
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Stanley, disguised asataxi driver, nodded. "No one following, you're expected at the
Ambassador. So far we've spotted nothing unusud.”

"Youwill, Stanley,” The Shadow said grimly in his own deep, powerful voice. Y ou are sure
you were not noticed?’

"Absolutely,” Margo said. "What do you want usto do?"

"Remain closeto the hotel. | will wear one of my miniature homing devices, the long distance
type, S0 that you can keep close but not too close after the contact. | doubt if the meeting will be
in the Ambassador anymore than it was in the hotel in Hong Kong. But keep a twenty-four hour
watch on the homing receiver just in case.”

"Right," Margo said. "Hereisthe card. A very clever formula Burbank saysthe London lab
reported. It has been set to your body, no one could tell it from the original .

"Good," The Shadow said. "I do not want arepetition of the mistake in Hong Kong. Now,
Margo, you better get out unseen. | don't want you noticed at the hotel."

At astoplight on a crowded street, Margo dipped out of the taxi, and Stanley drove straight

on to the Ambassador Hotel where the doorman helped Eero Kuhni out, and abellman carried
his single bag into the crowded lobby.

16

EERO KUHNI, member of the Hungarian Trade Mission, dutifully prepared in hisroom to
attend the first evening session of the Internationa Trade Fair. His companionsin the suite,
fellow Hungarians of the Trade Mission who had arrived aday earlier, treated him with that
mixture of abject courtesy and annoyed fear that was so common in Communist countries. Kuhni
was a member of the Government, and therefore dangerous to smple Trade experts, but any
member of the Government was also considered ameddling amateur by the trade experts.

They spoke politely to him, deferred to him, but otherwise they let him go hisownway in
slence. They talked among themselves, dl four of them, while The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni,
showered, shaved and dressed. When he dressed in the old-fashioned suit of the Hungarian, he
also made sure that the secret garb and girasol ring of The Shadow were safely and securely
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conceded within the speciad pockets he had built into the suit in Hong Kong before he began his
perilousjourney.

Now, dressed, heleft hisfellow Hungarians, and went down to the lobby to begin the final

stage of hisjourney--the contact and the destruction of the X-2 and CY PHER. He strolled
around the lobby with his specid button in clear view. He went to the cocktail bar and stood at
the bar for sometime, sipping Eero Kuhni'sfavorite divovitz and Vichy water. Therewasno
contact, and he returned to the lobby where he sat in an armchair and read the Los Angeles
Times. It was not long after that when he became conscious of awoman watching him. Shewas
abeautiful woman dressed in the uniform of an airline sewardess. She watched him, and yet did
not watch him, and despite the uniform of the stewardess she was the Senior Trooper of
CYPHER The Shadow had now seen twice. The instant she was sure that he had seen her, she
did not look at him again. Almost at once, the paging system sounded:

"Busto The Sports Arenawill leave from the side entrance. All Trade Fair Delegates without
private transportation can take the bus from the side entrance.”

There was a short silence, then: "Delegate Eero Kuhni, please meet your friends at the Sports
Arena. Delegate Eero Kuhni, meet your friends at the Sports Arena.”

Theimport of the combination of circumstances was clear. The woman Senior Trooper had



aready walked out of the lobby. The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, waked to the side entrance and
out into the early evening street of Los Angeles. The buswasthere, aline of delegates moving
dowly to board the bus. He joined the line and inched toward the bus. When he was six men
from reaching the door of the bus, a thin man stepped to him and asked for alight for his
cigarette. The Shadow gave the man alight. A wind seemed to blow the light out.

"Sorry, the doorway would be better."

The Shadow, disguised as Kuhni, stepped out of line and joined the thin man in the doorway.
Helighted the cigarette. His match went out. For amoment the doorway was dark and no one
was looking. The door insde the doorway opened and The Shadow was pushed gently inside.
The door closed. The woman Senior Trooper was there. It wastoo dark for anyone elseto have
seen the woman or the fact that they stood in anarrow side corridor. But The Shadow saw, and
he saw the pistal in the hand of the thin man. It was the woman Senior Trooper who spoke.
"Eero Kuhni?"'

"y es”
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"Y our badgeis correct. Card?"

He handed her his duplicated card. The woman passed it under asmall gauge. She handed it
back.

"Very good. Follow me."

He followed the woman aong the dark rear corridor behind the facade of the hotel. They

came out on thefar side of the building and the woman led the way to awaiting car. The
Shadow, as Eero Kuhni stepped into the car with the beautiful Senior Trooper. The thin man was
gone. The car drove away at once, its driver not once looking around. There had been no
blindfold thistime, and no drawn curtains. The city of Los Angeles passed outside the windows
of the car asif the car, and the peoplein it, were no more than just ordinary people of thecity. A
quiet and smple drive through the early evening streets of the lively and gaudy city. But the
people in the car were not ordinary, and thiswas not aquiet and smpledrive. It was adrive that
could decide the future of the modern world. The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, knew thisonly too
well, and behind his calm exterior he was more dert than he had ever been. He knew that The
Shadow could be dl that stood between the world and the violent men who wanted the X-2 to
rule, if not destroy, the world.

Margo Lane watched the did of the instrument set in the panel of the back seat of the Rolls-
Royce. The Rolls-Royce moved quickly and amost silently through the night under the sure
guidance of Stanley. Margo observed the did that tracked the homing device implanted by The
Shadow on his own person. The Rolls-Royce was |ocked to the beam of the homing device, and
was following automatically, but Margo watched anyway--no machine had ever taken the place
of human judgment.

"They are going north, Stanley,” Margo said.

"On the Ventura Freeway,” Stanley said.

"Then the meeting isnot to bein Los Angeles. It could be anywhere," Margo said.

"If it'stoo far out in the country, it will be hard to get close" Stanley said.

"| think we had better dert Harry Vincent to be ready in Los Angeleswith a helicopter,”

Margo said. "We may have to move fast when the time comes.”

"The Chief can teke care of himsdf," Stanley said.

"It does not hurt to be ready,” Margo said.

"No. You'reright, of course, Margo," Stanley said.
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Margo nodded to herself. The Shadow could handle anything, but CY PHER was also
efficient and utterly ruthless. The Shadow, perhaps, had never faced so efficient, sngle-minded,
and powerful an opponent. That the black-shrouded avenger would triumph she had no doubt,



but even The Shadow was not immorta, even The Shadow was not proof against degth. 1t would
not hurt to be ready to give help if it were needed. She bent forward and picked up the
microphone.

"Agent Oneto Burbank. Contact Harry Vincent in Los Angeles, dert Agent Vincent to stand-

by with helicopter, hold direct communication open with mysdf.”

While Burbank in far-off New Y ork answered and agreed, the Rolls-Royce sped onin the
darkening night, guided by the homing device somewhere ahead in the car of CY PHER.

The Shadow, in his disguise as Eero Kuhni, sat in sllence besi de the impassive woman. The
beautiful Senior Trooper had spoken no word since the drive had started. The burly back of the
driver in the front seat never moved, nor did he utter a sound. The Shadow was watching where
they were going, and considering how he would defeat CY PHER and destroy the X-2.

It was dark when the Ventura Freeway merged into U.S. Highway 101 at the pretty town of
Ventura. The sea came to meet the road, and alow moon shined in along path from the sky
across the calm Pecific to the land. Here the coast was warm and peaceful, splashed with the
color of athousand flowers--the red bougainvillea, the magnificent hibiscus, the trumpet vines
and roses, the strange bird-of-paradise blooms--lined with pam trees and pines and the green
live oak. There were fig trees, avocado trees, and the long rows of orange and lemon trees. It was
abeautiful and warm land where people lived as dl people should live, but, in aworld of
violence, did not live.

The Shadow watched the sea move swiftly past as the car drove on to the north and west

aong the coadt. To theright the dry hills of the Santa'Y nez loomed in the night. Beyond the
Santa Y nez were the inland valleys where the heat was greater and the farms fed anation. It was
aland of many people on the coast, and of many dry and empty canyons among the mountains.
The car drove on with its sllent passengers, and The Shadow considered how he would defeat
CYPHER and the violent merchants of power and death who had come to dedl with CYPHER
for awespon that could endave the Earth. The first importance wasto find the X-2, its plans, its
detailed principle, and itsinventor. After that he would dea with CY PHER.
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But now, asthe car drove on, he could do nothing but wait. And even as he thought this, the
car suddenly turned right away from the shining seaand the low moon toward the dark and
looming mountains.

Stanley let the Rolls-Royce follow the homing device with its automatic tracking lock. They
passed through Ventura and sped on up the coast. The moon was higher over the seanow. In the
back seat, Margo checked her weapons. She wore the dim coveralsin deep black that would
make her dmogt asinvishblein the night as The Shadow himself.

"They'veturned off," Stanley said.

"Into the mountains?' Margo asked.

"Yes" and Stanley looked up and to the right toward the dark shapes of the Santa Y nez. "Up
there somewhere, in one of those canyons. If they go too deep into some canyon, the mountains
could cut off thehoming signd.”

"Movecloser," Margo said.

"It won't be easy, Margo, they're moving fast.”

Stanley gunned the motor of the powerful Rolls-Royce and the big car surged forward along

the sea. But Highway 101 was crowded, and Stanley could gain little. He maintained his
distance, perhaps gained ahaf amile, and then reached the spot where the other car had turned
off. The Rolls-Royce swung off the highway just past Summerland and headed down a paved
sderoad into Montecito. They drove on through Montecito village--and began to climb. The
car far ahead led them off into another secondary road that wound up and around the base of a



mountain, heading deeper and deeper into the more desolate parts of the Santa Y nez.
Theradio st into the backseat began to make alow sound. A light flashed. Margo switched
on thereceiver.

"y e

"Burbank reporting. Urgent for Chief."

"Chief unable to accept message now. Report to me." Margo said.

"Our man in Hong Kong reports that truck and driver answering to the Chief's description of
the truck that was taking Henry Arnaud to the Communist border have been found! The driver
was dead, shot twice. All evidence points to the murder being the work of CY PHER."

"Thank you, Burbank. Stand by for immediate contact. IsHarry Vincent derted?!
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"Agent Vincent isready in helicopter,” Burbank reported.

Margo clicked off the radio set and sat silent in the back seat for along minute. Stanley
watched her in hisrear view mirror. The beautiful woman agent of The Shadow let her eyes meet
Stanley'seyesin the mirror.

"It meansthat CY PHER knowsthat Arnaud isdive. They know he escaped. They will be
expecting him to make another attempt to reach them. They may even have guessed that Arnaud
ismore than he seemsto be, Stanley. They will bewaiting for him!"

But Stanley did not answer. The bodyguard-chauffer was manipulating the big car, testing his
control; staring down &t the did of the tracking instrument that was following the homing device
far ahead. Margo looked down at her dia inthe back seat. The did read zero! The dial showed
no reaction at dl.

"It'sgone, Margo," Stanley said. "The contact is gone. Something has cut us off. We'velost
contact!"

"Perhaps the mountains. The beam won't go through amountain.”

Stanley looked al around. They werein adeep canyon surrounded by mountains. The narrow
road stretched ahead.

"Weve passed alot of sde roads. They must have turned into one of them,” Margo said.
"Yes," Stanley said.

"We haveto find it! When we comeinto range wéll find him!"

"Yes" Stanley sad. "If we comeinto rangeintime.” Margo was slent. She watched the
motionless dia. Then shelooked out toward the mountains al around. The Shadow was alone
NOW.

The Shadow, as Eero Kuhni, held to the side of the car asit lurched along the narrow dirt

road. Thelights of the car picked out the rutted road ahead, the deep ravine to theright, the high
steep sides of the mountains al around. The road twisted and turned on itself like asnake,
skirting the deep ravines, hugging the sides of the dry and sun-baked hills. The Shadow was
awarethat these hillsthat surrounded him now would not alow the signd of hishoming device
to reach Margo and Stanley unlessthey were close behind him. But he had more important
problems on hismind.
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The car had come out of its tortuous passage among the hills and ravines, and now climbed

up asteep switchback toward ahouse high on the side of amountain. 1t was a monstrous old
house, amansion set far back in utter isolation on the side of its mountain in the wild country
behind the prosperous California coast. It was not disguised from above, there was no need--it
was only an old mansion looming grotesque and monstrous in the night. The areawas dotted
with such mansions, relics of the days of the Robber Barons who loved their splendid isolation
after they becamerich. Now it was ablaze with light asif the proud owner were giving a
splendid party--but it was not an ordinary party. The Shadow knew who the guests would be at



this party, and what the prize of the evening was. And he knew that he, and he alone, had to
prevent the prize of the X-2 fdling into the hands of such guests as the merchants of violence
who were gathering in the old mansion on the mountain.

His second problem was what he saw and heard as the car made the last sweeping turn of the
switchback and entered the straight road that led to the tall iron gatesin the high stone wall that
surrounded the mansion. He heard afaint humming in the air, so faint only The Shadow could
have heard it. It was ahum of a sound wavelength higher, much higher, than could ever be heard
or felt by human ears other than the ears of The Shadow. He knew at once what the sound, the
sensation againg his Orientd-trained ears, was in the night--an eectronic fidld defense against
any devicesthat could be transmitting messages, or Sgnds, or directiona beams! And his
homing device could not be deactivated without being destroyed--and he could not destroy it
now in the car. It would be detected soon unless he blocked itssigndl.

What he saw asthe car dowed for the tal gates were the shadowy figures dl through the dark
underbrush surrounding the mansion outside the walls. He could see them clearly with his night
vision--uniformed men of CY PHER patrolling the entire areal More than aroutine patrol, he
was sure of that. The soldiers were observing and patrolling the approaches to the mansion, but
they were also observing the walls of the mansion itsdf--asif they expected some danger, but
did not know for sure whether it would come from outside or insgde The Shadow, hisdisguised
face betraying nothing, watched carefully, and knew at once that CY PHER was, for some
reason, dert and ready for somekind of attack or infiltration. The action of the guards at the gate
confirmed this.

The car drove up to the gate and was hated by five guards, three with guns who stood back
and covered the car while their two companions approached the car. The Shadow produced his
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badge and his card, and his mind concentrated al the power he had when not in his secret black
garb to block the sgnasfrom his homing device. He could block it for atime so that their
electronic field would not detect it. The guardstook his card and badge and subjected them to
visua and eectronic scrutiny with asmall gauge. The badge and cards passed the ingpection this
time, as The Shadow knew they would. The gates swung open, the guards stood back. The car
drove through and into the grounds. A curving grave drive led up to the door of the house. The
tall iron gates closed behind the car.

The car drove on up the drive toward the door of the mansion. On the wide porch, three of the
CYPHER leadersin the grey tunics were gathered around a machine that was scanning al
arrivals. It wasaspecia X-ray machine. A machine that would penetrate any disguise--even
that of The Shadow. He did not hesitate. The car was hafway up the curving drive. That instant
it went behind agrove of trees and was momentarily blocked from view from the house. With a
swift, unseen move of hisright hand, he caught the neck of the femae Senior Trooper and
sueezed. She dumped unconscious. He leaned forward and chopped the driver across the neck,
did quickly acrossinto the front seat, and brought the car to ahdlt.

The door opened and he jumped out into the night.

But it was not Eero Kuhni who moved like a phantom acrossthe gravel drive and into the
wooded grounds of the mansion--it was the black-cloaked figure of The Shadow.
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THE SHADOW circled the grounds of the mansion like adark wraith in the Cdifornianight.
There were guards patrolling everywhere. It would be only amatter of minutes before CY PHER
discovered the car in the driveway, and knew that an enemy was on the grounds. He had little
timeto discover the location of the X-2, and to destroy it and itsinventor! He glided soundlessly



through the dark mountain treesto the sde of the mansion. There waslight in most of the rooms.
He circled the house in the night, aflickering black shape that merged and blended with the
shadows of the night itself, until he found the windows he was seeking--the large ballroom of

the manson where the assembled merchants of violence waited for the results of their seded
bids.
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The room through the window, as The Shadow's fiery eyeswatched, was ablaze of light, a
milling of fifty anxious people al watching the smal raised platform at the far end that had once
been built to hold the orchestra at the red balls that must have graced this house in bygone times
when the world was amore smple place. The men and women of power and of violence looked
at their watches from time to time, muttered to each other, paced. For the most part they did not
talk to each other, except for the muttered comments of annoyance at the apparent delay, but
paced in isolated silence, contemplating their chances, aware that the winner would have the
power to destroy the othersif he wished to, and the power was asimportant to these vultures as
the act. To be destroyed was bad for them, but to be in the position to be destroyed, to be at the
mercy of someone else, was, perhaps, worse. So they did not chat easily with each other, but
drank the drinks brought by uniformed waitersin agrim silence broken only by curt wordswhen
the waiting became intolerable and even they had to speak to someone.

Suddenly, they al turned to aman, and there was a stir at the door. The small Senior Director
with the plastic face came swiftly into the room. He was followed by thetall, thin Section
Director One, and the woman Senior Trooper who had been made unconscious by The Shadow.
Thethree of them walked quickly to the raised platform. The grotesque-faced little Section
Director stood at the podium and surveyed the assembled bidders. At hiswindow, The Shadow
watched with hisfiery eyes. The femae Senior Trooper stood grim on the platform, and the tall
Section Director One seemed uneasy. But at the podium, the macabre-faced little Section
Director Six had agleam in the eyes hidden behind the holesin his plastic mask asif hewould
be amiling thinly if hisface had been able to move. Hisrigid face turned dowly from one side of
the room to the other asif studying every face in the room. Then he nodded. His voice was low
and cold. The Shadow, crouched hidden at the window, watched him as he began to spesk.

"I must gpologize for the delay, ladies and gentlemen, | know how anxious you are to hear

the results of the bidding. But before we can begin the final stage of our transaction, we havea
small matter of security.” He stopped as the room hummed with suddenly alarmed conversation.
He held up hishand for sllence. "Thereis no cause for darm, | assureyou. Y ou will recall the
man, Arnaud, we unmasked in Hong Kong? Well, it appears that he escaped us after al. | am
fairly certain that Arnaud, or one of his associates, is here on the grounds now."

Again the assembled merchants of violence buzzed with alarm. Their power was the power of
slence and darkness, and they did not welcome the light on them, or the eyes of unfriendly
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strangers who learned who and what they were. They began to shout for action, for aquick end
to the business so that they could leave as soon as possible. Three of them even started for the
door. Guards blocked the exit. The smal man with the weird plastic face again held up his hand
for dlence.

"Please! | absolutely assure you that there is no danger. He cannot escape us. But until we

find and destroy him, | cannot permit anyoneto leave, nor can | conclude our business.”

A voice shouted. "He escaped you once! "

"y e

"How do we know?'

"We can't be seen herel”

"Please, please!" the smal man caled out. "He escaped because we let him out of our sight
dive--that will not happen thistime. That iswhy you must remain. The grounds are seded off,



no one can get in or out past our men. We know that heishere. But, to be sure, | call Eero
Kuhni!"

Slence,

"Eero Kuhni!"

Silence again. Two of the assembled people looked at the faces around them. Guards stood
high on abalcony along the walls and scrutinized the people on the floor below. The leader of
the guards shook his head. A short, stocky man in theill-fitting suit of a Russian spoke up.
"Heisnot here. | know Kuhni, and heisnot here."

Therigid-faced Section Director nodded. "As| expected. He entered the grounds, this Eero
Kuhni, but heis not here. He knew that the X-ray machine would have penetrated his disguise so
he vanished. But he cannot escape the grounds. So, we will now have asmal game. One
capability of the X-2 was not demonstrated to you in Hong Kong. It isasimple extenson of the
obvious. Any subject can be influenced to do anything if the machineis correctly programmed.
So, asafind demongtration, we will show you how simpleit isto rid yoursaves of an unwanted
enemy--how hewill get rid of himself for you. The X-2 has been programmed to induce
auicide! Wewill track down thisintruder, and the machine will be turned on him! Theresult, |
think, will be mogt ingructive and, perhaps, alittleamusing.”

The buzz in the room was of laughter now. The group al smiled at each other. Some laughed
aoud. Therewas an air of anticipation. Therigid-faced little man moved his macabre head to
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show that he, too, was laughing. Outside, the eyes of The Shadow burned brighter as he watched
and listened. There was even lesstime. The smdl man with the plastic face held up hishand
once more for sllence. The room quieted.

"Togiveyou al abetter view, | want you to go out onto the front porch. The X-2 prototypeis
mounted on ajeep out in front. Various other of our guards aso have weapons, but they will not
use them unlessit is absolutely necessary to prevent his escape. | hope that will not happen, |
would hate you to missthefun, eh?

Thevoicesdl shouted, Yes, Yes, and there was much laughter. At the window, The Shadow's
eyes blazed up. He knew where the X-2 machine was now. Now it wastimeto act. He let the
sgnd of hishoming device beam out again. There was no need now to hide.

His black shape vanished from the window and blended into the darkness of the treeson the
slent grounds.

The four black-uniformed guards patrolled aong the high south wall. Three of them carried
conventiona wesgpons. The fourth carried adeadly beam projector. They patrolled carefully,
watching back and front, covering each other. They passed a clump of treesthat stood in dark
shadow. One of them flashed his strong light into the clump. There was nothing they could see,
only the black shapes of the night. They passed on beyond the clump, still watching al sides,
cautious and efficient. Suddenly they dl froze.

Therewasanoisein front of them and to the | eft.

All four leveled their weapons and |ooked toward where the sound had come from. The two

in front were some four steps ahead of the two in back. The two in back never saw the black
form that floated from the clump of treesthey had passed and seemed to enfold them like a great
black amoeba. Silently, they vanished into the clump of trees asif swallowed.

Thetwo in front turned to suggest a plan for advancing toward the sound they had heard.

They stared when they did not see their companions. One of them pointed to the clump of trees.
Something seemed to be glowing red among the trees. The two CY PHER men advanced
cautioudy. The black shape seemed to explode at them, like part of the night itsalf engulfing
them. They collapsed without a sound as The Shadow descended upon them. The laugh of the
Avenger was low in the night.



123

There were three CY PHER men guarding the main gate. They were there to guard only the
interior, the outside being patrolled by another squad of the black-uniformed troopers. The three
on theinsde did not see the black-shrouded figure glide up through the night. They did not see
thefiery eyesthat glowed like points of flame, or the hawk nose beneath the wide douch hat.
Thefirs they knew that something was happening was when each man fdt thefaint prickling in
hisbrain, the flow that was like a soft touch on their brains. They brushed their eyes and shook
their heads. They blinked as the mist seemed to hover over them. A cloud that entered their
minds softly, thickly. Then there seemed to be awhispered voice, avoice that commanded them
to lay down their weapons and go into the bushes. They laid down their weapons and walked
into the bushes. The voice from the mist that clouded their minds whispered to them to lie down
and deep. They lay down and closed their eyes asif in deep. The black shape of The Shadow
moved on.

Near thewest wall two CYPHER men fell into anarrow gully and lay at the bottom. They

had not seen the gully. They had been walking cautioudy ahead, and then there was no ground
and they lay deep in the gully unconscious.

Three more CYPHER guards, waking in snglefile, fell one by one as strong fingers of sted
closed on their throats from behind--the last, then the middle, and findly the leader. Each man
did not hear the othersfdll.

Therewere four CY PHER men who entered athick tunnel of trees near the east wall. None of
them came out. Their bodies lay dead where they had fallen under sudden blows that seemed to
gtrike from the black trees, from a power that came up out of the dark earth itsalf.

Three others heard anoise near the mansion and closed in with their wegpons ready. The man
with the X-2 wasin the lead. He saw the figure in the night. He aimed hisweapon and blasted a
beam at the figure. There was a sudden shot, and the man with the X-2 stood over the body of
one of hisown men--the man had shot himsglf! The other two ran forward and had only an
instant to see the burning eyesin the night before they were dead from two sudden blows. The
man with the X-2 whirled and aimed his wesgpon. Before he could pressthe trigger he forgot
what he had intended to do. There was agreat cloud on his mind. Hetried to think but could not.
Helad down hisweapon at awhispered word that seemed to come from inside his own mind.
Then hefell to the ground and dept.

The Shadow's laugh rose chilling in the night.
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On the steps on the mansion the crowd milled and waited. The small Section Director with
the grotesque plastic face sood gpart with his fellow Section Director. The femae Senior
Trooper was bent over an electronic control board. The two Section Directors stared at the
woman and at the board. She turned her head to look at them.

"It'simpossible!l Now thereis no contact aong the rear wall! Nothing!" the Senior Trooper
cried.

"Ridiculous, Senior Trooper! The men report every haf hour!” thetal, thin Section Director
Onesaid.

"Or on contact!" the small man with the plagtic face said. "Are you surethe board is
operating?'

"I'm sure, Section Director," the woman said.

The smal man with the plagtic face pushed her aside. "Let metry!"

He bent over the board, pressed buttons, turned dids, his hand growing frantic asthe silent
board mocked him. He spoke harshly into the microphone built into the board--there was no
answer. The smdl man swore, his plastic face shaking with the anger that did not show on the
rigid surface but that churned beneath where the scar of hisred face dtill existed.



"Try outsdethewalld" thetal, thin Section Director said.

The smal man spun adid, pressed buttons. Finally there was an answer. Post Six outsde the
wall reported all quiet. Posts One through Five did not answer.

"What about the gate?’

The gate did not answer.

"Send Post Six in through the gatel”

Post Six acknowledged and signed off. The Section Director waited for areport from Post Six
when they reached the gate. There was no report. The gate still did not answer. The plastic-faced
little man turned to look at thetall, thin man.

"l don't understand it!"

"Careful,” thetdl, thin man said. "They are beginning to sense something.”

"They'rewatching us," the woman said.

The crowd on the porch of the mansion had grown restless. Many of them were staring
toward thelittle group of CYPHER leaders clustered around the control board. A low murmur
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had begun. Two of the crowd of bidders stepped toward the group. The small man with the
grotesgue plastic face faced them.

"A small communications problem, nothing else. Y ou have nothing to worry about. We
should be ableto get to the bidsvery . . ."

Thewelrd, chilling laugh seemed to rise up out of the night and flow acrossdl thewaiting
bidders.

"What the. . I" thetdl, thin Section Director began.

The crowd began to buzz again, looking out from the porch into the darkness beyond the
lighted gravel driveway.

"Him!" the plastic-faced leader said. "The man in black!"

"There!™ someone shouted.

The Shadow stood in the blaze of light from the house, his greet black shape highintheair on
the jeep that was mounted with the X-2.

"Kill him!" the plastic-faced CY PHER leader cried. "Kill him!"

But no one responded.

There were no guards. The guards who had been on thejeep lay inthe gravel of the driveway.
All around the house, asthe cry of "Kill him!" echoed across the night, there was only silence.
Nothing moved anywhere in the night except on the brightly lighted porch itsdf. The cry
reverberated, "Kill him!" and faded away into the great silence that filled the darkness, itsfina
echo dying away againgt the dark and arid mountains.

The Shadow laughed.

The woman Senior Trooper drew her pistol and aimed it. A single shot cracked out and she
fell back against the building and pitched forward onto her face.

The automatic in the hand of The Shadow g ected the shell of the bullet that had struck her.
Thetdl, thin Section Director One dove for the floor of the porch, his pistol out and coming
up toward The Shadow. It never came up. The Shadow blazed with both automatics and the tall,
thin man crumpled in a hesp, blood spreading across the grey tunic of aCYPHER Section
Director.

The gathered merchants of violence and davery began to mill, shout, run toward the towering
black apparition of The Shadow where he stood on the jeep, his chilling laugh reverberating far
acrossthe dlent and deserted hills beyond the high walls of the mansion.
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The Shadow pulled the cover off the X-2, and turned it toward the angry bidders who rushed
toward him.

They would now never know who madethe high bid.



The Shadow directed the beam of the diabolical weapon on them.
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THE SHADOW never forgot the scene that he now looked at all across the porch and the gravel
driveway of the mansion highin the hills of the Santa Y nez. He had seen many scenes of horror,
but thiswas to remain inddibly etched in hismind. But he did not relent, he did not ceaseto
direct the beam of the horrible machine--he could not risk the X-2 ever reaching any of these
creatures. Asthe beam of the machine struck them, traversed dowly acrossthem set at itswidest
beam angle, they began to react. The Shadow beamed them, and for an instant they continued to
run toward him, and then it began. It was, in gigantic numbers, the scenes he had been shownin
the presentation movie at Hang Kong.

They stopped.

Their eyeswent blank, vacant.

Then their eyes became bright, maniacd.

From their pockets, from the ground around the jeep where the CY PHER soldierslay, from

the dead Senior Trooper and thetdll, thin Section Director One, they took weagpons. Some had
knives hidden in their clothes, some had guns, many had the poison capsul es such people carry
because they know what would happen to them in the hands of their enemies--the same they
would do to their enemies. Asthe beam touched them, concentrated upon them, they found
weapons of desth.

The screams and groansfilled the air.

They took the poison.

They shot themselves.

They stabbed themsalves and the blood flowed.

The ground became littered with the bodies, the pools of blood, and the air filled with the

groans and screams of the dying.
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Those that were not touched by the beam of the X-2 began to run in panic. All across the dark
grounds of the mansion they ran with the deadly beam of the X-2 pursuing them, programmed to
make them kill themsalves without knowledge of why or how they would die. The Shadow
swung the beam of the macabre wesapon right and left from the top of the jeep. He sent the
fingers of the beam probing through the night. Those that were not touched, those that did not
die or attempt to die at their own hand, had no more thought of The Shadow. They ran in the last
extremity of the carrion they were--for their own lives,

The small, grotesque-faced Section Director did not run. He had not tried to shoot The

Shadow, and he did not flee in panic. He stood for amoment watching, looking to be sure of
what had happened and was happening. The beam touched him but nothing happened. He did
not go blank, hiseyesdid not turn into the eyes of afanatic. He did not try to kill himsdlf.

The Shadow knew that whatever the defense againgt the beam was, the macabrelittle

CYPHER leader had used it for himsdlf. Probably they had dl used it, the men of CY PHER, and
the beam of the X-2 would not harm them. But they were not proof against bullets. The Shadow
drew hisautométics again.

Thesmall CYPHER leader turned and vanished into the mansion.

The Shadow leaped down from the jeep and floated across the gravel of the driveway. He
picked hisway among the dead and dying, fedling no pity for these men who were, in the end,
more monsters than men--men who bid for the weapons of horror, men who lived on the blood
and hopes and degath of other men. He reached up onto the porch and into the mansion. The
grotesgue Section Director was far ahead down along side hallway. The Shadow moved unseen



and wraithlike after him. His automatics werein his hand, but he did not fire. He did not want
the small man dead, not yet. He had ended the bidding, destroyed the X-2 machine, and |eft the
merchants of death lying in their own blood--but hisjob was not yet ended.

He watched astherigid face of the CY PHER leader turned and looked carefully behind. The
Shadow merged ingtantly with the shadows of the halway. The grotesque Section Director was
satisfied that he was not being followed. Suddenly, he stepped to the wall a the end of the hall
and vanished.

The cave was deep inside the mountain. A white-haired old man worked over adesk. Theold
man was writing. From time to time the old man consulted some notes, and then wrote again. Al
128

around him in the cave there were long benches, work benches, with glassware and ectronic
apparatus. There were deeping quartersin the cave aso. The old man seemed obliviousto al but
hiswork. He did not move when the plastic-faced section director suddenly appeared in the cave.
Hedid not turn or look up. The smal CY PHER leader stood behind him.

"Morgan"

The old man held up ahand, wrote, did not turn.

"Dr. Morgan | spesk to you!"

"A moment, only amoment. | am onto something! A new form of will-ray. The X-3 might
beready. Ah, itismagnificent. A ray that will not only sap the will, render the subject ready for
any command, but will make him a permanent tool--a human robot. But not different, not
strange in any way--absolutely normal. And yet he will become subject to the control will at

any time!" the white-haired old man smiled. "Think of it! A subject permanently conditioned to
do precisaly what he isinstructed, no need to use the X-3 more than once. A scientific marvd, |
tell you."

"Very good, Dr. Morgan. Y ou are agenius. But now we must leave here,” the grotesque
Section Director said.

The old man stopped writing, blinked up. "'l am to go now to my new |aboratory?*

"No, that isover. You must build more X-2'sin our lab in Peru. We must go at onceto

Peru. Come."

"But you promised me that | would have anew laboratory. Y ou said that someone would buy
the X-2 and give me ared laboratory!"

""'Soon, Morgan but not now. There has been a change of plan.”

"You promised! | amtired of thiscave! | amtired of you and your Peru! | am ascientist, not a
pawn!*

"You are our scientist, Morgan! Remember that. Now come with me."

"My work! My experimentd™

"Leavethem! | said come now!"

"L eave my notes, too? Leave the principle of the X-2 and the notes for the X-3?' the old man
sad.

"Of course nat, you fool! Bring them, but hurry! Thereisnot much time!”
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The old man shrugged and began to gather his papers. Therigid-faced CY PHER leader

waited impatiently. The old man took histime, and neither the old man nor the CY PHER leader
saw the black wraith that glided through the dark areas of the cave. They did not see the burning
eyesthat werefixed on them, or that watched the old man gather his papers. They were unaware
of anything until the voice broke the deep silence of the cave far down inside the mountain
beneath the mangion.

"Thereisnotime, Georgi!"

The man with the plagtic face turned sharply. He held apistal. His eyes behind the mask



blinked as he saw the giant black figure of The Shadow, felt the power of the burning eyes. He
did not fire. He stared. The old man, Dr. Morgan, stood with his mouth open, his case of papers
filled and in his hands. It wasthe CY PHER leader, Georgi, who spoke.

"You! Who are you? What power do you have that we cannot escape you! "

"I am called The Shadow, Georgi. | destroy dl evil. | will destroy you.”

"How do you know my name?"

The old man whined. "Who isthis? What does he want?"

"How do you know my name?' the smal man said again, and the eyes behind the mask

blazed. "Arnaud! Y ou are Henry Arnaud! Y es, of course, you heard my name used. Now | see!
Y ou are Arnaud, and Lamont Cranston, too! One and the same! Ah, now | have your secret.
Now .. ."

The laugh of The Shadow mocked the men in the silent cave. His eyes blazed again. His

voice was cold when he spoke.

"Y ou have my secret, Georgi, but | have you!™

Therigid face moved asif the red face behind it laughed. "Y ou have me? | haveyou,

Shadow. Yes, | havethe pistol! Y ou will not move!™

Again The Shadow laughed. "What good, Georgi, isapistol that will not fire?"

"Youthink. .. So, I will show you!"

The grotesque little CY PHER leader pointed the pistol and tried to fire. The eyesof The
Shadow burned brighter. The old man watched. There was no shot.

"I will kill you!" the small man shouted. Hisfinger would not pull the trigger.

"Shoot!" the old man shouted, clutching his case of notes and plansto hisold breast.

The smal man strained, stared at The Shadow. The Shadow laughed:
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The small man brushed at the rigid mask of hisface. He stepped back. Therewasafant

sound. A great cloud of white smoke filled the cave between The Shadow and the two men he
faced. A dense cloud, released by some control activated by the foot of the small man. The
Shadow bounded forward through the smoke. There could be no danger, the small man and
Morgan had worn no masks. The Shadow burst through the smoke and emerged in a space where
they had stood. They were gone.

The Shadow, his eyesflaming, searched thewall of the cave beyond the smoke. His powerful
vision saw the faint crack in the solid stone. He concentrated all the power of hismind. There
was afant whirring sound and the cave wal opened reveding a cleverly camouflaged secret
door. The Shadow moved through the door. A flight of stepsled upward. The Shadow bounded
up. The steps wound up and up. There was a short flat space before the next section of stairs. The
Shadow stopped, his mind sensing some danger. He concentrated and with asharp click two
rows of razor-sharp knives sprung from the walls and met in the center of the passage.

With agrim smile on his hawk face, The Shadow dropped to the floor of the passage and
crawled beneath the knives. On hisfeet again he went soundlesdy up the stairs of the next flight.
He easly evaded two more traps, and emerged at last out into the night. He stood on the summit
of the mountain behind the mangon. The moon was high now, and dl around in the night the
Slent pesks Stretched away. Below therewas il light al through the mansion, and the faint and
digant groans of the il living far below.

On the summit of the mountain there was only silence. The Shadow's eyes pierced the dark.

He saw, ahundred yards ahead, a shoulder of the mountain. Behind the shoulder therewas a
sound. The sound of two men running. The Shadow bounded away through the dark like a greeat
bird with wide black wings. He seemed to fly around the shoulder of the mountain. Ahead the
two men had stopped running.

They stood beside a hdlicopter.

Already the engine of the helicopter had started. The two fleeing men werein the helicopter.



The Shadow raced toward them with his black cape streaming out in the dark. His automatics
were out and ready. The helicopter took off, banked, whirled high in the night above the
mountain. The Shadow fired avolley, but the machine was too far. High above, The Shadow saw
the grotesque face of the small man leaning down to look back at him. The CY PHER leader
waved infina derison.
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The Shadow stood on the ground and gazed upward with his burning eyes. His mind reached
out, the power of hismind that flowed out like astream, ariver of power that reached into the
escaping helicopter. The engine of the helicopter coughed, sputtered, and went dead in the air.
For along moment the helicopter hung there silent in the black sky. Therigid plastic face
looked down at The Shadow on the mountain below.

Then the helicopter, itselectrical system silenced by the power of The Shadow's mind,
plunged down and down like a stone and flamed to destruction asit struck the mountain and
rolled over and over down into the rocky valey.

Thelaugh rang through the dark hills.

Fifteen minutes later The Shadow stood besi de the smashed helicopter, the last trace of the
secret of the X-2 destroyed. Then he turned and climbed back up the mountain, went back down
to the mansion, and destroyed al the models of the diabolical wespon.

A haf an hour later another helicopter swooped down on the grounds of the mansion. The
Shadow watched it comedown. Margo stepped out and ran to the Avenger.

"Welocated your homing signa only ahaf an hour ago,” the woman agent said.

"Jugt intime, Margo."

The beautiful woman looked around. She saw the bodies that littered the grounds. She looked
at her chief.

"Did you get the principle of the X-27"'

"Yes, Margo. The principle, the modes, and the man who invented them. They aredl
destroyed.”

"All? The principle? But we could giveitto. . ."

"To no one, Margo! The X-2 can go to no one on this Earth, not yet, perhaps not ever. No
man isready for such aweapon. No country. No power."

Margo again looked around. "Arethey al dead?’

"Dead or running,” The Shadow said. "Wewill dert the FBI to come and finish thejob. |

think they will not want the world to know of this"

The Shadows chilling laugh was grim now, cold, asit carried across the mountains. He turned
away and glided silently to the helicopter where Harry Vincent waited at the controls. Margo got
into the machine and it took off and vanished into the night.

Behind it, the mansion lay bright as day and as sllent asatomb.
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A week |ater, in the office of Commissioner Weston of the New Y ork Police, Inspector
Parker of the FBI explained the solution of the case to Lamont Cranston, Margo, Weston and
Hawkins of Interpol.

"It was an anonymoustip,” Parker explained. "When we got to that manson the place looked
like a battleground. There were bodies everywhere. These soldiersin the black uniforms, and al
theforeign civilians. They told astory | can't even repest to you people, itsdl top secret now.
Let'sjust say that al those crimes, assass nations, murders were caused by one outfit that calls
itsdf CYPHER. They used some experimenta machine. We found broken parts of some odd-
looking weapon, but nothing else. True or not true, well never redly know."

"A ray that causes men to kill total strangers and with no knowledge of whét they have

done?' Commissioner Weston said. "Do you believe it Parker?"



The FBI man looked at Weston, and then at the rest of them in the room. "I don't know, Chief
Weston. All | do know isthat dl those bodiesin the driveway of the mansion had killed
themselves! It was mass suicide, and they said it was the machine that made them do it. The few
aurvivors said that it was suicide. They escaped by running from the machine before it touched
them. Wefound them huddled like frightened rabbits dl over that mountain. They whimpered
about the X-2."

The grim FBI man looked a them all. Cranston, his hooded eyesimpassive now, spoke

quietly to Inspector Parker.

"But you found no redl clues. Only these survivors? 'Y ou have no way of knowing if there

redly was such amachine?'

Parker watched Cranston. "Let's put it thisway, Cranston. Maybe there was an X-2, and
maybe not. Something made all those peoplekill themsalves, something scared the others
practicdly insane. Officidly it ismasshyseria Thefileisclosed. No onewill ever seethét file.
Infact, it may be destroyed. The Director is considering it now with the President.”

In the silence the Interpol man, Hawkins, rubbed his chin and stared off into the empty space

of Weston's elegant office. The Interpol man seemed to be thinking of something he did not quite
want to mention. But, at last, Hawkins spoke.

"If there was such amachine, and if it did make al those people kill themsalves, Inspector,

who operated it? 1 mean,” and Hawkins looked at them dl, "'someone had to operateit.”
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Parker stared at the floor. Then he seemed to find somelint on his suit to brush away. Findly

he shrugged. "The survivors were hdf insane, maybe completdly insane. Who knows, Hawkins?
They talked about amonster, a black-cloaked demon who laughed. They were incoherent. They
seemed to think this black demon, this shadow, had operated the X-2. Persondly, | think they
fought among themsdves and turned it on each other.”

"A laugh?' Hawkinssaid. "A shadow?'

Margo smiled. "After dl, the mountains are full of shadows.”

TheEnd
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Strange, senseless, horrible murders--no profit
motive, no chain of circumstances, no organized
plan until suddenly:

THE SHADOW KNOWS--

It isthe men of CYPHER.

Quickly then, Interpol, the F.B.I., but to no avail.
Then--Margo Lane captured, Lamont Cranston
tortured, investigators dead.

Now the black cloak moves through the night,
the demoniacd laugh fills men with feer;

THE SHADOW ACTS.

All isover. THE SHADOW has come and gone.
Where?
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