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Moon Down

The great rocket stood tal in the dawn sky. A giant white pillar that towered up into the morning
haze of the desert that was aready burning off with the growing heat of the sun. The sun itself
was gtill hidden below the distant flat-topped mesas. Only the top of the giant white rocket
glowed in the sun. On the ground bel ow, the group of tense officids sood in the dawn shadows.
The officids, civilian and military, stared up at the great white rocket with its space capsule
blended into the nose far above. They were quiet, dmost grim. The sun had almost reached them
when aman in military uniform looked a hiswatch and spoke quietly. The officidsdl filed to
waiting vehicles. The vehicles drove off toward the distant control building st like a pillbox on
the flat surface of the desert.

At thelaunching pad itself nothing moved now. The areaaround the giant rocket and its

gantry was unusualy cleared. Nothing blocked a clear view of the rocket, pad, and giant gantry
from dl sdes. Nothing and no one came near the greet rocket with its capsule pointed up into the
now bright sunny sky above the desert. All was slent in the growing hest.

Then the rocket began to smoke--clouds of white vapor rose as its oxygen-fueled engines
begantofire.

The umbilica dropped. The gantry moved away.

Clouds of white vapor wreathed the dim white cylinder with its large spaceship capsule on

the nose.

Magegticdly, incredibly dowly, the giant rocket began to lift.

Like sometoy lifted Straight up by the hand of an unseen giant, the rocket rose dowly into the
air, reached a point above its gantry. It went twice as high, three times, gathered speed, began to
tilt ever so dightly onitspath to the sars.

The rocket never reached the stars.

Lessthan six hundred yards above the Earth the rocket suddenly seemed to lurch, to fdter, to
hestate.

Like aslent pantomime in suspended time, the rocket seemed to stop in mid-air.

It tilted.

With asudden lurchit tilted dl the way over and fdll onto itsside.

Soundless, the giant rocket fell back to Earth. It struck onitsside.

There was amighty explosion. Fire and flame shot into the hot and sunny sky. Great clouds of
smoke and vapor ascended into the air. The gantry toppled from the force of the mammoth
explosion. The distant control buildings shook. Windows smashed. Vehicles parked in front of
the buildings were hurled over.

The gresat rocket lay in atwisted heap of destroyed rubble, the cloud of smoke and vapor
towering into the sky.

For atime nothing moved on the base.

Then men in ashestos suits, and other men in military uniforms, began to emerge from the
buildings. They righted vehicles and checked to find ones till operable. When they had found
vehiclesthat could be used, they climbed in and began to move out toward the wreckage of the
rocket.



4

One of the vehicles suddenly stopped. A man in the uniform of a high-ranking officer in the
United States Army pointed to hisleft. Everyone in the vehicle looked toward where he pointed.
They saw acluster of low concrete buildings that bordered a series of low sand hillsand agully.
But it was not the buildings they stared .

Besde one of the buildingsthere was afigure.

A srange, weird figuredl in black.

The figure seemed to be staring toward the destroyed rocket. Even at the distance the
occupants of the stopped vehicle could see that the figure wore awide-brimmed black douch hat.
Something glowed red in the sun from the figure. Even asthey watched, the figure began to turn
and float away--a shapelessfigure in black that seemed to glide without feet or arms.

Two men jumped from the vehicle and raced back toward the main control building. The
vehicleitsdlf turned and drove asfast asit could toward the row of buildings where the figure
had been. When they got there the figure was gone. They spread out to search the buildings and
the hillsand gully beyond. Those with weapons drew them. They found nothing. Therewas no
trace of the strange black-shrouded figure.

In the control building the darm was sent ouit.

For some fifteen minutes nothing more happened. The search of the hillsand gully continued.
The entire security apparatus of the NASA Base was derted. Still there was no report and no sign
of the black figure.

Then aguard was found unconscious near thetal, eectrified fence of the base. The guard

could remember nothing but asudden blackout. That, and a shape vanishing over the fence.
"Whoever heis, hesout,” one of the military men said.

The Colone who had first seen the figure looked up at the high, eectric fence. "How? How

did he get over that?'

The others dl stared at the towering fence.
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ON A BACK dirt road in the desert not far from the high fence of the NASA Basg, a atimejust
before the discovery of the unconscious guard, a black Rolls-Royce suddenly emerged from
behind alow mesawhere it had been completely hidden. The car drove quickly along theroad in
the sun and dust. It had only one occupant--the driver who wore the grey uniform of a

chauffeur.

The chauffeur drove with his eyes studying both sides of the dusty road--and alarge

automatic pistol on the seat beside him where he could pick it up in an ingtant. He drove dowly.
He saw ahead a depression in the ground and a heavy clump of dry desert vegetation. The Rolls
passed the clump of tough, wiry growth that masked the doping entry into agully.

The chauffeur did not look around. The Rolls-Royce did not dow down further from its

20 mph pace. The clump of wiry and dry bushes passed behind--and afigure sat in the back seat
of the Rolls. A figure dl in black who had appeared asif by some kind of eerie magic. Thefigure
was The Shadow, and he had not appeared by magic, but by the swift and sllent skillslearned so
long ago in the Orient.

"Driveto the highway, Stanley," The Shadow said sharply. "1 must be on the Base within five
minutes”

The chauffeur, Stanley, nodded. One of the chief agents of The Shadow, Number Two in the



far-flung organization of the cloaked Avenger, Stanley did not ask questions. What The Shadow
ordered was done instantly. The chauffeur-bodyguard-agent was always prepared, dways
efficient. He now asked only one question.

"It faled agan?"

"Yes, Stanley," The Shadow intoned. "It failed again. There was no one, nothing. | could see

no reason. | was observed in my escape, but neither | nor any of the officials saw anything!™
Where he sat in the back seat of the now speeding Rolls, the eyes of The Shadow blazed an
angry fire. He had seen no reason for the failure of the great rocket--which meant that whatever
sabotage had been done had been done long before! And The Shadow had little doubt that it had
been sabotage.

"Did you observe anything, Stanley?' The Avenger asked. "No, Chief, nothing.”

"Make the complete check now," The Shadow commanded. The cloaked Avenger sat Silent in
the back seat as Stanley touched a button on the dashboard. One by one the voices of The
Shadow's agents reported from their posts al around the NASA Base. The piercing eyes of the
Avenger werefiery ashelistened. A red fire-opa girasol glowed red in aring on hislong finger.
The wide brim of the douch hat hid al but his blazing eyes and the long, sharp hawk nose. His
great black cloak seemed to blend into theinterior of the car.

The reports ended. No one had seen anything. Then The Shadow |eaned forward.

"Harry Vincent has not reported!”

Stanley shook hishead. "I get no answer from Harry."

The Shadow passed his glowing fire-opd girasol in front of atiny instrument in the back of

the front seat that looked like no more than a small tape recorder. The instrument glowed. It was
the private communication system used only by The Shadow himself to cdl hisagents. Ingtantly
avoice seemed to be in the back seet.

"Agent Vincent. Isthat you, Chief?"
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"Report, Harry!"

"I've got agtaff car." Vincent'svoicewaslow. "It is parked just outsde the Base. Therésa
Colond in the back, and two sergeantsin the front. It arrived about fifteen minutes ago. Nothing
has happened, it just Ststhere. I'm in my truck out of sght.”

"They made no attempt to enter the base?' The Shadow asked.

"No, they just seemed to St here," Harry 'Vincent said. "They . . . They're starting up! They're
turning around!”

"Follow them!" The Shadow commanded.

"Roger. Over and out. Report later!”

The voice was silent. The Shadow sat donein the rear seet of the speeding Rolls-Royce.
Moments later the big car reached the highway and turned toward the gate of the NASA Base
where the rocket had so recently crashed. Stanley turned to be sure that The Shadow wanted to
go straight to the gate. But the Shadow was no longer in the back sedt.

A stranger sat in the back seat now.

Hewas a smaller man, stockier and shorter than The Shadow. The new man's eyeswere
hooded and impassive. Quiet eyeswithout the fire of The Shadow. A thoughtful face without
anger or any other emotion. The man wore a neat and expensive business suit, his hair was grey
and close-cropped, and he had al the other aspects of a successful business man--which was
exactly what hewas. The man was Lamont Cranston, wedlthy socidite and successful
international business man who headed the wide interests of Lamont Cranston Enterprises, Inc.
He was aso The Shadow!

The guise of Lamont Cranston was the mgjor alter-ego the black-cloaked Avenger presented
to the world to disguise his activitiesin the never-ending war againg al evil. There were other



ater-egos, many of them, but it was as Cranston, the close friend and fellow member of the
Cobdt Club with Police Commissioner Weston of New Y ork, that The Shadow was best known.
But there were few who knew that the passive face of the amateur criminologist, Lamont
Cranston, hid the power of The Shadow!

Only the members of the black-garbed Avenger's far-flung secret organization, the small but
powerful army of dedicated fightersfor right and justice and peace, knew that their Chief and
Lamont Cranston were one and the same. There was no one on earth who knew the true identity
of The Shadow--who the Avenger had been before he became The Shadow. Only two people
had ever known this--The Shadow himself and his master Chen T'aTze; the great Master who
had taught the Avenger dl that he knew, dl his skills and powers--including the ultimate power

to cloud the minds of men. A power known only to one man in each generation, and given by
Chen T'aTze before he died to The Shadow.

Now, where the quiet Lamont Cranston sat in the back seet of the Rolls-Royce approaching

the gate of the NASA Base, hisimpassive face covered al the powers of The Shadow--except the
ultimate power. The power to cloud men's minds was of the mind, but it could only be exercised
when The Shadow was The Shadow--when he wore the great black cloak, the douch hat, the
fire-opal girasol ring. The garments, passed on to The Shadow by Chen T'a Tze with the secret
known only to the Master and now only to The Shadow, were hidden in their secret pockets
insde the smple business suit of Cranston. No search could disclose them--and they were there
ready to be used at any instant. Now they would not be used. It was Lamont Cranston who would
enter the Base.
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"Drive draight to the gate, Stanley,” Lamont Crangton said. "They'll wonder why | am late.
Wewill tell them that we had an unfortunate breakdown on the road. Y ou might make some
smple defect and have it checked at the Base motor pool in case they check.”

"Right, Boss," Stanley said, assuming ingtantly hisrole of chauffeur and body-guard to

Lamont Crangton. "Do you think that car Harry isfollowing has something to do with dl this?"
"I don't know, Stanley, but it was outside the Base for some reason. The question is, what
reason, and what could it do outside the Base?"

"Maybe some remote control,” Stanley said.

Cranston was thoughtful. "1 doubt it, Stanley. That truck of Harry'sis equipped to detect any
remote control units. No, if they were there for any reason, it is Some reason we cannot yet
determine.”

"Maybethey just stayed off the Base for the firing. Maybe it was just some curious Colond,"
Stanley sad.

"Possibly, Stanley," Cranston said. The wedlthy socidite leaned forward now asthe car
rounded a curve and the gate was ahead. "All right, Stanley, we should have no trouble. | want
you to observe everyone closgly. Very closdly. Be discreet, but while I'm with the officids, look
around the Base as much as you can.”

"Right, Boss," Stanley said as he dowed the big car a the gate where two Military Policemen
held up their hands. Out of sight, visible only to The Shadow, there were two more MP's, both
armed. Therewas aso an X-ray scanner and other eectronic detection equipment. Cranston
studied al the security. It was not possible for anyone to get into the Base unauthorized, and yet
the rocket had exploded!

Harry Vincent drove hisddivery truck close enough to the staff car ahead to not loseit, but not
S0 close asto be observed. Harry bent close over the whed of the truck, his eves fixed ahead to
keep the staff car in Sight. The staff car was driving a norma speed, neither hurrying nor going
too dow. So far Harry had no reason to suspect anything but a Colonel out with his sergeant



driver and another sergeant--and yet!

There was something about the staff car.

Something Harry could not pin down, but felt. It was the Colond. Theway the Colone sat in

the staff car. Harry could not put it into words, but there was something wrong. The Colone did
not sit right. Somehow, the Colone did not St quite the way a Colone should in his own staff

car with two sergeants. It was in the manner of the Colonel, something not quite right in the way
the Colond had talked to the two sergeantsin the front seet while Harry watched from hiding
when they had al been parked near the fence of the NASA Base. Harry could not have explained
what hefelt, he smply felt it, and it made him dert and careful as he followed the saff car

across the desert of Utah.

The staff car acted suspicioudy in no way. It drove steadily from the Base in the direction of

Sdt Lake City to the north and west. The highway Stretched straight as an arrow, awhite road
with white dotted linesthat cut acrossthe glaring yelow clay of the desart and shimmered in the
heet asif it were under water. There waslittle traffic, which made Harry worry that he would be
gpotted, but he kept atruck and a car between him and the staff car. With an occasiond vehicle
from the opposite direction, the four vehicles were the only traffic on the highway.

Harry was aware that the staff car up ahead could make a sudden speed-up and probably

elude him before he could get around the truck and car between--but he also knew that to follow
too closely wasto risk dmost certainly darming them. He had to trust to luck. So far hefelt he
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had succeeded. The staff car maintained its steady pace and its position in front of the two
vehicles ahead of Harry's ddivery truck. It gave no indication of any darm; or made any attempt
to evade pursuit. The chase went on, and the staff car continued straight toward Salt Lake City.
It happened when there were twenty milesto go until they reached Sdt Lake City.

Thelong chase had lulled Harry. The road, coming now into the foothills of the Wasatch
Mountains, had begun to wind more. The procession passed through asmall town set deepina
valley of the Wasatch. Harry came dert at the sight of more traffic, houses and people. Nothing
happened. They passed out of the town. Then the car between Harry and the staff car turned of f
into aright sderoad. The staff car continued on itsway toward Salt Lake City, with only the
truck between it and Harry's delivery truck now. Just outside the small town the highway made a
sudden sharp curve--so sharp that there were warning signs. Harry saw the staff car dow
properly for the dangerous curve. He prepared to dow down in turn.

Thetruck between him and the staff car failed to dow.

AsHarry watched the staff car dow for the curve, and prepared to dow himsdlf, he saw

amost too late the danger ahead. The truck between him and the staff car took the curve too fast,
swayed, swerved, skidded as the driver braked to keep from going off the road, and cameto a
shuddering stop dowed across the highway directly in Harry's path.

Harry jammed his brakes and lurched to a hdt inches from the truck. The driver of the truck
looked pale and shaken. He, the truck driver, looked down from his cab at Harry and shrugged,
waved his shaking hand in amotion of gpology. Harry backed off as quickly as possible, threw
the truck into forward gear, and drove around the truck. Once more the truck driver waved
apology, and bent to restart his stalled engine. Harry neither took notice of the apologetic wave,
nor hesitated. He jammed his accelerator down to the floor and roared around the curve after the
gaff car. The curve wound for aquarter of amile and then suddenly debouched onto along
sraightaway. Harry smiled and peered ahead--the staff car could not have escaped out of sight
yet. Harry searched the long straight road with his eyes.

The gtaff car wasnot in Sght.

Harry raced on and stared ahead.

The road was deserted except for acar coming toward him and atrailer truck plodding aong



amile ahead.

Harry blinked and stared as he drove.

It was not possible.

The staff car had vanished into thin air. Harry dowed now and looked for side roads. There
were none. Far ahead the trailer truck moved steadily on itsway and the rest of the shimmering
road was empty in the heat.

Harry turned back and drove very dowly observing the edge of the highway. There was no

sgn of any tire marks, and tire marks would have shown clearly in the soft dust of the shoulder
of the highway.

There were no side roads all the way back to the curve.

Harry redlized that, somehow, he had been outwitted. The staff car, must have spotted him

after dl, and had its escape dl set up. Harry turned back again. He had noticed that the truck that
had had the "accident" had not regppeared. Now he was sure he had been fooled. But how? He
drove dl the way to Sdt Lake City without seeing anything more than afew trailer trucks and
cars he had no interest in. He reached the city and stopped on the outskirts. It was only then that
he saw in his mind the empty road and the lone trailer truck--and knew how he had been fooled.
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Lamont Cranston, admitted to the Utah Base of NASA without trouble on his specia pass, left his
Rolls-Royce and Stanley outside the heavily-guarded main control building. The quiet and
impassive socidite and industridist entered the building and was conducted aong the
windowless hals. The hum of the air-conditioning conflicted with asteady hubub of voicesthat
seemed to fill the corridors. Men walked quickly and with grim faces. Therewas an air of
disaster, and yet not the kind of stunned aurathat would have greeted adisaster so large had it
been totally unexpected. No, the grim men of NASA moved with the purpose of men who had not
been totally unprepared for what had happened.

Cranston watched and listened behind hisimpassive eyes. His guide brought him at last to an
unmarked door where two gimlet-eyed MP's were stationed outside. Cranston waited while his
guide handed his credentia s to the two guards. The MP'sinspected the documents with great
care. Then they stepped aside and one of them opened the door. Cranston went in alone--his
guide, and the two guards, were not authorized to enter thisroom! Cranston stood for amoment
insgde the door and surveyed the scene. He studied the faces of the men in the room seated
around the long conference table. Men with worried eyes and faces that showed the evidence of
little deep and less degp to come. Cranston knew them al--every man of them deeply involved
in the entire project. But he knew one man in particular--atall, distinguished man who now
looked up and saw Cranston. The man jumped up and came toward Cranston. It was
Commissioner Raph Weston of the New Y ork City Police.

"Lamont! Wherethe devil have you been! Haveyou. . . .. " Weston began, his handsome face
pale and drawn now.

"We had abreskdown," Cranston said quietly. "1 apologize."

Weston waved afine hand. "But you heard?"

Cranston nodded. "1 heard. | heard the explosion. | guessed what had happened,
Commissoner.”

"Agan!" atdl, thin man dressed in the uniform of an Air Force Generd said.

"Sabotagel" acivilian sad. "It hasto be sabotage. Thereisno other possible explanation!™
"Damnit, but how?" A short, heavy civilian cried. "How?"'

One man, alantern-jawed and taciturn man in civilian clothes but with adigtinct military

bearing, had said nothing asyet. He had sat in his seat half way down the long table and watched
Cranston. Now his grey eyes narrowed to sted points. He spoke to Cranston.



"A breakdown? On the road? In your Rolls, Cranston?”

Crangton nodded. "I'm afraid so. My chauffeur ishaving it checked now."

The man continued to watch Crangton. "Unfortunate. Strange that you were the only invited
observer not here a thetime.”

"Y ou can check me, Mgor Oates," Cranston said evenly. "1 quite understand your concern.
It'syour job to check. Fed free. Asamatter of fact, | wonder about a Rolls breaking down
mysdf. My chauffeur isabonormaly efficient.”

Thetdl civilian rose to Cranston's bait. " Sabotage? Why not. Cranston isatrained observer
and anindudtridist! He might have seen something.”

Crangton smiled. "I doubt it, Doctor Cassill, but | am asupplier of the Project, or my
companies are, and | should have been here to check out my productsfor you."

It was at this point that the giant man at the head of the long table spoke for the first time. He
wore the uniform of an Army Mgor Generd, and his voice was|low and rough.

"Crangton is here. Now | suggest we get back to the point. Project Full Moon hasfailed again!
We havelost three of our best astronauts! Gentlemen, we must find the cause--and the reason!
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We must befirst to the Moon, and there is damned little time! What happened out there today--
and why?'
The silence in the room was as degthly as the silence of thefinal grave.

-
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CRANSTON WALKED quietly to hischair and sat down. In the thick silence his hooded eyes
continued to study the men in the room. He ran them down in hismind. First the giant manin the
uniform of aMgjor Generd. Cranston knew him well: Mgor General George Broyard,
commandant of the NASA Utah Base for Specia Project Full Moon. The General was afamed
soldier, awdll-known man of science, and a capable administrator.

Thetdl civilian to the right of General Broyard was known to Cranston by sight: Doctor J. P.
Cassill, Senior NASA Scienti¢t at the Utah Base. Cassill was anervous man, quick to jump to
conclusons outside hisfield of science. But the Senior Scientist was afirst rate man of science
and afair administrator.

The lantern-jawed man with the grey and cold eyes Cranston had met twice before. Dressed
now in civilian clothes as befitted hiswork, he was nevertheless an Army Mg or--Mgor John
Oates of the Centra Intelligence Agency, assigned to the problems at the Utah Base. A man who
now had his hands full and did not seem to have had much deep in recent weeks. Cranston could
well understand that. Oates was still watching the socidite. The CIA man was now seeing
saboteurs under every rock.

Thetdl manin Air Force blue was Brigadier Generd Calvin Rogers. Cranston knew Rogers
only dightly--asoldier who had made ahard record in his early flying daysin the Korean War,
later in Viet Nam, but who was a poor administrator and something of afish out of water asa
General. Rogers owed his present position to one accidental fact, he was a crony of the President
ever snce Korean days. Now hewas a specid military assstant, and was at the Utah Base asthe
persond representative of the President. Cranston did not like Rogers. The Genera had away of
cdling for immediate action when thought was redly needed.

Findly, not including Commissioner Weston and Cranston himsdlf, there wasthe civilian



who had first used the word--sabotage. A small, heavy man with deep-set eyes, thiswas
Professor Stanley Farina the world-famed American rocket expert. It was Farinawho had
mothered the entire rocket project, and the Professor was not about to admit that there could be
anything wrong with his baby, hence it had to be sabotage.

That was the company in the locked and guarded room of the Utah Base, with Weston and
Cranston himself, and now they al sat in the grim slence that had settled on the room &fter the
blunt speech of Genera Broyard. It was Professor Farinawho first found hisvoice.

"Why, | can't guess, Generd," the smal, heavy Professor said, "but | do know that it must be
sabotage of somekind. | have tested every piece of equipment, there could be no failure of atype
to cause the rocket to abort so completely.”

"Security wastota, absolute,” Mgor Oates said. "Thistime there could have been no

sabotage on the Base.”

"Therehad to be," Farinasaid.

"No," Oates said.

Broyard growled. The General seemed ready to explode as he listened to the bickering. But
Genera Rogersbeat himto it.

"Y eh?What about that guy in black?1 saw him, | chased him with Colond Ames. He got on

the Base," Rogerssaid.
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"Maybe," Oates said, "but not near the rocket."

"Hell, how do you know? What are you, acomputer? | say security waslax and al we haveto
doistighten up!" Rogers said belligerently.

Casslll soothed. "Now, now, gentlemen. The question is not who was lax, if anyone, but what
happened and how do we stop it! Thisisthe fourth failure! And thistime. . . ."

The Senior Scientist stopped. Everyone was silent. Genera Broyard said the tragic words.
"Thistime we logt three men." The Generd's eyesflashed in his giant frame. "We should not
have sent men knowing there had been trouble. Y et we had to! We must be first on the Moon,
and we know, too well that the Reds are close to us. We can't wait! Wait! We must know what
happened out there today, and what happened the other threetimes we failed!”

"Security wastotd," Mgor Oates said.

"The rocket was perfect,” Professor Farina said.

"The Base personnel are above suspicion,” Dr. Cassll said. ""Checked and triple checked.”
Generd Broyard roared. " Something happened, damn it!”

They dl looked like smal boys caught in some forbidden act. Thiswasthe fourth time. What
could they say? Even the confident General Rogers had nothing to say now. He chewed on a
long, thin cigar and looked uncomfortable. Cassill sighed sadly. Professor Farinawas red-faced,
his beloved rockets had failed him somehow. Mgor Oates showed nothing, but the corners of his
dedly grey eyestwitched faintly. The Mgor clearly knew that he was the one under principa
attack; he was Security. Commissioner Weston, who had taken no part in the talk, looked at
Crangton. Behind hisimpassive eyes Cranston was thinking.

"What puzzled me," Cranston said dowly, "isthat | was under the impression that the Moon
landing was il at least three years away. Y ou al seem to be very imperative about the need for
Cassill looked at Broyard. Mgor Oates narrowed his nogtrils. Only Professor Farina seemed
pleased. Broyard nodded to Cassill.

"Tdl him, we got him here," the Genera snapped.

Casslll faced Crangton. " The Moon landing was at least two years away--until Six months

ago." The Senior Scientist of the Full Moon Project leaned forward, his eyes bright. "Then, six
months ago, we got aremarkable new fuel control system. It was just developed, it'stop secret. |



can't reveal any details, you understand, but it advanced us by two years or more! That was why
we shifted to this Base and started the Specid Project Full Moon. Asyou know, the regular
project is still going down at Cape Kennedy. We wanted Full Moon to be absolutely secret, a
little surprise for our Soviet friends and theworld.”

Cassll| stopped, looked around, sighed. "All went well at first. We thought we were ready.

We launched our first unmanned shot--it failed. Wetried two more unmanned, all failed. But
everything was ready and seemed perfect. So we took a gamble and today was to have been the
actud first landing on the Moon by men. And. .. ."

"It failed," Cranston said quietly. Cassill nodded.

"And now?' Cranston said.

Therewas aslence again. Broyard was grim.

"Now wetry again,” the Generd said. "We haveto."

Genera Rogers snorted. "After this? Y ou'll try without knowing what happened? | say we

hold off until we know more. I'm going to advise the President just that way."

Crangton said quietly, "What do we know about the four failures so far?"

"Nothing," Generd Broyard said.
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"The rockets were totally destroyed,” Professor Farinasaid. "I am ill trying to trace the
failure of the last three.”

"The theory checks out absolutely perfectly,” Dr. Cassill said.

Cranston looked at Mgjor Oates.

"Security was impenetrable thelast two times, Cranston,” the CIA Mgor said. "Thereisonly
one possibility--sabotage at one of our suppliers. Asyou know, I'm checking that out with a
fine-toothed comb."

Cranston nodded. "'l know, my plants are riddled with CIA men. So far nothing?’

Oates shook his head. "Nothing except one little oddity. We checked back on everything.
Absolutely nothing is out of order except for one smal mistake that was corrected.”

"A mistake?' Weston said quickly. The Commissioner was atrained law officer, he knew the
vaue of any deviation from norma no matter how small.

"Just adip, Commissioner,” Oates explained. "One shipment of control parts from Federd
Cybernetics, Inc. came late. It had been midabeled for some town in Idaho. It had not been
opened or tampered with in any way."

"Federd Cybernetics?' Crangton said. "That's Wed ey Bryan's company.”

"Do you know him, Crangton?' Cassill said.

"I've met him. Once, before his accident,” Cranston said.

"A genius," Cassll sad.

Cranston nodded. "Y es, agenius. Ishismaterid very vita?'

"Some of it," Professor Farinasaid.

"The midabe ed shipment was routine though,” Oates said. "Still, I'm checking it closdly. So
far it seemsto beasmpleclericd error.”

Crangston nodded. But behind hisimpassve eyes his brain was working with the speed of the
mind of The Shadow. He, too, knew the importance of the smallest deviation.

Genera Cavin Rogers was not aman who cared about small deviations. Thetall Air Force
Brigadier and friend of the President waved histhin cigar like some weapon.

"Clerica errorsl Damn it, man, we've got to get to the Moon! And we won't do adamned bit
of good sitting here chewing our cud! 1'm going to report to the President and well throw a
whole divison around thisbase if we haveto. That man in black, theré's our villain! Why search
for the needlewhen it'sal as clear asthe nose on your face? We saw an intruder, the rocket
failed. Just add them up, two and two, and you've got your answer.”



Rogersglared around at al the others. There was another silence. General Broyard stood up.
"It's possible that Generad Rogersisright thistime. Perhaps we are making the smple
complicated. In any event, we are doing no good here. | suggest we get down to our respective
jobs at once. Meanwhile, I'll personaly start afull search for that manin black.”

Therewas generd agreement. Even Weston nodded gpproval. Cranston sat impassively, but
his mind was busy. Knowing, asthe others did not, that the man in black was himself, he did not
have to think about the man in black. But something had sabotaged the Moon rocket.
Cranston wondered what Harry Vincent had learned on the highway.

Harry Vincent drove dowly dl through Sat Lake City. Hedid not find the trailer truck. It had
cometo himin asingle flash exactly what had happened. The staff car could not have had time
to escape. It had not turned off the highway. It could not vanish into thin air. Thereforeit had to
be 4till there on the highway--but disguised somehow. And he remembered the trailer truck.
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Harry felt angry with himself. It had stared him in the face. Thefirgt truck had blocked him

and given the st&ff car timeto driveinto thetraller of thetrailer truck!

And Harry had missed it.

The whole thing had been planned--which meant two thingsto Harry. That the Saff car
occupants had spotted him. And that whatever they had been doing outside the gates of the NASA
Base had been something they did not want known. They were dmost certainly not aColonel
and two Sergeants, but imposters there for some specific purpose.

The question was--what purpose outside the gates?

Harry could not answer that question, and he could not find the trailer truck. He had redlly
known that it was hopeless, but he felt so guilty at letting the staff car outwit him that he had
decided to look before reporting. Now he had to report. He drove to a secluded part of the city
and parked the delivery truck out of sight. He bent over his smal two-way radio disguised asa
part of the dashboard. The small replica of The Shadow's fire-opa girasol glowed on hisfinger
as he passed it over the unit.

"Comein Chief. Agent Harry Vincent reporting. Comein Chief."

Therewas afaint click and avoice entered the cab of the ddlivery truck.

"Stanley here, Harry. The Chief isjust coming out of the conference. Stand-by.”

In the sillence of histruck, Harry Vincent waited to make his report to The Shadow.

Lamont Cranston sat in the back seet of the Rolls-Royce asit drove out of the gate of the Utah
Base. He amiled at the guards. Stanley drove with eyes straight ahead as befitted agood
chauffeur. But he watched his specia rearview mirror to be sure that no one followed the Ralls.
When they were clear of the gate and driving down the highway, Cranston touched histiny two-
way radio set in the back sedt.

"All right, Harry, report now," Cranston said quietly.

The voice of Harry Vincent explained al that had happened. Cranston listened. Hisimpassive
face showed no expression or emotion, but as Harry got to theincident of the truck that had
blocked him, the eyes of the socidite flashed once with the fire of The Shadow.

"An obvious prearranged plan,” Cranston snapped.

Harry was contrite. "l know, Chief, | was stupid. When | got around the curve the staff car
wasgone. It wasin that trailer truck, I'm sure of it."

"Soam|," Crangton said. "Which means that they spotted you, that they were up to something
outside the Base, and that they have an efficient organization! | think we're getting somewhere.
At least we now know that there are some strangersinvolved, they have exposed themselves that
far"

"But | logt them, Chief," Harry's voice said sadlly.



Crangton was grim. "Well find them again, Harry. At the moment we have made the first
step--we know that someone is aware of these failures, they are not accidents! Now, Harry, |
want you to describe the men in that aff car.”

Harry described the men.

"Good," Cranston said. "Remain in Salt Lake City. Check all airports, buses, trains. Check the
hotels. Seeif you can locate any trace of them.”

"Yes, Chief," Harry said.

Crangton clicked off and sat back thoughtfully in the back sest of the Rolls-Royce. Stanley

had already reported that he had found nothing suspicious whatsoever on the Base. So far, the
only faint clueswere the mysterious staff car and the midabeled shipment from Federd
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Cybernetics, Inc. It was not much, but it was astart. Something had destroyed the rocket shots.
One big question refused to leave the mind of the socidite and dter-ego of The Shadow.

"Why, Stanley?' Cranston said asthe big car raced on aong the highway. "Why would

anyone want to sabotage the Full Moon Project? Who gains?’

"The Russans?' Stanley said without turning around.

Cranston nodded. "It amost hasto be. And yet . . . ?What would they really gain? Think of
therisk. They were very concerned with world opinion. And, again, how could they doit? We
have afairly good watch on the Russans. The CIA would be dert. Still, | supposethey could do it
if it wereimportant enough.”

"Firgt on the Moon," Stanley said from the front seat. "Maybe they heard about the new fuel
control and figured they were licked unless they sabotaged Full Moon.”

"Yes, that hasto beit,” Cranston said. "The question is how are they doing it? To stop them

we have to know how they are sabotaging the program without anyone being on the Base."
"Federd Cybernetics?' Stanley said.

Cranston's hooded eyes narrowed where he sat in the back seat of the speeding Rolls-Royce.
The passve eyes flashed suddenly. Then Cranston bent toward his small, disguised two-way
radio. "Yes, Stanley, we will start with Federa Cybernetics.”

The socidite dter-ego of The Shadow touched a switch and waited. A cold, precise voice
seemed to be in the back sest.

"Burbank," the cold voice announced. It was the voice of the Communications Agent of The
Shadow, avoice that spoke from the hidden blue-lighted room high above Park Avenuein New
Y ork City that was the communications heart of the Avenger's work--a blue room that Burbank
never left while on duty.

Cranston spoke sharply. "Ingructions follow."

Therewas afaint click as the automatic tape machine in the distant blue room went on to

make a permanent record of the instructions of The Shadow.

"Ready, Chief," Burbank'svoice said.

Crangton began to talk asthe big car raced on along the highway in the blazing Utah sun.
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THE BUILDINGS and centrd laboratory of Federal Cybernetics, Inc. were located on the outskirts
of New Y ork City near the town of Hempstead. It was acomplex of four low buildings, al one-
story except the main office building which had two stories, set in the center of awide and neat



parklike grounds with awell-kept expanse of green lawn and many trees and shrubs. A high
cyclone fence surrounded the grounds, nothing on the building identified it, and there were
guards on the single gate in the fence. Unknown to anyone but the Security people and the
President of the company, there was a complex and efficient eectronic security system that
included darms, scannersto detect any objects going in or out of the plant or lab, coded
detectorsto authenticate al badgesworn by personnel or visitors, and a complete compuiter file
of thefull [abor force.

On an evening two days after the fourth failure of the Full Moon Project rocket launch, the
production areas were working at top capacity on the complicated e ectronic equipment made by
the company. The research laboratory staff was as busy as ever on the future projects of the
company. In the main research laboratory the company's Chief of Research, Dr. Max Ernest, sat
alone completing his progress report for the work of the day. The office of the Research Chief
was aglassed-in cubicle set in the corner of the laboratory farthest from the entrance. Two closet
doorswerein thewall, both locked for classified materia. Therewasasmall but strong safe
behind Ernest's desk. The Doctor was working with great concentration as the day became
evening and the work dowed to a hdt. Ernest did not hear the approach of hisemployer until he
opened the door of the glassed cubicle. Then Ernest looked up, saw his boss, and legped to his
feet to help.

"Don't jump up like ajack-in-the-box al thetime, Max!"

Dr. Ernest reddened. "Sorry, Mr. Bryan. | just. .. ."

"I know what you just,” J. Wedey Bryan snapped testily. "But | can maneuver perfectly well
as|'vetried to impress on you."

J. Wedey Bryan, President and sole owner of Federa Cybernetics, Inc., wasasmal, sharp-
faced man who sat and moved in awhed chair. Impeccably dressed in asimple business suit,
Bryan looked like agrey mouse in hismotorized chair. There were no outward signs of the
injuriesthat confined him to the chair, and his sharp black eyes snapped with avery un-
mouselike fire. He maneuvered his chair, as he had said, with amazing agility, helped by the
complex eectronic controls of his own design. Now he wheeled to the desk where Dr. Max
Ernest had sat down again. Bryan glanced at the report Ernest was working on, and then his
piercing eyes|ooked at the Research Chief.

""Has the shipment gone?'

Ernest nodded. "Y es, two hours ago.”

"Good," Bryan said. The tiny man rubbed histhin handstogether. " So, we are dmost &t the

end, or should | say the beginning? Y es, the beginning by al means." Bryan's black eyes snapped
at Ernest. Y ou heard about the failure at Full Moon again? Do they have anything to report?'
"I'm expecting Farinaany minute. | imagine hell givethe detallsif he hasany,” Dr. Ernest

sad.
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"S0? He comes here? Perhaps they have found something wrong in the fue control after all?!
Bryan said, acertain look of worry on hisface now.

Ernest shook his head. "Impossible. The control is perfect. They made every possible test that
wedid not."

"You aresure?"

"Of course!" Ernest said.

Bryan watched his Research Chief. "Perhaps, but | think | will do somework mysdif. I'd

rather not see Farinaanyway. The key?'

Dr. Ernest got up and walked to the small but powerful safe. He worked the combination did.
The safe opened and the Research Chief took out akey. He handed it to Bryan and closed the
safe. Bryan took the key and wheeled to one of the doors clearly labeled: Storage. The President



of Federal Cyberneticstook a second key from his pocket. With each key he unlocked part of the
same lock--inserting each key in turn into the same keyhole. He replaced both keysin his
waistcoat pocket and swung open the door. He whedled in and the door closed behind him.
When the door had been open anyone who had seen the interior would have seen--a closet
with shelves of papers and bottles!

Dr. Max Ernest returned to his desk and went on with hisreport. Some ten minutes later, less
than ahalf an hour before five o'clock, the intercom buzzed on Ernest's desk. The Research
Director flipped his spesk switch.

-

"Professor Stanley Farinato seeyou gir," afemale voice announced.

"Send himin," Ernest said.

The Research Director leaned back in his chair and waited. A smile wreathed hisface asthe
small, stocky rocket expert from the NASA Utah Base entered his office. Farinasmiled in return.
The two men shook hands cordialy. Ernest waved Farinato achair in front of the desk and
offered the rocket man acigar. Farinadeclined. After hisinitid smile, Farindsfacehad setina
deep and worried frown. He looked at the Research Chief.

"Y ou heard, Max?"

Ernest nodded. "1 heard. Thefourth time. | just can't figureit, Stanley. Isthere any chance that
it has anything to do with thefud control ?*

"Not that | can determine,” Farinasaid. "Or anyone else.”

Ernest was thoughtful. "Still, thefuel contral isthe only realy new piece of equipment.
Everything el se has dwaysworked well. Mr. Bryan is concerned. He counts agrest dedl on the
fud control being perfect.”

"We're checking it out again, Max, but I'm sureitsokay. Y ou have al my testsreports. It
should work perfectly. All the tests you couldn't make we did with our full facilities,” Farina
said. The small rocket expert frowned again. "It hasto be sabotage, Max. | think we al know
that now. Thereisno other explanation. Even Oates and Commissioner Weston have to agree
after thisfalure™

"You'resure?| find it hard to think who would sabotage Project Full Moon. After dl, it's not
amilitary project. The Soviet, the British, the French, have al cooperated. We've even promised
them thefud contral if it works out. What can they gain? The United States has dready agreed
to an 'open’ Moon. | smply don't understand. Do you?"

Farina shook hishead. "No, | don't. And no one else does either. A man named Cranston was
with us, he'satrained criminologist, and he can't understand why we would be sabotaged.”
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"Lamont Cranston?' Ernest said. "Of Lamont Cranston Enterprises? He supplies you too,
doesn't he?'

"Y es, two of hiscompaniesdo,” Farinasaid. "Do you know him?"

Ernest nodded. "Y es, but only by sight and reputation. He is a powerful man, very clever.”
Farinanarrowed his eyes as he watched Dr. Ernest. There was amomentary silencein the
glassed-in office. Outside, in the main [aboratory, the workers were clearing their benchesin
preparation for the end of the day. Farina's voice was low when he spoke again.

"Y ou're not suggesting that Cranston might be behind the sabotage?”

Max Ernest shook his head. "No, not redly. It isimpossible to believe; aman of his
reputation. Still, he does have aclose accessto many vitd parts.”

"True," Farinasaid. "But so do you."

Ernest smiled. " Touché, | do indeed. And, | might add, so do you, Stanley.”

Farinasighed. "That'sthe trouble--there are alot of possible suspects, but not one you can
really accuse. Besides, no one was near the Base."



"Except Cranston,” Ernest said.

"Y es, except Crangton--who was late to arrivel" Farinasaid. "1 wonder?”

"Sodol," Max Ernest said.

At this moment, unseen by Farina, asmall light glowed benesth the desk of Dr. Max Ernest.
Ernest gave no hint of the existence of the smdll light, or of the fact that he had seen it. Instead he
smiled at Farina, and then casually stood up.

"Maybe we had better make one more check of the production line, Stanley. Just to be sure. It
will take some hours, but the line will shut down soon, and we can take it step by step. With such
delicate work we only work the eight hours with two shifts. Four hoursamanisal we dare let
them work. After that the margin of error becomestoo high."”

Farinanodded wesarily. "We better be sure. I've got along session with Oates soon.”

Dr. Ernest led Farina from the glassed-in office and across the now deserted laboratory. They
went out into the main hall of the laboratory building. The door closed behind them. For atime
there was only silencein the dim laboratory. All the workers had gone, the desks and benches
were clean and bare of al but the experiments that could not be stopped. These lengthy
experiments went on untended, the solutions and equipment like some mysterious landscapein
the darkened laboratory. All was still and silent. Then there was a sound. It came from the empty
office of Dr. Ernest.

The door that was so clearly labeled, Siorage, now opened and the whedl chair of J. Wedey
Bryan came out. The chair, on rubber whedls and with ball-bearings, made dmost no sound asiit
glided across the office. The light under the desk of Dr. Max Ernest had now gone out. Bryan sat
inhischair in the slent office for afew moments. His quick black eyes studied the office and the
dim laboratory outside through the glass walls. Then he wheedled to the safe and opened it. He
took out alarge ledger-type book and dowly made an entry. He closed the book and returned it
to the safe. Then the small, mouse-like man wheded around and propelled himself out of the
office and across the deserted laboratory. He stopped once to closaly inspect an experiment that
was proceeding automatically on abench. Bryan studied it, made asmall adjustment, nodded
with the satisfaction of the scientist who sees an experiment proceeding well, and whedled
himsdlf to the door and out into the corridor.

Agan therewas slencein thelaboratory.

It was some five minutes before anything moved in the laboratory again. A man seemed to

rise up from the dim light itself. He came from inside along laboratory bench and stood up in the
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dimness. Hewasasmall, dark-haired, wiry man of middle age. He wore the white laboratory

coat of asenior research chemist over hisbusiness suit. Hewas, in fact, one of themen Dr.

Ernest had been observing at work in the laboratory some hours earlier. Now he stood motionless
for atime, and then he moved quickly and without hesitation across the laboratory and into the
glassed-in office of Dr. Ernest. There he looked around for amoment. He walked quickly to the
door marked Storage, and stood looking at it. It was clear that he had seen J. Wedey Bryan come
out of the door. He studied it for atime, and then tried to open it. The door waslocked. The

small man rubbed his chin. Then he turned with anod of his head and went to the small safe. He
bent down over it. Hisfingersworked deftly, hisear closeto the did, and he neither saw nor
heard the faint sound out in the laboratory. For asecond, if he had looked, he might have seen a
flash of white. But he did not look, and the flash of white was gone as soon as it had appeared.
The man sat back, the safe swung open. Crouched on his hedls, the man took out the contents

of the safe and studied each of them carefully one by one. He put everything back except the
ledgerlike book that J. Wedey Bryan had made an entry in. The man opened thisledger and very
dowly turned the pages. After atime he began to frown; heleaned over the pages and seemed to
study them intently. Then he became suddenly excited. He stared at the open pages of the ledger.



Findly he began to nod, hiseyes highly excited. Hetook atiny camerafrom his pocket and
began to photograph the pages one by one. Not all the pages, only certain ones. Thejob
completed, the wiry man put the camera back into his pocket, returned dl the materia to the

safe, and closed the safe. He stood up, looked around the office of Ernest again, then walked to
the door and out into the main room of the laboratory. He crossed the laboratory, looked all
around, and went out the same door as Bryan into the corridor.

For the third time the dim laboratory was silent. Secondsticked off.

Minutes.

The flash of white appeared again. It came from adoor to the left. Not the door into the

corridor which was on theright of the laboratory, but the door in the left wall that was smply
marked: Women's Locker Room. The white was another laboratory coat that emerged from the
Women's Locker Room. The coat was worn by an older blonde woman who limped perceptibly
as she crossed the laboratory toward the office of Dr. Max Ernest. She was clearly awoman
about fifty, not tall, and her face was heavily lined with years of closework bending over
experiments in laboratories. She, too, was one of the research personnel of the laboratory. As she
limped across the laboratory her quick eyes were dert for any movement, any intruson. She
entered the office of Ernest but did not waste time trying the door of the room marked Sorage. It
was plain that the woman had been observing the wiry man as he worked in what he thought was
an empty laboratory. She went straight to the safe and bent down over it.

She manipulated the did, again in amanner that proved that she had observed the

combination worked out by the small, wiry man. She did not hesitate, nor did she place her ear to
the did to hear the tumblers. Sheturned the dial like one who knew the combination. The safe
opened. She reached in and made a quick study of the contents, and then turned her full attention
to the ledger-like book Bryan had made his entriesin, and the wiry man had become so excited
about. Some time passed as the woman studied the ledger page by page. From timeto time she
stopped to read a page more closdly. Her lined and middle-aged face showed considerable
puzzlement as she read. Once or twice she seemed to stare at something and think hard. Sheread
every page in the book, and when she closed it at last she stood and stared off into the space of
the slent |aboratory for some minutes. Then she returned the book and al the other materid to
the safe, closed the safe, and went back out into the main room of the laboratory. As she
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recrossed the laboratory toward the door of the Women's Locker Room, she suddenly darted for
cover behind adim bench.

She had heard a sound in the corridor. She crouched out of sight.

The door into the corridor opened. A man in the grey uniform of acompany security guard
looked into the laboratory. He carried atime clock. He went to the laboratory time station and
used the key to mark histime clock. He looked around once more. Then he went back to the door
and out into the corridor.

The woman scientist stood up and stared after the guard for amoment. Then she turned

quickly and limped to the door into the Women's Locker Room. Inside the locker room she
moved down the rows of benches and dimly seen lockers. She went to the last row of lockers,
turned and walked down the aide until she reached the corner of the locker room directly

beneath ahigh window. There she sat on the bench and bent over her left hand. She began to
speak low and soft. Her voice was not the voice of awoman of fifty.

In fact, ever since she had entered the locker room there had been a sudden and remarkable
transformation. She had seemed to becometaler, straighter. The limp had vanished as she
walked quickly through the locker room. Her entire manner and movement had seemed to shed
twenty years, to become the quick, smooth and sure movements of ayoung woman. Even her
lined face had appeared to become younger. Her clear eyes had assumed a sharp and purposeful



look as she turned into the last aide and sat on the bench under the window in the dim corner of
the locker room. Now her voice waslow, crigp and efficient as she spoke directly into asmall
ring she wore on her left hand.

"Margo reporting. Comein Control Central. Agent Lane reporting from Federal Cybernetics.
Comein Chigf."

In her disguise asthe crippled and middle-aged woman chemist, Margo Lane sat and listened
for her reply. Margo, the secretary to Lamont Cranston and Number One agent of The Shadow,
waited in the silent locker room for her Chief to answer.
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IN THE HAZY and shifting shadows of the hidden blue-lighted room nothing seemed to move at
first. A room that did not officially exigt, it was one of the concedled complex of rooms behind
the eegant offices of Lamont Cranston Enterprisesin the Park Avenue office building high
abovethe city of New Y ork. The Headquarters of the organization of The Shadow, the heart of
the Avenger'sfar-flung battle against dl evil, the complex of secret blue rooms was unknown to
anyone but the immediate members of The Shadow's smal army. Now silent and empty, apace
of dim blue light without walls or ceiling, it suddenly echoed to the voice of Margo Lane.

"Margo reporting. Comein Control Central. Agent Lane reporting from Federal Cybernetics.
Comein Chief."

Therewas afaint sound.

The blue shadows seemed to swirl and darken.

The black-shrouded shape of The Shadow appeared asif from out of the light itself and glided
indlenceto asmall, compact communications console that emerged from the hazy blue light.

The cloaked Avenger bent over the instrument, his piercing eyesfiery above his scythe-like nose.
Thefire-opd girasol glowed blood-red on hislong finger as he touched the controls of the
console. Hisvoice was low and strong.

"Report!"

The distant voice of Margo could have been in the blue room itsdlf.

"All laboratory routine norma until some half an hour before work ended. At that time

J. Wed ey Bryan entered the office of Research Director Max Ernest. They taked, | could not tell
exactly what about. By reading lips | gathered they discussed the failure of Full Moon; and the
necessity to complete it as soon as possible. Bryan appears especialy anxiousto have Full Moon
succeed. After they talked afew minutes, Bryan used adouble key to enter a closet marked
Storage. One of the keyswasin Ernest's safe, the other Bryan carried on his person. Bryan went
into the closet and did not return for sometime.”

The Shadow's eyes snapped. "A closet? Could you determine what is actualy behind that

door?’

"No," Margo'svoice said, "but from what | read on their lips| would guessthat it is some

kind of private |aboratory."

The Avenger was slent for amoment. "Bryan isaknown scientific genius, it would be

probable that he would have a private laboratory of his own. He would aso probably keep it
locked. Initsef it meanslittle, Margo. Still, wewill have to investigate that secret room.
Proceed.”

Margo's voice continued its calm report. " Soon after Bryan went through the door, Professor
Stanley Farinavisted Dr. Ernest. Again . . ."



The Shadow said, "Farina? Did you read their conversation?”

"Partly,” Margo said from the dim and silent locker room, her voice coming softly into the

blue room where The Shadow listened. "They spoke mostly about the failure of the shot at Utah
Base. Farinaappears confused, heindstsit is sabotage. Ernest is not sure. The discussed the
possbility of Lamont Cranston being involved. Ernest appeared to know Cranston quite well."
"Who suggested Cranston as a possible saboteur?’ The Shadow asked.
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"The first suggestion seemed to come from Dr. Ernest,” Margo said where she sat bent over

her ring in the dim locker room.

"Goon," The Shadow said.

"After atime Dr. Ernest suggested that he and Farina go to check the fuel control production
lineto be absolutely surethat all waswell and functioning correctly. Farinaagreed, and they | eft
the office. By thistime the entire laboratory had emptied and been shut for the night. | waited
until the Women's Locker Room had cleared, and then took up position at the door to observe the
laboratory. After ashort time, Bryan came out of the door marked Storage. He opened the safe
and wrotein abook. He returned the book to the safe and | eft the office. He stopped to examine
and adjust an experiment in the lab before he went out of thelab. .. ."

In the hazy blue silence of the hidden blue room high above the city, The Shadow listened
closdly to the report of his Number One agent. His eyes flashed as she described the appearance
of the wiry scientist, and his searching actions. When she reached the part where he
photographed the pages of the ledger, The Shadow interrupted again.

"He seemed excited?' The Avenger asked.

"Y es. Excited and alittle puzzled. He seemed to fed that he had discovered something
important but was not sure what it was."

"Do you know who heis?'

"Only that hisnameis Otto Reigen, heisasenior scientist. His record showsthat he made a
recent trip to Germany. In fact he only returned afew days ago," Margo reported.

"He photographed the pages but did nothing else?!

"Nothing dse" Margo reported.

"And you have examined the book and the pages he photographed?’ The Shadow continued.
"Yes"

"What did you find?"

There was a short sillence from the distant locker room. Then Margo's voice again entered the
blue room of The Shadow. "The book seemsto be arecord of the materials used in some
experiments by type and quantity, and areport of various shipments made from the Hempstead
laboratory and plant. | have no ideawhy Reigen found them interesting or important. It seems
that he picked pages more or less at random to photograph.”

"Y ou have no ideawhat is so important about the ledger?' The Shadow asked grimly.

"No," Margo said. "Except for one peculiar thing. Many of the shipment entries seemed to
follow the receipt of materiasfor experiments by exactly aweek."

In the blue room The Shadow became silent for atime. His glowing eyeswere bright with
thought. His black-cloaked figure was motionlessin the haze of blue. At last he bent over the
communications console again.

"I must look at that book mysdlf, Margo. Also, | would like to get into that locked storage
closet. | will cometo join you now. Whilel am on my way, try to find out if the storage closet
can be entered without difficulty.”

"Il bewaiting for. .. "

Margo's voice stopped. In the blue room The Shadow adjusted the controls of the console.

But there was nothing wrong with the equipment. Margo's voice came again amost a once. Her



voice was suddenly low and urgent.
"Someoneisin thelocker roomwith me! | can hear them!™
"Be careful, Margo!" The Shadow hissed softly. "Sign off and take cover. Now!"
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"Right," Margo whispered from the distant locker room. "1 can hear them. | think . .. Too
late! It's..."

The console went silent.

In the blue room The Shadow waited.

The silence seemed to hover thick and deadly. There was no more sound from the console.
The Shadow touched a button on the communications unit. A new voice answered at once.
"Agent Shrevnitz."

"Proceed at once to the Federal Cybernetics plant at Hempstead,” The Shadow commanded.
"Y ou can betherein five minutes. Watch for Agent Lane disguised as ablonde woman of fifty."
"Onmy way," the new voice answered at once.

The console was slent again. For along minute The Shadow remained motionlessin the haze
of the blue room, hisfiery eyes glowing with anger and acertain worry. Then hisgrest black-
shrouded figure whirled and glided away across the room. The next ingtant the blue room was
again slent and empty. The Shadow had vanished.

The highway that runs outside the fence of the Federa Cybernetics plant and laboratory in
Hempstead isadark concrete road lined on al side by thick trees and bushes. It runs straight east
and west and is heavily traveled. Just after dark aNew Y ork city taxicab drove up toward the
main gate, went past, and vanished from sight among the trees dong the highway. Assoon asit
was out of Sght from the gate, the taxi pulled off the road and stopped in the shadows of the tall
trees. The driver got out and moved quickly toward the fence around the Federal Cybernetics
plant.

The driver was a small, dark man who wore the work clothes, leather jacket, and peaked cap

of the New Y ork taxi driver. He reached a spot at the fence from where he could see the front
and sde doors of the main |aboratory building. There he crouched hidden and waited, the plastic
badge of histrade catching thefaint rays of light in the night. He did not have long to wait.
Almost as soon as he crouched, ablack car drove up to the side door of the main laboratory
building. The car stopped. A man got out and opened the rear door. Asif on signa two more
men came out of the laboratory building's side door. Between them they held thearms of a
blonde older woman. The woman limped noticeably as she was walked toward the waiting car.
In the bushes outside the fence the taxi driver came dert. The woman was pushed into the rear
seat and one of the two men got in with her and closed the door. The other two men got into the
front seet of the black car. The car moved off toward the main gate. Thetaxi driver watched as
the car stopped at the main gate. The guards approached the car. After abrief talk, a presentation
of badges and passes, the guards waved the car through the gate. The taxi driver ran for his
hidden cab.

Thedriver reached histaxi just asthe black car cameinto sight on the highway heading west.
The driver jumped into his cab and, when the black car had passed far enough ahead, pulled out
of thetreesand fdl in line behind the black car. Thetaxi driver was an expert at trailling--this

was clear dl the time during the long chase far out on Long Idand to the east of New Y ork.
Twice the black car abruptly changed direction, taking roads that brought it east and north
toward the North Shore of the idand. Each time the taxi maintained its contact without being
seen. Once, the taxi driver saw the black car turn onto a cross-idand highway and did not follow
it at al! He continued on the highway to asecond turn-off. There the driver turned and drove
smiling until he reached a point where this road intersected another north-south road. He stopped



his cab and waited. A few minutes later, asif on signa, the black car appeared and went past.
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Grinning, thetaxi driver again took up the chase. His detailed knowledge of the highways of
Long Idand had given him the certain knowledge that the black car had to pass the point where
he waited. In thisway, with the skills of the trained pursuer, thetaxi driver followed his quarry
through the night.

The black car continued to drive dowly and carefully so as not to attract any attention. It

drove east and north until it reached a secondary highway that ran aong the North Shore and the
calm water of Long Idand Sound shining in the risng moon. Thetaxi driver continued to follow,
but fell back now and bent dightly to speak into his dashboard.

"Agent Shrevnitz reporting to Control Centrd."

The crigp and neutra voice of Burbank answered from the blue light of the control roomin

the complex of hidden rooms high above Park Avenue. "'Report, Agent Shrevnitz.”

"Picked up car with Margo in disguise at Federal Cybernetics. Three men. Now driving along
coast road east of Oyster Bay in the direction of Port Jefferson. Thereisno mgor turn-off for ten
miles”

"Very good," Burbank said smply.

The hidden radio went sllent. Thetaxi driver, Shrevnitz, continued his careful pursuit. The

black car went on at its sedate pace, attracting no attention, clearly unaware of the cab behind it.
The moon was higher now above the trees that lined the rocky coast of the North Shore, itslight
reaching acrossthe placid water of the Sound like a glittering path of slver. They passed through
afew small villages, and on dl sdes of the road there were lightsin the houses were people went
about their evening pleasures unaware of the silent chase going on adong the road. At apoint
some two mileswest of Port Jefferson the taxi driver suddenly cocked his head to listen and
looked up into the moonlit sky. There was anoise--the sound of a helicopter engine high up. A
shadow passed across the moon like agreat black bird flying. Then it was gone. But the driver
smiled again and nodded to himself. The chase continued through Port Jefferson. The helicopter
was gone. A mile beyond Port Jefferson, on adark and secluded section of the road where there
was adeep dip and the black car ahead was, for an instant, out of sight, atiny red light flashed
once at the side of the road among a thick shadow of trees. Thetaxi driver dowed hiscab. He
passed the spot at ten miles an hour. There was afaint sound, amovement of the air inside the
taxi.

"Catch them, Shrevvie," adeep voice said.

Thetaxi driver, Shrevvie, did not look around but stepped on his accelerator and drove fast up
over the crest and out of the low spot in the road. For atime he drove with no thought but to
make sure the black car did not escape. He did not look at the figure that now sat in the back seat
of the cab--the black-garbed shape of The Shadow.

"Therethey are, Chief,” Moe Shrevnitz said.

"Good," The Shadow said. "Continueto follow carefully.”

Shrevvie now looked back. "Y ou madeit fast. | heard the chopper go over.”

The Shadow's eyes blazed. "I was standing by at the helicopter, Shrevvie. Margo isin danger,
and | do not yet know why or who has her."

"There was three of them, Chief. Foreign-looking types. They got out of the Federd

Cybernetics place with no trouble, so they al must be known there.”

"It seemsthat way, Shrevvie," The Shadow said grimly. "The question now isare they

associated with Federa Cybernetics, or are they some outside unit that hasinfiltrated the
company? From their actionsit would seem that they are not part of the company. It would be
morelogica for members of the company to keep Margo at the plant.”
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Shrevvie nodded. "Y eh, that would figure, Chief. Do you figureit'sgood or bad?!

The Shadow's eyes flashed. "If they are outside spies of somekind, it might be abreak inthe
problem we face. It could be agood lead for usto the saboteurs. They are at Federa Cybernetics
for some reason, Shrevvie."

"Y eh, and they |ooked mighty anxiousto get Margo out. Theway | figure. . . ."

The Shadow's voice was low and quick. "They are turning off, Shrevviel™
Shrevvieimmediatdly returned his attention to the road. The black car had turned into a
narrow side road. It vanished among thick treesthat lined the narrow macadam road. Shrevvie
turned the taxi after the car. The small agent of The Shadow drove skillfully and carefully aong
the side road among the thick trees. He reached down now and pulled asmall lever under the
dashboard of the taxi. Instantly the sound of hisenginefdl amost to nothing--afaint purr that
was muffled in the night and could not be heard for more than fifty yards. Even when it was
heard it sounded more like the sound of wind in trees than the sound of acar engine. Thetaxi
crept on along the narrow road.

"There, Chief," Shrevvie said softly, and nodded ahead.

The black-top road straightened suddenly and led past along and high stonewall. A tdl iron-
work gate was set in the wall. The gate opened and the black car went through.

"Stop now!" The Shadow snapped.

Shrevvie stopped.

"Drive off the road and out of sight,” The Shadow commanded.

Shrevvie drove off the road and the taxi faded into the trees and shadows. Ahead thetall gate
had closed again. The Shadow, in the back sest of the taxi, concentrated his powers. He listened.
He smdled the air. His keen night sight studied the wall. His burning eyes stared ahead toward
the gate.

"There are no guards on the gate,” The Shadow said softly. "It must be operated from the
house. | can see the gables of alarge mansion behind thewall. It issomekind of estate. There
are dogsloose on the grounds, | can both hear and smell them. Otherwise all ssems quiet. The
car we have been trailing just parked at the rear of the mansion. They got out and have taken
Margo into the house. They were expected, the door was opened for them.”

Shrevvielistened to dl that his Chief could see and hear and sméll while he, Shrewvie, could
hear and see and smell nothing, and marveled again at the powers of the secret black-garbed
Avenger. There was nothing that could escape The Shadow when he concentrated his powers.
"What do we do, Chief?"

"Y ou remain here on guard, Shrevvie," The Shadow said. "Y ou can observe the road in both
directions, and you can watch the gate at the same time from this spot.”

"And you?' Shrevvie asked.

The eyes of The Shadow flashed fire. "1 am going over thewadl, Shrewvie. | will release

Margo and learn who these men are and what they are up to!"

"What about the dogs?' the small taxi driver said.

The laugh of The Shadow waslow. "Dogs will not stop The Shadow, Shrevvie. Not animal
dogs, nor human dogd” The low laugh echoed in the dark night and the next instant Shrevvie
wasaoneintheslent taxi parked among the trees outsde the wall.

The Shadow was gone.

Something seemed to movein the night at the top of thewall. A vague shifting of light no one
could have seen unless they were looking for it, and even then it ssemed no more than amotion
of the shadows of the night.
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IN THE SPACIOUS parklike grounds inside the wall nothing moved. The black car was parked
dlent at the rear of the big mansion that stood in the center of the walled park with along gravel
drive reaching up to it from the gate. The mansion was dark except for light in two windows at
the right rear corner. On the grounds there was no one. There were only the dogs.

Four large dogs, Doberman Pinschers, that paced swiftly back and forth through the grounds
asif onthetrail of some prey. Each dog was dert and silent, itslong jaws open and wet asit
paced. They ranged wide through the dark grounds. Suddenly, al, four came aert. For a second
each hesitated, its ears erect, listening. They sniffed the silent air. Then, dl a onceasif on

signd, they began to run sllently toward adark area at the base of the high wall.

The dark areamoved. A tal figure came out shrouded in long black.

The dogs stopped, began to mill around the black shape of The Shadow. The dogswhined as
they paced restlesdy, their red eyesfixed on The Shadow.

The Shadow spoke softly and hisfiery eyes burned toward the milling dogs.

Sowly the savage pinschers stopped pacing and stood looking up a The Shadow and whining
softly. Then, one by one, they lay down and watched the black shape before them with docile
eyes.

The Shadow whispered. " Stay!"

The four dogslaid their heads between their paws and became silent. The Shadow moved past
them and faded into the darkness.

The two lighted windows at the corner of the mansion were shaded by trees. Heavy bushes

grew close to the windows along the wall of the house. One of the two windows was open in the
night. The black shrouded shape of The Shadow suddenly appeared among the bushesin front of
the opened window. Hisblack figure wasinvisblein the night. Hisfiery eyeswere grim asthey
observed the scene inside the room through the open window.

The room was more an office than aresdentid room. It waslarge, with ahigh celling and its
cornerswere|ost in shadow. There was alarge desk and two smaller desks. Along thewalls
there were rows of filing cabinets. There was alarge safe and four deep leather chairs. There was
along leather couch. On the walls there were two portraits. One was of Lenin and the other of
Karl Marx. Theflag of the Soviet Union stood in a stand behind the desk. On thewall behind the
desk there were two more portraits of the present Soviet Party Secretary and Premier.

The eyes of The Shadow saw dl thisfrom where he stood hidden outside the window. He

knew that this, then, was some officia residence of members of the Soviet Government in the
United States. But it was not the room that held his gaze, it was the peopleiniit.

Margo, still disguised asthe woman scientist with the limp, sat in astraight chair facing the

large desk. Her hands were not tied. She was not restrained, but sat there facing the man who sat
behind the desk.

The man behind the desk was a short, thick man whose heavy hands toyed nervoudy with a
paper knife. He wore agood dark suit and the ribbon of some decoration in hislapel. Hishair
was close-cropped in the Russian style. He had dl the earmarks of an officid, and the desk was
obvioudy hisdesk. The othersin the room addressed him as "Excellency", and it was clear that
he was thetitular leader of the men in the room.
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The two men who stood in the shadows againg the wall spoke to the Excellency with
deference and respect.
The small, dark-haired, wiry man of middle age who had the position of a Senior Scientist at



Federal Cybernetics aso spoke to the Excellency with respect. The scientist was seated in one of
theleather chairsto theright of Margo. As The Shadow listened and watched, thissmall scientist
was just completing his explanation of how he had observed Margo in the laboratory and had
decided to capture her to find out what she was doing and who had sent her. He had spoken in
Russan.

Thefifth man in the room did not treat the Excellency with respect. Hewas atall, dender

figure who stood in the shadows with his face hidden. His hands were long and sinuous, like
smadl snekesmoving in rays of light from the single light on the large desk. Histhin body was as
supple and erect as stedl. His movements were like the motion of a coiled spring. When he spoke
there was a cold sneer in hisvoice, a sharp and arrogant tone no matter who he spoke to. When
he spoke no one looked at him, or answered with respect--they answered with atone of fear, and
their eyes were uneasy asthey looked at the tall man.

"S0o you succeeded in your work, but were gpparently observed by thiswoman,” thistal, cold
man said in avoice of ice. He spokein clear, precise Russan!

"So it seems, Colond," the stientist said uneasily, dso in Russan.

"That was careless, wasn't it Vadov?' the thin man who had been caled Colonel said softly,

but his voice showed that he considered carel essness amgjor crime. The Shadow, who
understood Russian perfectly as he did ten other languages, watched the tdl, haf-hidden
Colond, and he watched the scientist who Margo had called Otto Reigen, but the Colonel called
Vadov.

Reigen, or Vadov, protested. "There was no way | could have suspected her until | saw her
checking my work! Until today she seemed aplain scientist!”

"Late," Colond Derian sneered. "But perhaps not too late."

The officid at the desk wasimpatient. "l see no valuein persondity clashes, Derian! Let us

get to the point.”

Thetdl Colone's haf-hidden body turned dowly. "My dear Comrade Misygyn, I'm afraid

that you seethe value of very little. Y ou areahack, like al the menin our foreign service! The
matter of personditiesis of the utmost importance in my work! But, for now | agree, let us get to
the point by al means. Would you care to take charge, Excellency?"”

Outside the window The Shadow smiled as he heard the tone of contempt in the voice of
Colonel Derian when he called the officid, whose name seemed to be Misygyn, Excellency! For
amoment the two Russians stared at each other. The scientist, Relgen, or Vadov, sat uneasily.
The two guards stood silent. It was clear that they al liked Misygyn better, and would have
preferred him to bein charge. It was equaly clear that the real power was Col. Derian. Misygyn
waved histhick hand.

"It isyour work, Derian. | don't have the sscomach for it."

"Too bad,” Colone Derian said. "Y ou wish to keep your fine diplomatic hands clean, eh?

Y es, that iswhy the Secret Cell must exist even insde the Secret Police. We must do the dirty
work, eh Excellency?"

"If you call secret spying on our own spieswork, yes!" Misygyn snapped. "But get on with

it!"

The Colondl bowed, hisface till hidden. There was along slence asthe postion of the
Colond's body showed that he was now staring at the silent Margo. All thistime she had sat
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therein her disguise listening and watching. Now her eyes turned toward the hidden face of
Colond Derian. She was aware that he was staring hard at her. When he spoke again hisvoice
was colder than any voice The Shadow had ever heard. He spoke in English--as clear and
precise as his Russan.

"So, Miss Tdent, or should | say Dr. Tdent, you find the activities of my friend Vadov



interegting, en?'

Margo said nothing. Only her eyeswatched thetal Colond sharply where he stood lounging
againg the wal in the shadows. She showed nothing at al on her face. But The Shadow, lurking
slently just beyond the open window, was glad to hear that so far the Russians had not pierced
Margo'sdisguise. They ill addressed her by the name of the woman she had replaced for the
Federal Cybernetics assgnment: Dr. Freda Taent.

"Come, come, Doctor, you have brains. Y ou see that we have you. Vadov reportsthat you
were very interested in the book he photographed. He reports that when he observed you in the
Locker Room you were obvioudy trying to interpret your notes from that book," Colonel Derian
said quietly and coldly. Then, as sudden as awhiplash, "Who sent you!"

Margo jumped visbly. For an instant the sharp and sudden attack almost worked. Caught by
surprise, Margo amost answered from reflex. But the Number One agent of The Shadow was
too well trained to be caught even by such an expert technique of interrogation.

"l work for Federal Cybernetics," the disguised Margo said. 'l wasworking late. | saw Dr.
Reigen, who you cal Vadov. | wanted to know what secrets he was attempting to stedl .”
Therewas aslence ingde the room of themansion. Thetall, rigid figure of Colond Derian
seemed frozen where he stood in the shadows. The diplomat, Misygyn, shook his head dowly as
if inakind of sympathy with Margo. Vadov, or Reigen, watched her. Thetwo amost totaly
unseen guards stood motionless. Outside in the bushes The Shadow had one more point to be
glad about--they had not observed Margo in communication with him! His burning eyes
watched the scene as the silence continued in the office of the mansion.

"You think we arefools, Dr. Talent?" the cold voice of Derian said.

"| think you are spies!" Margo snapped.

"Doesthat interest you?' Derian said.

"Theway ratsinterest me,” Margo said.

Vadov swore.

"Quiet!" Colond Derian said. "So, Doctor, bravado? Redlly, | am disappointed. Perhaps you
are not so important after al. Unfortunate. Y ou see, you will die whether you are a spy or some
misguided eavesdropper!”

Margo, asthe supposed Dr. Freda Taent, shrugged. "We al must die, Colond Derian. Even
you should know that."

Thetdl, thin figure of the Colonel hidden in the shadows of the room suddenly began to

shake. The Shadow watched the tall man and redlized that Colonel Derian was laughing--
laughing hard. Everyonein the slent office watched the laughing secret police agent.

"Even | should know that we dl die? Y es, Doctor, | know very well that we dl die! | have
helped many on their inevitable way. Oh, indeed | know about death, Doctor Talent! | am an
expert of degth! | livefor death! Do you know what they cal me, Doctor? They call me The
Technician of Death! Yes, The Technician! Y ou know you will die, do you? Y es, Doctor, but
how? That isthe question? How will you die, en?1 can tel you so many ways, so very many
waysto diel”
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Margo did not flinch. "I'm sure you can, Colone, but you cannot tell me one way for you to
learn what you want to know!"

The half-hidden Colonel continued to shake where he stood--but now the shaking was the
shake of anger. The other men in the room moved uneasily as the cold voice of the secret police
officer attacked like amachine gun.

"What were you looking for?'

"| observed your manVes. . . ."

"No!" Derian thundered from the shadows. "No, you were there for apurpose! Y ou saw



Vadov, yes, but you were there! Y ou were after something! Perhaps the same thing Vadov was
after?'

"I don't know what Vadov was after,” Margo said.

"Y ou were observing Federal Cybernetics Why?"

"l work there."

"No! We are not fools. What did you go thereto learn?

Margo was silent.

"Why are you watching Federa Cybernetics?’

Margo said nothing.

"Who sent you?"

"No one sent me."

"The CIA perhgps?’

"Perhaps.”

"No, you are not officia, not atypica agent. The Army possibly? Or NASA?'

"Which onewould you like?' Margo said.

"What is suspicious about Federal Cybernetics?'

Margo shrugged.

"What do you think you know?What did you hope to find? Why did that ledger interest
you?’

The cold voice of the haf-hidden Colonel hammered on. The words were like the lashes of a
whip, the steady pounding of ahammer, the relentless drip of water in some ancient Chinese
torture. Margo never blinked. Her eyes stared steadily toward where the Colond stood.
"What have you learned, Doctor?' Derian persisted.

"That the Russians are involved with Federd Cybernetics" Margo said.

"What do you know about that closet, that secret room?"

"What secret room?"

"Youwill tdl ug"

"Tel mewhat totdl.”

"Who sent you?"

"l forget."

"Youwill remember.”

"How? Will you kill me? Dead people have poor memories," Margo sneered.

The sneer in her voice seemed to act like ablow in the face to the half-hidden Colond. The
other men intheroom al looked toward Derian. They seemed afraid.

"Y ou will not die that soon, Doctor,” thetall, thin Secret Police Colond said coldly. "1 must
know what you know, who you are working for."

There was amovement. Outside the window The Shadow's eyes glowed as he saw the
movement in the dark of the room. Thetall Colond waked dowly from the darknessinto the
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circleof light cast by the single lamp on the desk of Misygyn. He stood tall and very thin over
the seated Margo.

"Y ou will tell mewhat you know, Doctor Tdent. | will learn dl you know."

The Shadow, at the window, saw the face of thetal Colond. It was along, thin face. Theface
of acobral The cold eyes were narrow and danted like the eyes of the snake; flat and deadly
with the smdl pupils of the snake. His nose was long and sharp like the head of a snake ready to
grike. His hair was close-cropped, his mouth was wide and thin and when he spoke histeeth
were sharp like pointed fangs. His neck waslong and held rigid, ready to strike. Hiswhole taut
body was like the swaying body of a snake poised for attack.

"I will know, Doctor Tdent."



Margo shivered but she did not quail. Her voice waslow but clear and steady.

"No," Margo sad.

"Yes" the Colond said. "Oneway or another. It isvital that | know dl that you cantel me.
When athingisvita to the Secret Cdll, it isreveded to us. Below thisroom there is another
room. It issmall and there are no windows. No sound can escape that room. Down there we will
be aone, you and 1. Theroom is not known to the world, there can be no help there. Whoever
sent you to Federd cannot find you there. It is very quiet down in that room, very gill and silent.
Nothing moves. Therewill be only you and I. Then you will tel mewhat | must know."

In the room the other men seemed to shiver asthetal, cobralike Colone spoke. Vadov, the
scientist, seemed to be seeing that deserted room below. Misygyn stared at the floor asif he did
not want to hear, did not want to think about that room down there below his office, did not want
to know what went on benesath the surface of his smooth life out in the polite world of talk and
negotiation. The two slent men on guard in the shadows acted asif they smply did not want to
know what their superiors did. They were men who did what they were told to do, what they
were paid to do, what they had been taught they should do, and asked no questions asto why or
what. Only Margo, still in her disguise as Doctor Freda Taent, looked a Colonel Derian.

"No," shesad.

Derian amiled. It wasthethin, lipless, fanged smile of the cobramesmerizing its hepless

prey.

The Colone nodded his head afraction of aninch.

The two armed guardsmen stepped up to Margo.

Derian nodded again toward the side door of the office.

The two armed men touched Margo's shoulder.

Misygyn spoke. "Isit that vital, Derian?"

The Colond did not even turn. " Colonel Derian, Excellency. And yesit isthat vital. | must

know exactly what she was doing, why, and for whom."

The Colond nodded again to the guards. They took hold of Margo's shoulder to raise her. She
shrugged off their hands and stood up by hersdlf. She looked straight at Derian. The Colonél
showed neither surprise nor admiration. He was not a man who cared one way or the other about
hisvictims. Hewas-The Technician.

At thewindow The Shadow prepared to move. The instant they took Margo out was the time.
That would leave only Misygyn and VVadov. The Shadow would handle them, and then dedl with
Derian and the two armed guards. One by one he would handle them and so free. . . Inthe dark
night hisfire-opa girasol ring began to glow brighter. The Avenger bent over hisradio-ring.
"Report, Shrevvie!”
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"A car just drove up. It's parked near the gate. Two men got out under cover. They're keeping
out of Sght in the trees and watching the place.”

"Watch them!" The Shadow ordered.

Helooked into the room again and saw that something had happened in the office dso. They
were dl suddenly dert. Misygyn was standing at his desk and listening to hisintercom. Colonel
Derian was watching Misygyn for the first time with a certain sense of admission thet the
diplomat might have ajob to do aso. Vadov looked scared.

"Who could it be!" Vadov cried.

"Shut up!™ Misygyn snapped. He listened to hisintercom. "An officia-looking car. No one
seemsto have gotten out yet. A driver and oneman intherear. The car isjust Sitting in the
shadows." Misygyn snapped off hisintercom. "Somekind of officia cal, Colond, | must be
ready to recelve whoever it may be. Take the woman and Vadov into the next room! Until |
know just what it's about, | will see whoever itisaone.”



The others|eft the office. Misygyn sat done at his desk. The Shadow vanished from the
window and faded into the night.
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THE CAR WAS parked in the shadow of the trees not far from the gate of the mansion. It waslong
and black and had a Federal Government license plate. A silent driver sat behind thewhed. The
rear seat was empty. Out of sight of the gate and the mansion, hidden among the trees, two men
were deep in secret conversation. They had dipped from the car unseen by anyone but Shrevvie.
Both men wore civilian cdothes, but both had distinct military bearing.

They were watching the high wal and the gate of the mansion, obvioudy considering some

plan. Suddenly thetaler of the two hidden men touched his companion and they both frozein
the shadows. The headlights of another car were gpproaching. The lights suddenly went out but
the car came on dowly in the night. This new car stopped out of sight of the gate. It wasaNew
Y ork city taxicab. A man got out. The two men saw the man. They stood up where they were
hidden among the trees. The man walked to them from the taxi. It was Lamont Cranston. He
stood with the two men, hidden among the treesin the silent night.

Crangton spoke to the taler of the two men. "What brings you out here, Genera Rogers?'
"Keep it down, Cranston,” the tall Generd snapped. "I want them to see the car, but not us

yet. And | was about to ask you the same question.”

It was obvious that the tall Brigadier Genera and specid ade to the President was not pleased
to see Cranston.

"I have business with Secretary Misygyn,”" Cranston said smply. He turned to the second

man, the lantern-jawed Mgjor John Oates of the CIA. "I gather you two a so have some business
with our Russan friends?'

Magor Oateswas curt. "l don't think we can discuss the matter with you, Cranston. | suggest
you leave your business until later. Unlessyou would careto tel uswhat business a supplier for
Project Full Moon has with the Soviet Misson?”

"Yes, Crangton,” Generd Rogers said. "Just what business do you have with the Russians?’
Cranston hesitated, or seemed to hesitate. Behind his calm, hooded eyes he was playing the

role of the reluctant participant. Actudly, he was studying Rogers and Oates. What were they
doing out here? How much of al thisdid they know? Cranston went on with his act. He looked
around, and then he reached into his coat pocket and produced asmall envelope. He handed it to
Generd Rogers.

"That will explain,” Cranston said. "Commissioner Weston spoke to Generd Broyard, and to
the President, and they agreed to let me work on the matter. | have arather large internationa
organization in my companies, and | can get information. It isimportant to me that we locate the
trouble with Project Full Moon. | think an unknown civilian force might be able to obtain details
the officia agencies cannot.”

Rogers handed the authorization paper to Mgor Oates. The lantern-jawed CIA man studied it
with obvious distaste. But the signatures were officia and irrefutable. Oates handed the papers
back to Cranston.

"Amateurs! What else are they going to do to tie my hands,"” Mgor Oates said bitterly.

Cranston smiled. "Not quite an amateur, Mgor. | have had considerable experience with
Commissioner Weston. | think you may need dl the help you can get, and my companiesare
widespread. For example, | gather you are both here for somereal purpose, and it would not
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surprise meif it was connected to my purpose for being here--if the two purposes are not
identical. So, you see, | may not be so useless, Mgor.”

"Just what isyour purpose, Crangton.” General Rogers said warily.

"A smal suspicion about Federd Cybernetics,” the wedthy socidite said quietly. "Since

Generd Broyard and Commissioner Weston instructed me to work on the maiter, | have had my
company personnel watching the various other suppliers of the Full Moon Project. At Federa
Cybernetics they discovered awoman scientist in the Genera Laboratory who was not al she
was supposed to be. Her nameis Dr. Freda Taent. She has been acting oddly, and a check on her
past revea sthat sheisnot known at some of the references she gave to get her position! Then,
just tonight, my men observed her leaving the |aboratory with some strange men and another
senior scientist at the lab. She seemed reluctant to go with these men. In fact, she acted asif she
were being abducted. So my people followed and derted me. Herel am.”

Therewas aslencein the night on the road in front of the wall as Oates and Rogers looked at
each other. Crangton watched them carefully from behind hisimpassive eyes. He had told the
story of the disguised Margo to throw them off in case they too were suspicious of her, dso to
make himself look detached and dert if they knew about Dr. Freda Tdent. He wanted to divert
them from considering any possible connection between Margo and himself--or The Shadow.
The work and identity of The Shadow had to be protected &t al costs. Only in anonymity could
the black Avenger do hiswork of justice. But Rogers and Oates seemed to have no suspicions.
General Rogers nodded at last to the CIA Mgor.

"Tdl himwhat we have learned, Mgor," Rogers said.

Oates was gtill reluctant, but he told. "We had areport from our undercover people at Federa
about one of the senior scientists. | have had my eye on this man, Otto Reigen, for sometime. He
isadefector from the USSR many years ago. Weve never been sure of him. But until recently he
gave us no cause for real suspicion. Now he has. | think heisa Soviet agent--along-term plant.
Wefigure he was sent here to be used in some extreme emergency, and laid low and clean dl
thistime. He began to act strange about a month ago, made contacts with aknown Soviet
courier. We even traced him to aman we think is atop agent. Maybe even Colonel Derian
himsdf, we can't be sure.”

Crangton's hooded eyes showed nothing. He listened asiif the name of Colond Derian meant

no more to him than the name of atota stranger. From his face no one could have guessed that
only minutes earlier he had been watching Colond Derian himsdlf. Oates saw nothing, but the
eyes of thetaciturn Mgor amost glowed when he mentioned Derian.

"Weve been after Colond Derian along, long time. He's the best and coldest counter-agent |
ever ran into. Even hisown spiesfear him. If we could just get Derian out of dl thisit would be
worthwhile," Oates said.

"] think that Project Full Moon's successisabit morevita, Mgor," Cranston said.

"Yes" Genera Rogers agreed. "Go on with what we know, Mgor."

Rogers nodded. "Wdl, when we redlized that Reigen could be a Soviet agent after dll, it

seemed likely that heisthe key to the sabotage of Full Moon. Then tonight we saw him leave
with the woman. She was clearly reluctant to go, so our man followed a so. He reported to us.”
General Rogerstook it up. "I discussed the matter with the President, and he agreed that it is

al very delicate. If Reigen has been tampering, or smply spying, we need strong proof before
we act. To merely stop Reigen would be useless, they would only replace him. Also, timeisa
factor--we must get Full Moon off the ground soon. Off the record, Cranston, our own
espionage in Russia convinces us that the Soviet space people are aso farther ahead than we
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expected! So we have a choice: we can continue undercover and attempt to expose and smash the
sabotage effort; or we can come out into the open and let the Soviet know that we know of their
activities and that way make them stop. Since the matter is not amilitary one, wethink that this
will work. Wetdll them what we know, and warn them to call it off or be exposed. | think they
will not want to lose face in the eyes of the world, and will ceasethar activitiesrather than be
exposed to the ridicule of spying on acivilian project we are dl supposed to be neutral abouit.
After dl, both sides have said that the Moon should be a cooperdtive venture.”

Cranston half smiled. "A cooperative venture in which both sdes, usand them, are frantically
trying to befirg!"

Generd Rogers shrugged. "Bethat asit may, Cranston, we have our immediate problem.

Oates prefers the under-cover approach, as he would. It ismoreimportant to Oatesto catch spies
than to prevent them spying.”

Crangton smiled a Oates. "The professiona mind, Mgor? The form not the substance, eh?
Catch the spy even if it wrecks your project.”

Oates bristled. "Catching spiesismy job. If you don't catch them today, they spy on

something el se tomorrow. Sometimes we have to sacrifice a project to save future projects.”
Cranston nodded. "A good statement of the bureaucratic mind. However, | gather that the
President and Genera Broyard disagreethistime, as| do, or Genera Rogers would not be here."
"Right,” Rogers said. "We decided to wait until Reigen contacted known Soviet officials.

Tonight he has done so with the abducted woman, if she was abducted. It could be just an act.
She could be in with them. Y ou said yourself, Cranston, that she has been acting strangely.”

"She has," Crangton said.

"S0," Rogers said. "We are here for two purposes. Oates will observe and see what he can
detect. | will make an officid cal and let Misygyn know that we areon to him."

Crangton frowned in the night. "One thing bothers me, Generd, and that isthe woman. If she
was taken by force, then they may be dert and reluctant to show us anything. | think that with

her in their hands they are exposed. If wejust walk in they will cover up, and neither Oates nor |
will seeanything. Itis, after dl, technicaly Soviet territory we invade. They can refuse Oates

and mysdf entry."

"What bothers meis giving them warning!" Oates said. "We should try to catch them cold,

catch theminthe act! That way we might even get Colond Derian!™

Rogerswas angry, hisvoice amost hissed low in the night. "We are not interested in getting
them! We areinterested in stopping them. We must get off the next shot and land our men on the
Moon. If we can stop them long enough for that one shot, it will be al settled, and we won't have
to get them--they'll quit!”

"Perhaps,”" Crangton said quietly, "We can do alittle of both.”

The two men looked at the wedthy socidite.

"Wha?' Rogerssad.

"What's on your mind, Cranston?' Oates said.

Cranston was thoughtful. "Just this. If we are right, and they have abducted thiswoman, they
arevulnerable. A little careful observation in secret might show ussome clues. At leadt, itisa
chance and better than ether speculating or walking in and letting them see dl of usand cover

up. On the other hand, sincethisis an essentialy non-military matter, letting them know that we
are aware of their sabotage, and will inform the world of it, might just be enough to make them
desist and prevent any more sabotage."

"How do we do both?" Oates snapped.
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B—y sendi ng General Rogersin on an open officid vigt," Cranston said, "and by you and |
going in under cover and seeing what we can locate while Genera Rogers keeps them busy! Of



course, wewould haveto go in first. We might see quite alot. They are undoubtedly aware by
now that the officia car is here, but they don't know how many of usthere are. If the Generd
makes an officid vigt, with hisdriver, they might very well let down their guard.”

Rogers and Oates said nothing. The two military men in their civilian clothes stood hiddenin

the shadows and seemed to be considering the proposa from al angles. Cranston waited--he
had not, of course, mentioned his mgor reason for the plan. That wasto havetimefor The
Shadow to free Margo without the two men being aware of the connection between Cranston and
the black-garbed Avenger. At last Oates spoke.

"l supposeit's better than nothing, given that we want to do both things.”

Rogers agreed. "Yes, it'snot bad. The primary object isto try to prevent any further sabotage,
and | think we have the best chance with Cranston's plan. But | must be sure they do not get wind
of any trick. | think Crangton isright that you two should go in first. Oates can get to the front of
the house, inddeif possible, and Cranston can go to the rear. There will probably be guards, so
you'l haveto be careful. I'll give you ten minutesto get into position before | make my officia
cdl.

The plan wasjust what Cranston wanted. The socidite nodded his agreement. "Good. Then |
suggest we get started.”

As he prepared to go over thewall again, Crangton did not tell them that he knew that there
were no guards, and that the dogs were still under the power of The Shadow. He knew that there
would be no trouble getting to the house. After that, The Shadow would take charge!
"Synchronize our watches." Oates sad.

The three men st their watches in unison. General Rogers nodded to Oates and Cranston.

"Ten minutes then. After that | make my officid cdl,” Rogerssaid.

Thetwo men nodded. They vanished into the night in opposite directions.

In the broad park-like grounds of the Soviet mansion again nothing seemed to move. The
dogswere slent. No guards wa ked the grounds. Nothing moved until, behind the house, part of
the night itself seemed to detach and float across the open space to the window of the office that
was open. Thefiery eyes of The Shadow appeared again at the open window.

Insdethe dim office ill lighted only by the snglelight on the desk of Misygyn, the officia
himsdf, Vadov and Colonel Derian weretalking. There was no sign of Margo or the two armed
men. Misygyn seemed very uneasy. Vadov seemed afraid. Only Colond Derian wasin full
control of himsdf.

"What isgoing on at the gate, en?' Derian said in Russian.

Misygyn shrugged. "I don't know, Colond. The car isthere, that isal the eectronic scanner
shows. Perhaps our potentia vigitor isdeciding on his course of action. It isan unusud hour for
an officid cdl. Perhapsour cdler isre-evauating his position.”

"Who could it be?' Vadov asked nervoudly.

"Probably someone looking for information,” Derian said. "Whoever it may be, Misygyn, get

rid of him fast. We have much work to do on Dr. Taent. | am anxiousto get toit. Until the
vigtor goes | will keep her under guard in the room downgtairs. After that | wish to be alonewith
her, isthat clear?'

Misygyn showed distaste on hisface. "Do not tel me the details of your work, Derian. |

would rather not know. | will help you as much as necessary, but | will not participate. Isthat
clear?'
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Colonel Derian smiled his cobrasmile. "Quite clear, my dear Excdlency. Y ou have no
compunctions about using my results, but you are squeamish about how they are obtained! Ah,
what has happened to the men of the Revolution? Where are the men who broke the eggsto
make Lenin's omlette? We grow soft, Misygyn, much too soft. Down in my room, alone, thereis



no softness!™

Outside the window the glowing eyes of The Shadow watched the snake-like Colond. Insgde
him the hatred swelled for this man with the eyes and the soul of a cobra. But Derian had told
The Shadow the one thing he had to know--Margo was down in the secret room directly beneath
the officel While Rogerswasin the office, Margo would be guarded only by the two armed men.
Colond Derian and Vadov would not be in the secret room, they would probably bein the next
room to the office listening. It was al that The Shadow needed--to have them all separate and
unaware of the danger from The Shadow.

Theintercom on Misygyn's desk suddenly buzzed in the silence of the office. Vadov jumped
afoot. Colond Derian sneered at the scientist. Misygyn flicked the button on hisintercom.
"Yes?' Misygyn said, and listened. Thetwo other men waited.

"Generd Ropers?' Misygyn said, and the diplomat looked hard at the other two. "Send him

in"

Misygyn clicked off hisintercom and sat back. "Brigadier General Calvin Rogers. | know him
well. A specia assistant to the United States President. What do you make of it Derian?"

"They are worried about Project Full Moon, of course,” the Colond said. "l imagine heis

going to pump you. They must have learned of our accelerated schedule. Leave your intercom
key open, Misygyn. Wewill listen in the next room. Come, Vadov."

Thetal Colond led the small scientist from the office just asthe outer door opened. Calvin
Rogers entered the room. The Genera looked around, but there was no evidence now of anyone
el se having been with Misygyn. The diplomat stood and smiled at Rogers as he extended his
hand. The two men shook hands, and Misygyn waved Rogersto a seat. Rogers sat down.
"What can | do for you, Generd?' Misygyn asked smoothly. "Y ou cal a an odd hour."

"It isamaiter that hasno norma hours, Excellency,” Rogerssaid grimly.

"Ah?' Misygyn said. "That important? Surely you could have conducted it through the

norma channes? My Government does not gpprove of, how do you say, personal diplomacy?
We leave such old-fashioned methods to our British and French friends."

"I don't think your Government would gppreciate this matter going through the normal

channels. Those channels have many leaks. | think your Government would want this kept quiet,
Misygyn."

"S0?' the Russian diplomat said. "What would we want kept so quiet, my dear Generd?

Surely you know that my Government has no secrets from the world?"

"I won't bother to laugh at that one, Excellency,” Ropers said drily, "but | will repest that we
think that you would not want it broadcast around the world that, after all your pious pleasfor
peaceful cooperation in space, you are sabotaging our peaceful efforts to reach the Moon.”
Misygyn jumped to hisfeet. "Y ou dare to accuse the Government of The Union of Soviet
Socialist Republics of sabotage! ? A direct accusation that we are sabotaging Full Moon?Y ou
will pleaseleave my officedt. .. ."

Rogers amiled. "How did you know that | referred to Project Full Moon? How did you even
know about Full Moon? It isatop secret project, as you must know, and not our regular Moon
Project. How did you know about Full Moon, Excellency?’
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Misygyn dowly sat down, smiled. "Ah, yes, adip of thetongue, en? All right, Generd, we

are aware of Project Full Moon. We have our sources of information, as you know. But we are
not sabotaging! In fact, since you bring it up, our mgor interest iswhat you. . . ."

Thetwo quick shots echoed like blowsin the dark night! Misygyn froze.

Genera Rogers jumped up and haf-turned toward the door.

The Shadow, at the window, had listened to the conversation, and had been just about to

begin histask of freeing Margo. He was already studying the darkened windows on the other



Sdeof themanson.
When the two shots ripped the silent night The Shadow's burning eyes watched the reaction in
the office of the Russians. Margo must be freed--if the shots had not been her degth blow!
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THE SHADOW peered in the window with asinking feding. Had the shots been for Margo? Had
he waited too long? Had the desire to solve the sabotage cost Margo her life? The questions
whirled in the mind of the black-garbed Avenger. Then hismind clamped down its contral,
focused its powers, and analyzed the facts.

The shots had come from in front of the house. Margo would certainly not be killed before

she taked unless Colonel Derian had made amistake, and Derian was not the kind of man who
made mistakes. And even as The Shadow watched the scene insde the office of Misygyn, he saw
that it could not be Margo who had been shot.

The two armed guards who had been with Margo ran into the office with their pistols drawn.
They had panic on their faces, their eyeswere wild with gpprehension until they saw Misygyn.
They dso saw Generd Rogers and covered him with their guns. Misygyn waved them off.

"No, you fools, outsde!" the diplomat said. "The shots came from outside! Find out what has
happened! Arethe others till here?”

"Yes, Excellency," one of the armed guards said.

"He has goneto find the source of the shots," the second guard said, obvioudly referring to
Colond Derian, but not wanting to mention the name or presence of the Colone in front of
Rogers.

"Help him!" Misygyn snagpped.

The diplomat was obvioudy agitated, disturbed. The Shadow watched the heavy-set man pace
the office. And he watched Generd Rogerswho sat now quiet and composed in achair asif he
had no interest in the shots at dl. In the midst of the chaos and pandemonium, Rogers remained
cam and apparently unconcerned. The Shadow's eyes glowed. Either Rogers had iron control, or
he actually did not care about the shots.

The two armed men turned and ran from the room. At the window The Shadow moved. With
the guards out searching for who had fired the shots, and with Derian and Vadov darmed and
busy, it was The Shadow's opportunity to free Margo. The black-shrouded figure glided away
through the night toward the darkened windows on the far side of the mansion.

The Shadow moved soundlessy, awraith of shadow in the dark, unseen and unheard by the
guards searching the grounds to see who had fired the shots. But there was another wraith in the
night. Only the super-power of the black Avenger's hearing and vision in the dark revealed this
second silent figure that moved through the grounds like atiger stalking somejunglefor itsprey.
The Shadow heard the ddlicate footsteps and became an immobile shadow, a part of the night
itsdf.

Colond Derian passed within five feet of the black-garbed Avenger. The cobra-like face of

the secret police officer wasrigid with intendity as helooked and listened, an ugly pistol witha
slencer in his hand. Derian moved without a sound, without a crackle of twigs or amovement of
the air as he passed. Thetall, cadaverous Colond was an expert at stalking, and only The
Shadow could have seen or heard him as he passed in the night and moved off toward the distant
wall of the grounds. A fedling of cold remained long after the Colonel had passed.

When al was gtill again, the sound of the search by the guards moved far away to the other



end of the spacious park-like grounds, The Shadow moved again toward the dark side of the
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mansion. His black-garbed figure was no more then the passing of dark air. He knew now that
Colone Derian and the two armed men were out in the night--but he had not seen Vadov. His
fiery eyeswatched for the smal, wiry scientist as he reached the dark windows of the mansion.
He neither saw nor heard the spy-scientist. Was Vadov the victim of the shots? Or was Vadov
lurking somewhere to watch? Alert, The Shadow silently opened awindow on the dark side of
the house and vanished inside.

In the small, windowless, and soundproof room far below the office of Misygyn, Vadov paced
the soundless cork floor and listened for any further sounds from outside. He heard nothing in
the soundproofed room. He had heard the shots, but not in this room. He had been upstairs with
Derian when the shots split the night. The Colond had sent him down to get the guards, to send
the two guards up, and to take their place.

"This could be some attempt to rescue the woman,” Colond Derian had said. "Be dert down
there. Let no oneinto the room except mysdf. Y ou know thesignd.”

That had been ten minutes ago--ten minutes that seemed like hoursto the nervous Vadov.

The scientist was not suited for thiswork--which was why he had been a"degper” agent, aman
who could passdl scrutiny in his assumed identity and work until it wastime for him to become
the active spy. He was a scientist who was aso aspy, not aspy who was partly ascientist, and he
was not happy with the demands of espionage. But it was his job, and he paced the silent room
and watched the woman prisoner.

Margo, as Dr. Freda Taent, was seated on a heavy straight chair. It was a strange, macabre-
looking chair: thick and heavy, with strapsthat held her wrists down on the heavy arms, and
strapsfor her feet and neck. It looked like the eectric chairs used in execution chambers. This
chair, too, had wires attached and e ectronic controls. Margo, as the middle aged woman
scientist, sat calmly inthe chair, but small beads of sweat on her face showed that her calmness
cameonly by an effort. Alonein the windowless and soundless room, shefelt for thefirst time
abandoned.

Vadov paced and looked at hiswatch. The nervous scientist-spy held apistol.

Margo sat in slence.

No sound came from anywhere.

Thelight in the room wasfeeble.

Therewas only one lamp to dispel the windowless gloom. A green-shaded bulb that hung

from the celling and swayed hypnotically back and forthin adow arc.

Neither Margo nor Vadov saw or heard the outer door of the room open and close. There was
afaint rush of air. Vadov turned but saw nothing. The scientist blinked, stared, but the door was
closed and he saw nothing and no one. Margo, too, had felt the sudden touch of moving air. She,
too, saw nothing. But she knew who had entered the room. Her eyes were bright as she waited.
Vadov looked at her. He saw her face. He was about to speak when the eerie laugh shattered the
slence of the hidden room.

Vadov whirled, hisgun ready. "Whoisit?'

The Russan scientist-spy blinked. He saw nothing. There were only the gloomy shadowsin

the empty and silent room.

"Who laughed?| heard alaugh!™ Vadov cried, hisfrantic eyes searching.

Vadov whirled to Margo. "Y ou heard? Therewas alaugh! | know someone laughed!”

Margo said nothing. Vadov turned again, searched the gloom of the room with hisfrantic

eyes. He turned back to Margo. He took her by the shoulders. He shook her.
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"l heard it! Y ou hear? I'm not going crazy! | heard alaugh. Someoneisin thisroom! I'm not
going crazy!"

Margo looked up coldly. "Where? Where is someone?"

Vadov stared at her cold face. He looked al around and saw nothing. He looked back at
Margo. Suddenly he reached out and dapped her face.

"Liar! Youknow! You...."

The laugh of The Shadow came again, eerie and cold. The deep voice of the Avenger filled
the room.

"Do you hear me, Vadov? Or isit dl adream? Are you hearing ared voice, or are you going
insane? Be sure, Vadov!”

The smal, wiry Russian crouched now, pointed his gun toward the gloomy shadows of the
room. "l hear you! | hear ared voice! Don't moveor | will kill you!"

Thelaugh was mocking. "Can you kill what you cannot see?If | am redl, why do you not see
me, Vadov?'

The Russian screamed. "I will seeyou! There, you are there!™

Vadov fired into adark corner. The bullet whined and bounced in the smal room, luckily
missing everyone. The laugh of The Shadow mocked the small scientist.

"l seeyou! | seeyou!" Vadov shrieked in terror.

The scientist-spy pointed his gun at the corners of the room. He blinked and peered aheed, his
gun pointing but not firing because he could still see nothing. He rubbed his eyes, shook his head
that seemed to be growing thick. He rubbed his eyes with hisleft hand againgt a haze that
seemed to befilling the room, amist that rolled dowly into hisbrain, acloud that fogged his
vison. He could not seem to think.

"I oowill L seeyoul™

Vadov rubbed franticaly at his eyes. Then hismovements dowed. He shook hishead, but it
was adow and weary shaking asif he knew now that he could not dissipate the cloud on his
brain. He smiled asif now he did not want to escape the warm cloud that enfolded hismind.
Then, suddenly, as hiswill ceased to be hisown, he saw the two fiery eyesthat seemed to glow
and burn through from the gloom of the hidden and silent room. He saw the eyes, and the hawk-
nose beneath the wide brim of ablack douch hat. He saw the red fire-opa girasol on thelong
finger of stedl, and the great black cape that flowed and blended into the dim gloom the room.
Vadov amiled.

"l can seeyou!”

"Yes, Vadov, you can now see me. But you cannot harm me. Y ou are under my power,
Vadov, the power of The Shadow!"

Vadov nodded. "Yes"

"Y ou will hand me your pistol, and you will St on thefloor," The Shadow commanded.

Vadov handed hispistol to the long hand of The Shadow, and sat obediently on the floor. The
Shadow glided across the smal room to Margo. He freed her and she stood up.

"For amoment | thought . . . .. " Margo began.

"I would have been here sooner, Margo, but there was much to hear upstairs,” The Shadow
sad.

The Avenger turned his grest black shape to the seated and silent Vadov. "Tell mewhat you
were doing at Federd Cybernetics!”

"It was my job. They asked meto report anything unusud. | found the ledger. There wastoo
much. | reported it.”
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"Why do they want to know about anything unusud at Federal Cybernetics?' The Shadow



demanded.

"Sabotage," Vadov sad. "The project has failed many times. Derian came about the

sabotage.”

"Y es, the sabotage," The Shadow said softly. "How isit being done? How do they. . . ."

The cloaked Avenger stopped. His keen ears had heard the sounds far beyond the
soundproofed room. Sounds that no one el se could hear. Someone was walking toward the
entrance down from upstairs to the cellar where the hidden room was located. The Shadow
would not be trapped in the small room.

"Quick, Margo, to the door,"” The Avenger snapped, and he turned his eyes toward the seated
Vadov. "Youwill not remember this. Y ou will not remember me. Y ou will say that Margo
escaped by overpowering you!"

Vadov nodded. " She overpowered me, yes. Shetook my pistol.”

The Shadow's eyes glowed and without another word he turned and glided to the door. He
opened the door with his powers and led Margo out into the dark cellar. The Shadow and Margo
faded into the far reaches of the vast cellar. The door from above opened. Colond Derian came
down quickly and strode across the cellar to the door of the hidden room. The Colond swore!
The door was not locked! !

Colonel Derian tore the door open and strode into the hidden room. He did not close the door
behind him. Where they stood in the darkness of the cellar Margo and The Shadow could seethe
tall Colond standing over Vadov like the swaying shape of a coiled cobra. They heard the voice
of Vadov.

" She escaped. Took my gun. She attacked me by surprise.”

Derian's voice was as cold and hard as aglacier. " She could not! How could she escape the
chair?'

There was apause. Then Vadov said, puzzled. "I don't know. She. . . she. .. must have had
... hdp.I...sheoverpowered me. Shetook my gun. She.. ... "

"Who helped her?'

"l dontknow.1...1..."

""She could not have escaped!" Derian said. "Not without help, and you are the only person
here

... " Vadov began. Then hisvoicerose high. "No! No!"

The silenced shot echoed through the cellar. Vadov was silent. In the room Colond Derian
stood with his pistol smoking in hishand.

The Shadow touched Margo and the two agents of justice crossed the cdllar and went silently
up the gairs.

Five minutes later The Shadow was again at the open window of Misygyn's office. Margo had
goneto the road where Shrevvie waited in the taxi. The Shadow's fiery eyeswatched the office
through the window. General Calvin Rogers sat alone in the exact spot where The Shadow had
last seen him. Rogers was smoking a cigarette and camly reading a Russian periodica.

A moment later Misygyn came back into the office. The stocky diplomat stalked to his desk
and sat down facing Rogers. The Genera |ooked up at the Russan. Misygyn stared at Rogers
and hisface was suffused with anger.

"Wefound abody, Genera!"

Rogers seemed to tense. "A body? What about who did the shooting?'
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"No, we did not find the killer. But wefound the body."
Rogers|eaned forward. "Isthat supposed to be some kind of threat, Excellency?”
"Yes, athreat!" Misygyn thundered. "Do you know what body we found? Out there inside our



walls? On our grounds? Do you know?"

Rogers said nothing. Outside the window The Shadow was beginning to understand what the
shots had been.

"Oated" Misygyn stormed. "We found the body of Mg or John Oates of your Central
Intelligence Agency! On our territory! Did you think we wouldn't know?”

"QOates?' Generd Rogerssaid dowly.

"Y ou thought | did not know Magor Oates? Yes, | know the Mg or. Now heis dead--shot on
Soviet territory! Spying! What was he spying for, General ? What was he up to?"

"How should | know?" Rogerssaid calmly.

"Liar!" Misygyn thundered, putting on afine act of outraged anger. "Mgjor Oates was not out
there, secretly, for the game of it! He was spying! Why? What did he want?'

"I havenoidea. Soyou killed, en? That. . . ."

"That was our right! He wastrespassing! | will lodge aforma protest!”

"How will you explain the murder of Mgor Oates?' Rogers demanded. "That will cause
trouble, Misygyn."

"Trouble? We have hisbody! On our grounds! A spy! There are rules about that, Colond, and
you know it! | will lodge avery strong protest. And | will include you!”

"Me?' Rogerssad.

"Y ou think we are fools? Obvioudy your ridiculous vist wasto create adiverson, to cover

for Oates, to keep us busy while Oates sneaked onto our grounds and prepared to spy! Well, you
have been caught! Oates has been killed, as he should have been, and we know your duplicity! |
do not think Americawill want it known that they send CIA men to spy on foreign diplomatsin
their own houses"

"Nor will your Government want it known what Oates was |ooking for--the evidence of your
sabotage of Project Full Moon! If you protest, we will protest and bring your sabotage out into
the glare of day, Misygyn!"

Misygyn blinked. "Our . . . sabotage? So, that isyour idea, en?'

"It ist And you have been warned,” Rogers snapped.

Misygyn did not answer for amoment. Then the heavy-set diplomat stood up. He motioned
curtly toward the door out of his office.

"Y ou will leave now, Generd. | order you from Soviet territory! Y ou will be hearing from me
concerning Mgor Oateswhen | have my ingtructions. Meanwhile, his body remains herel Isthat
Clear?'

Rogers stood up angrily. "Very clear! Rest assured | will make my report, and you will be
hearing from ud"

Without another word, General Rogersturned on hished and stalked from the office. The
door closed behind him. Misygyn stood there for amoment. Then the side door opened and
Colond Derian camein.

"I know why Oates was here now," thetall Colonel said. " The woman has escaped.”
"Escaped?' Misygyn sad. "From you?"

"From Vadov. | shot him," Derian said. "He was either atraitor or afool. | cannot risk either.
Thewoman is gone, we have searched the grounds. She must have had help. Oates was probably
not donel”
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"And Rogersdiverted ud" Misygyn said. He looked at Derian. "What now, Colonel ?'

"Now | will take charge mysdlf. Theinformation Vadov got ismost interesting. | think 1 will
takeatrip.”

"A trip? Where?' Misygyn asked.

Colonel Derian turned away. "That you do not need to know. Y ou will act as my contact with



Maoscow. For therest, | will handleit one.”
Colond Derian left Misygyn done and staring at the door. Out in the night The Shadow
glided quickly away from the window and disappeared into the darkness.

Some minutes later Lamont Cranston suddenly appeared in the road outside the walls of the
Soviet manson. Hewalked quickly to the officia car of Rogers. Helighted a cigarette and
waited, his hooded eyesimpassive. Down the road in the shadows the taxi waited with Margo
and Shrevvie hidden insde. Cranston had been there only seconds when the iron gate opened and
Genera Cavin Rogers stepped out. The Genera was now obvioudy shaken and furious.
"Crangton! They killed Oated"

Cranston pretended shock. "Oates? | heard the shots, but | had no ideal They killed him?”

"I don't know who killed him! But heisdead,” Rogers said angrily. "Where were you?"

"At the rear of the house. | saw nothing. | tried to get inside, but the only open window wasin
the office you werein. | left after the shots and tried to see what had happened, but | saw
nothing. Except their guards. They amost caught me, so | came out.”

Rogers nodded. "The damned bad part isthat there'slittle we can do! Oates knew the risks.
He must have become careless, the fool! The Russkis are within their rights, damn them. Oates
wastrespassing.”

"How did Misygyn take your warning?' Cranston asked. Rogers laughed bitterly. "Oh, he
denied it al, but he knows something. He knew al about Full Moon, and he knows more about
the sabotage than helll admit. No, | have no doubts now that they are behind it al."

"Will they stop now that they know we know?"

Rogers was thoughtful. "I'm not sure. | think so though. They won't want it made public. And
welll haveto keep it quiet, even about Oates. I'll report to the President, of course, but | don't
think even Genera Broyard should know. In away we made a bargain--they stop and we keep
quiet. Theimportant thing is Project Full Moon. It must remain secret, and itswholefate
depends on everything being kept quiet now."

"Then you think the next shot will succeed?' Cranston said quietly.

"l hope so, Cranston. | think they've been warned. Now | must go and report. Y ou can make
your way back dl right?'

"Of course. Y ou go ahead," Cranston said.

Rogers nodded and climbed into his car. Cranston stood in the shadows at the edge of the
road and watched the big official car disappear. Then he turned and walked quickly to the taxi
where Margo and Shrevvie waited. The small taxi driver and agent of The Shadow was excited.
"Boss, who was shot™ Shrevvie asked.

"Mgor Oates, Shrevvie" Crangton said. "Why?'

"I was on watch right after the shooting,” Shrevvie explained, "and | saw two guys come over
thewall! They camered fast. They ran off into the woods over there, and | heard acar start up
waly back, probably on another road. | never heard it drive up, so they were probably inside all
thetime!"

"Russians?’ Cranston snapped.
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Shrevvie scratched hisjaw. "Maybe, but they didn't look likeit to me. | mean, why would
Russkis come running over thewall so fast to get awvay?"

Margo nodded. " Shrevvie has a point, Lamont.”

"Yes, hedoes," Cranston said dowly.

"Besdes," Shrevviesad. "l think | recognized at least one of them. | mean, | recognized his
description--hefits one of the men Harry Vincent saw in that staff car near the NASA Utah Base
after the moon shot failed!”



Crangton was slent. His eyesflashed once with thefire of The Shadow. Then he climbed into
the taxi beside Margo. He spoke sharply.

"Thereis somethingwrong in dl this, Shrevvie. | think it istime for The Shadow to

investigate that office and secret closet in the [aboratory of Federd Cybernetics!”

Shrevvie nodded. Thetaxi drove off quickly in the night and turned back toward the west and
the distant plant of Federal Cybernetics.
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THE LABORATORY of Federd Cyberneticswas dark and empty. The shades had been drawn by
the night watchman on hislast round, the door locked, all the windows checked and locked.
Nothing moved, there was no sound except the bubbling of liquid in some dl night experiments,
the steedy drip-drip-drip of liquid from adidtillation column into aflask.

Inthefar corner away from the office of Dr. Max Ernest acomplicated €l ectronic experiment
operated with flashing lights and the automatic click of timed switches. A read-out instrument
Steadily fed paper beneath a moving stylus that traced an undulant line on the graduations of the
graph paper. The night watchman on his rounds checked the experiments each time, and |ooked
a apaper he carried for ingtructions. With the paper in front of him the watchman could make
minor adjustments and give the scientists allittle deep.

After thelast visit of the watchman the laboratory was deserted for the night. The experiments
continued on their automatic course. In the whole building there was now no sound. The
cleaning women and floor polishers had finished their work and gone. A few late-working
executives had called it along day and driven off to well-earned nightcaps. There was no light
and no sgn of human lifein the entire plant. Only thesmall idand of light at the main gate

where the two night guards sat in their glassed-in guard house and took turns watching and
desping.

The awake guard watched the locked gate, but histrain attention was given to an electronic
annunciator pand that was the actua security of the plant. The panel showed smal white squares
that were condition-adarm flags for every danger point in the plant: the eectrified fence; each
gate; the exit and entrance to the parking lot; each and every door and window into al the
buildings, every door inside the buildings; dl vital production areas. When dl was secure every
amall darm flag on the annunciator was white. When anyone or anything touched any spot after
the darms were set, the flags on the annunciator showed red and there was a sharp, audible
dam.

This night the awake guard yawned as the hours passed and nothing at all happened. Once he
stood up, just about midnight, and walked out to the gate. He breathed deeply in the silent night
and turned to survey the plant. For a split second he froze. For that second he thought he had
seen something, ashape, float up and over the fence far to hisleft. Just some thing: shapeless, a
vague movement of the dark. He rubbed his eyes and peered into the night. Nothing moved now.
Hewalked quickly into the glass cubicle of the guard house and looked at the annunciator. It
showed dl white. There had been no audible darm. The guard smiled ruefully. Hisimagination
was obvioudy playing tricks on him. It wasimpossible for anyone to climb the fence, or even fly
over the fence without tripping the darm. He went back to his seat without ever seeing thetwo
fiery eyesthat watched from the darkness at the base of the fence.

The Shadow, who had neutralized the eectronic circuit with his powers and prevented it from
breaking and so tripping the larm annunciator, dipped away from the base of the fence and



crossed the plant grounds toward the Main Laboratory Building. At the rear of the Laboratory
Building he again concentrated to keep the darm circuit closed, easily jimmied the window with
the specid tools he dways carried under his cloak, and entered the building. He had chosen a
corridor window, and now he crouched in the dark like part of the shadows themselves and
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listened. His keen hearing heard no soundsin the whole building except the faint noises of the
al-night experiments till running up in the Main Laboratory on the second floor. The Avenger
glided down the corridors, up the stairs, and toward the locked door of the main laboratory,
making no sound at al, unseen, like the passing of abreath of wind aong the corridors.

At the locked door into the laboratory the cloaked Avenger again concentrated his powers on
the alarm circuit. Then he opened the door with his specia tools and went inside. The door
closed behind him. In the corridor al was quiet again, nothing stirred, the corridor was as
deserted and sllent asif no one had passed for hours. But The Shadow had passed, and inside the
laboratory the Avenger made his swift and sllent way acrossthe lab, past the experiments il
bubbling and flashing lights, into the glassed-in office of Dr. Max Ernest. There the great black
shape paused and his eyes glinted in the dimness as he surveyed the office of the Chief of
Research for Federd Cybernetics.

Thefiery eyes of the Avenger studied the entire office of the Research Chief. He saw nothing
unusua . He began to open the rows of filing cabinets that were filled with the reports of the
work performed by the Main Laboratory. A trained chemist and physicist, The Shadow studied
the reports one by one quickly, but could find nothing wrong or in any way unusud. The
chemica experiments were primarily concerned with rocket fuels and ultra-cold cryogenic
fluids. The physica work was mainly on control and vaving sysemsin very smal fluid flows--
and there was nothing out of the usud in these reports. The Avenger was not surprised. He had
had to check to be certain, but he was sure that if anything strange was going on in the |aboratory
the records would be kept in secret.

The Shadow turned his attention to the small safe.

Hislong, deft, sted-like fingers manipulated the dia as hisgreet black-shrouded figure

crouched low in front of the safe. His sharp earslistened to the fal of the tumblers. Moments
later the safe was open. The Shadow removed the contents, quickly confirmed that there was
nothing in the safe that Margo had not described, and returned al but the ledger-book. Thishe
carried to the desk laid open. He sat down and lighted the miniature flashlight he had designed in
his own secret laboratory. Thetiny lamp cast an intense light on aminute areathat could be seen
for only afew feet away. The black Avenger dowly turned the pages of the ledger-like book. His
eyes glowed as he read the entries, reading dowly and carefully on each page until he had read
the entire ledger. In the seat in the darkened office the black-shrouded figure sat back.

The Shadow now knew what had interested Vadov, dlias Reigen, in the ledger. Hisfiery eyes
glowed in the dark as he considered the meaning of the entries.

From the reports he had read, and from his knowledge of chemistry and physics, The Shadow
saw what Vadov had seen--that many of the entries for materias received were much too large!
They were, infact, according to arapid menta calculation made by the Avenger, exactly double
the necessary quantitiesfor the recorded experiments! In addition, in the shipments Margo had
noted that went out exactly aweek after experimental material had comein, the shipment seemed
to be about half theincoming materia!

The eyes of The Shadow were intense: the meaning was clear. Some work was being done at
Federa Cyberneticsthat was not being recorded in the officia records of the company, was not
being reported to NASA or any other Governmental agency. It was aso clear that less materia
was being shipped than should have been. Not only was work being done that was not being
reported, but it looked very much like shipments were being made to some unknown and



unrecorded destination.
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The Shadow thought about that sngle midabeled shipment of materid to the NASA Utah

Base. A shipment that had been late because it had gone by mistake to some town in Idaho
instead of Utah. The Shadow was well aware of one important fact--Federal Cyberneticshad a
gmall plant in Idaho! On the surface, then, it seemed likeasmpleclerica error: ashipment
intended for the Utah Base had smply been midabeled by some clerk for the Federa
Cybernetics plant in Idaho. But wasit asmple error? Material was being shipped somewherein
secret--why not the Idaho plant?

The Shadow closed the ledger and returned it to the safe. The safe locked again, the Avenger
turned to the door marked Storage. He was now more than interested in what was behind the
innocent-seeming door. His burning eyes studied the double lock. He recognized its construction.
With his specid lock-tools, the black-garbed Avenger went to work on the door. He had it open
in seconds and stepped into the closet behind the door.

It was exactly what it was supposed to be--a storage closet. Papers and chemical materias
wereon dl the shelvesthat lined dl three walls. But The Shadow studied the walls and shelves
with extreme care--J. Wedley Bryan had comeinto this closet and he had not come out for a
long time. The Shadow did not think that the president of Federal Cybernetics had spent histime
inacloset! No, there had to be some secret exit from this closet, and his glowing eyes studied
every inch of theinnocent-seeming walls. Hefound thetiny crevicejust at thejoint of thethird
shdf from thefloor intherear wall. A crevice so smal no eyes but the eyes of The Shadow
could have detected it. Once he had found the door it was the work of only moments to ascertain
just where the controls were. The door was operated by asmall hook at the edge of the shelf. The
Avenger concentrated his powersto prevent any darm circuit from bresking, and touched the
hook.

Nothing happened.

The Shadow studied the controls more carefully. They were dectronicaly highly

sophisticated. They only operated when touched by a specia eectronic device that emitted a
sound of exact pitch! Grimly, The Shadow focused his powers and his mind projected sounds of
dowly rising pitch until he heard thefaint click and the secret door in the closet wall began to
open. The Avenger felt agreat deal of respect for the brain that had conceived and devel oped the
controls of the secret door. He did not think that anyone €lsein the world could have opened the
secret door without knowing the precise method. But he had no time for admiration. He ducked
low and went through the now open secret door.

He stood up, his great black shape like a heavy shadow in the dark, and hisfiery eyes|ooked
dowly around the room he now stood in. It was along, narrow room. Not small, but very long
and narrow, and the Avenger saw that it had been built so asto remain unsuspected between the
walls of the building and theinterior walls of the corridor. On one side of the room there was
nothing at al. But the other Side, the interior Side, was along low |aboratory bench with al the
facilities of alaboratory. It was both achemica and eectronic laboratory. Even aquick look told
The Shadow that it was a highly advanced and complete smdll [aboratory. And there was
something strange about it. The Shadow's eyes studied the entire room. There was something
very strange--very odd--unusual. For another instant the Avenger could not place the
strangeness. Then he saw--the long bench, the sinks, the hood, the cabinets, the entire facilities
of the secret laboratory were built low, too low! Everything looked asif it had been built for a
midget!

Or foramaninawhed chair! !

The small and hidden room wasthe private |aboratory of J. Wedey Bryan.
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But why wasit so hidden? Why wasit secret?

Or wasit a secret? Perhaps Bryan smply liked privacy for his private work. The Shadow was
aware of thefact that Bryan was ascientist and agood one. The accident that had put Bryan into
hiswhedlchair was the result of adaring experiment with rocket fuels many, many years ago
before anyone had redlly made successful rockets. The laboratory's secret nature could be smply
an eccentric scientist's desire for privacy while he worked; the double locks and tricky electronic
devices Smply ascientist's precautions againgt anyone accidentally and prematurely learning of
hiswork. Or there could be a more sinister cause. The Shadow began to search the small
laboratory, to study the work that J. Wedey Bryan was keegping so hidden.

Helearned quickly that the work was intricate and highly advanced; thet it was both chemica

and dectronic and delicately mechanica. He studied the secret records being kept by Bryan, and
the details of the crippled company-president's experiments. After dmaost an hour, the Avenger
sat down on asmall desk and his burning eyes glowed with the concentration of his thoughts.
What he had found was that J. Wed ey Bryan seemed to be working on nothing unusua &t all! !
And that was the surprising thing. The explanation for the extra experimenta materid was
clear--Bryan wasworking dong pardld linesto his scientists out in the main laboratory. He

was doing dmost exactly the same work on rocket fuels and the e ectronic-mechanica fuel
control that his company had developed and that had made the sudden leap in progresstoward a
manned landing on the M oon that had caused Project Full Moon to be cregated.

The Shadow consgidered the puzzling information. It was the new fuel control that had made
NASA create Full Moon in secret to make their sudden legp to the Moon amost two years ahead
of any schedule. Bryan, in his secret laboratory, was working on the exact fuel control system--
and on the rocket fud itsalf. The only difference that The Shadow could detect wasthat Bryan's
experiments seemed to be devel oping further improvementsin both his control system and the
fud itsdf. Infact, the fuel control as Bryan was developing it now seemed to be a super verson
based on test results and operating experiences reported to Federal Cybernetics by NASA--and by
some other sources. The records did not make clear where the other test data had come from, but
it was clear that Bryan had been using the results of many tests on both fuel and control system,
and not al had come from NASA.

The glowing eyes of The Shadow were strangely blank now as he let his thoughtsturn

inward. It was only normal that ascientist like Bryan should continualy work and develop new
improvementsin his control system and hisrocket fuels. Then why the secrecy? Why were only
half shipments madeto NASA Utah Base? Why was Bryan'swork in this hidden laboratory so
much farther advanced than the work done out in the main laboratory for dl to see? Was Bryan
hiding, or wasit Smply the normal and well-known reluctance of ascientist to revea hiswork
before he was sure and ready? And where were the other shipments going, if anywhere? It
looked very much like Federal Cybernetics was working with someone else aswell asNASA! The
Soviet? Was that the answer?

But how? How could Bryan ship to the Soviet Union? How could he work with them and get

the data from them? And why? What would Bryan or Federa haveto gain by working with the
Soviets? The object wasto get to the Moon, it did not require more than one project. And where
did the sabotagefit in, if at al? Bryan would have no reason to sabotage his own project, hisown
scientific triumph. By al reason, Bryan should be one of the most eager to get Full Moon oniits
way and prove the genius of hisfuel control system. No, nothing here tended to the idea that
Federd had any hand in the sabotage after dl. But if Bryan was advancing hisideas, and the
Soviets had heard about it, then there was a strong explanation of the presence of Vadov and
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Colond Derian, and of their attempt to learn what was happening a Federa! The more The



Shadow considered, the more the Soviets |ooked like the saboteurs, and yet. . .

The mind of The Shadow suddenly clicked off itstrain of thought and came ingtantly dert. He
had heard the distant sound. A sound of voices asif from far off. But the Avenger knew that they
were not from far away, they were only distant-sounding because they werein the office of the
Research Director beyond the secret electronic door and through the closet door. His keen ears
had heard the click of the light switch. He was not concerned with discovery yet, as he had
closed and locked al doors behind him, but be glided across the laboratory to the wall nearest the
office of Dr. Ernest and placed his ear againgt thewall to listen.

There were two voices. They were speaking quietly. One voice was more agitated than the
other. Muffled asthey were, the voices were not eadly identifiable, and The Shadow could
recognize neither of them until he heard aname--Dr. Ernest! It was the Research Director who
had the agitated voice asif he was not pleased with hisvisitor.

"Then we are dmost ready, eh Ernest?’ the camer voice said.

"With the project, yes, but | don't like this about Oates,” Dr. Max Ernest said nervoudy.
"They'redl getting too close."

"Thereare dwaysrisks, Dr. Ernest,” the cdm voice said coldly. "Oates will not bother us any
more."

The Shadow gtrained to identify the voice. There was acertain familiarity to the voice, hewas
certain he had heard it somewhere, but even his perfect memory could not place the voice now.
The hidden laboratory was heavily soundproofed, there were two walls between the men outside
and The Shadow, and the two men were speaking low. The super hearing of The Shadow could
hear the words, but the tone and timbre of the voices were muffled and he could not recognize
them.

"What about the others?' Dr. Ernest said out in the office beyond the two walls.

"The otherswill not stop us, Doctor!" the cam voice said harshly. "No one will stop us now.
We have bought time, my dear Max! Timeiswith usnow. Thelast few detailsto be ironed out
inthefield and then it istimel We have donedl thereisto do here”

Therewas aslence out in the office of the Research Chief. The Shadow, hidden in the inner
laboratory, listened and tried to recognize the voice of the calm man. But it wasno use. The
Shadow would have to leave the hidden laboratory if he wasto identify the speaker. That meant
arisk of being seen prematurely himself, but it was arisk he would haveto take. The Avenger
glided to the door out of the hidden laboratory into the closet. As he did so, he heard Dr. Max
Ernest speak again.

"Then we go to the Base now?"' Ernest said.

"Yes" thecadmvoicesad. "It istime. We go at once.”

The Shadow listened at the door of the hidden laboratory. But neither voice spoke again. He
heard the sound of the safe closing. Then footsteps. The Avenger activated the e ectronic door of
the secret laboratory, ducked, and went out into the small storage closet. He let the door close
behind him. Cautioudly, he opened the door of the storage closet. Hisfiery eyes quickly scanned
the scenein the office of the Research Chief--the office was empty!

They had gone.

The Shadow glided swiftly out of the office, acrossthe Main Laboratory to the door, and
peered out. The corridor was empty and silent. The Avenger listened, but he heard no sound at
al now. Then the sound of acar motor starting in the parking lot. He raced along the corridor to
the window at thefront. A small black car wasjust passing out the main gate. It went through,
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tuﬁled and vanished in the night toward New Y ork. The eyes of The Shadow watched it fade
and vanish.
His burning eyesflashed. He had missed thistime. But he would not miss again. Federa



Cybernetics was somehow involved in the failures of Project Full Moon. He now knew that
much, but there was much more till to learn before he could solve the puzzle and bring the
guilty to judtice. It wastime to take stock. The Avenger turned and floated down the stairs and
out across the parking lot to the fence. He went over the fence, awraith in the night, and reached
the waiting taxi. Margo and Shrevvie watched their Chief.

"Back to New York, Shrevvie," The Shadow said grimly. "We have much work to do.”

Thetaxi drove off toward New Y ork.

5L

9

IT WASDAWN over the grest city as Lamont Cranston stood and stretched the weariness from his
bones. He went to the window of his high office and looked out over the awakening city. New
Y ork was dways amagnificent Sght a dawn asitsgreet tal buildings emerged from the night,
itsshining rivers and harbor stretched in the morning light asfar asthe eye could see, and its
millions began to tir with agrowing hum of sound and movement that was like the dow
awakening of adesping giant.

At the window, Cranston enjoyed the sight as he dways did, but his mind was on Project Full
Moon and the events of the day before. Behind him, Margo and Stanley sprawled in chairs, the
drawn weariness of the night showing on their faces. Cranston's face, with the power and
endurance of The Shadow behind it, showed no trace of weariness or worry. The hooded eyes
and impassive face of the wedlthy socidite and internationa businessman were exactly the same
as norma without asign of thelong hours of anayzing the strange events that now occupied the
organization of The Shadow.

"Wearemissng akey," Cranston said without turning around.

In her chair Margo nodded. " Shal we go over it again, Lamont?"

Stanley groaned. "I can hear it without talking already.”

Crangton turned from the window. He smiled at Stanley. "Once more, Stanley. From the
beginning. Margo, you art."

Margo sat up and stretched. She was hersdlf again in the office, her disguise discarded. Her
lithe figure seemed taller than it was as she stretched. Her dim legs were curled beneath her now
where she sat in the big armchair, and the morning sun through the window glinted on her dark
hair. She was dressed in a severe suit, as befitted her position as executive private secretary to
Lamont Cranston, but the suit could not hide the smooth, strong curves of her figure. Under the
suit was the trained body of the actress and secret agent for The Shadow, abody that was amost
asmuch a Margo's command as the body of The Shadow himsdlf. Her training and skill had
often stood her in good stead in her work for The Shadow. Now she relaxed again in her chair
and her eyes became serious and intense as her keen mind went to work.

"We know that about six months ago NASA sarted Project Full Moon. It isatop secret
project, known to very few even within NASA itsdlf or the Government. The reason for the
secrecy, and the importance, isthat anew fuel control system has made it possible to reach the
Moon right away instead of the minimum time of two yearsfor the regular. Moon Project.”
Crangton frowned. " The object was to prevent any news of the new control from becoming
known until we reached the Moon. A certain development time was necessary, but Full Moon
was scheduled to blast-off onitsfina flight to the Moon afew daysago. But . . . . . "

Stanley brokein. "Don't forget that the final shot had aready been delayed, Boss. The other
failuresthey had on the test shots, right? | mean, the testing had been held up.”



Cranston nodded. " Correct. The project was plagued with "accidents from the start. Thefina
accident cost thelives of three of our best astronauts!™
"And al the'accidents could easily have been sabotage," Margo said.
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Crangton paced the floor of the office as the sun rose higher outside above the greet city.

"Very clever sabotageif it was, and dmost certainly by someone who has close accessto the
Project. Someone, or some group, with great efficiency and organization hasto be behind it."
"Weve got the Russans," Stanley said. "They're efficient and organized.”

"Yes," Margo sad. "That Colond Derian isan important man, which meansthat something
very serious has brought him here.”

"And Vadov admitted to The Shadow that his work was involved with sabotage of the
project!" Crangton said. "Vadov was disguised as Doctor Reigen at Federal Cybernetics,” Margo
said. "For some reason the Russans are very interested in Federd "

"That'seasy,” Stanley said. "Federd makesthat new fuel control!"

"True, Stanley,” Crangton said. "Federa isthe most important part of Project Full Moon, and
yet something isgoing on at Federd as shown by the strange shipments and supply of materid."
"The midabeed shipment aso came from Federd,” Margo said, "And they haveaplantin
Idaho.”

Cranston paced. Hisimpassive face showed nothing of the deep thought going on behind his
hooded eyes. He turned again to Margo.

"Let me hear Burbank's report on Bryan again.”

Margo looked at her notes. "Federal Cybernetics was founded six years ago by Bryan. It has
speciaized in rocket fuels and space-age controls. Bryan himsdlf isan dectronic genius, a
scientific genius of many abilities. After hisaccident, the one that crippled him, he designed his
own whedl chair and continued to work on the rocketry projects. It was later that he founded
Federd Cybernetics. He developed the new control system, and presented it to NASA about six
monthsago.”

Inthelarge and lavish office of Cranston there was along silence. Cranston paced. Margo
studied her notes and frowned asif she hoped that the answer was il to be found somewherein
the history of Bryan and Federa Cybernetics. Stanley sighed softly where he sat, and looked at
his watch. Stanley was hungry. Neither Cranston nor Margo seemed to have any thought of, or
need for, food. Cranston stopped pacing.

"What would Bryan haveto gain by sabotaging Full Moon? The fuel control ishis! He has
every reason for wanting the shot to the Moon to be successful,” the wedlthy sociaite and ater-
ego of The Shadow said. "And yet something odd is happening at that laboratory. Some secret
work isbeing done, and | have astrong fedling that the Idaho plant isinvolved.”

"What about Dr. Max Ermest?' Margo said. "Y ou knew that it was him you overheard talking
about being ready. We know that that ledger isin hisoffice. Isit possible that Ernest isworking
with the Russans?'

Crangton, nodded grimly. "Yes, Margo, it isentirely possible. And that brings us back to the
Russians. It looks more and more like they are behind this. They must have learned about the
fud control through Vadov, or Reigen as he caled himsdlf. Until they get the control they are
sabotaging Full Moon to give themselves time to make their own Moon Shot.”

"It fitslikeaglove, Boss," Stanley sad.

"Yes" Crangon sad, "and yet | don't likeit. It feels wrong, Stanley. They have not acted like
men who want to stedl the fuel control. They are acting asif they want to learn what is
happening a Federa Cybernetics exactly aswe do! When Derian questioned Margo | had the
strong impression that he was trying to redlly learn what she knew and who she was."

"But, Lamont, that would ill fit with Stanley'sidea. If they want to steal the fue control and



sabotage our Project, they would sill question me the same way--to know what | knew."
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"True, Margo, but the way Derian questioned would aso fit aman trying to learn what he did
not know! If they are stedling the fuel contral, they would not have to know any more. If they
were only out to gedl it, why arethey so interested in that ledger with its extra supplies?’

"But Vadov practically admitted that they are behind the sabotage of the project,” Margo
pointed out.

Crangton was slent. Then he turned to speak. He stopped. The signa light beneath his desk
was slently flashing. The socidite stepped to his desk and touched a secret switch. Ingtantly a
voicefilled the room. The voice of Burbank.

"Agent Harry Vincent has reported in from Salt Lake City," the smooth voice of the
Communications agent said from deep within the hidden complex of blue-lighted rooms behind
the office of Crangton. "I have Agent Vincent on theradio if you wish to have him make his
report persondly. Otherwise | will tapeit in the norma manner.”

"Channd the report,” Cranston said. "We need any information we can get a once!" Cranston
sat at hisdesk, flipped a switch.

"Closed channel, smultaneous taping,” Burbank's efficient voice said.

Inthe lavish office of Lamont Cranston the three leaned forward in the chairsto listen. The
sun was high outside now.

The ddivery truck was parked in an dley on the outskirts of Sdt Lake City. The magnificent
Tabernacle was not far away, and the jagged and massive pesks of the Wasatch Mountains
towered high over the city. Rising dmost directly from the plain of the Greet St Lake with its
wide sdt flats, the Wasatch loomed so high it seemed that they could topple a any ingtant and
engulf the city. In the distance the thin light of thefirst crack of dawn reflected from the mirror-
surface of the vast lake.

Inthealey it was dill dark and nothing moved near the ddlivery truck. Insde the truck there
was no onein the cab. To anyone who could have been there to see, the truck would have
seemed abandoned, parked for the night. It showed no light and no sign of life. Had there been
anyoneto investigate, they could have opened the rear doors and still seen nothing but atruck
filled with boxes for delivery. An innocent truck.

But thistruck wasfar from innocent.

In a secret compartment between the cab in the front, and the boxesin the rear, aman
crouched. He was bent over asmdll but powerful radio sender-receiver of specia design that
broadcast on aspecia channel that was scrambled for anyone else and had arange of three
thousand miles when received on the proper receiver. The man smoked, and there was an ugly
45 cdliber automatic at hisfeet. He spoke urgently into the radio.

"Harry Vincent reporting. Comein Chief. Do you read me?"

The cam voice of Lamont Cranston seemed to fill the small compartment of the truck asit
spoke softly from the far-off office above Park Avenuein New Y ork.

"l read you, Harry. Report.”

Harry Vincent bent closer to the smal microphone. "I located thetrailer truck herein Salt
Lake City and confirmed the fact that the staff car droveinto it and escaped me. It wasasimple
trick, 1 should have guessed at once. Tiretracksin the truck proved the matter. | fed stupid,
Chief."

"Wedl make errors, Harry. Forget it, and continue,” the voice of Cranston said quietly.

Harry nodded asif Cranston werethere. "Of course, Chief. | also found paint scratches from
the staff car, and various license platesfor quick changes. | . . ."
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Cranston voice was quick. "What plates, Harry?"

Harry consulted his notebook. "New Y ork, Utah which they used, Nevada, and Oregon. They
werein arack, and one rack was empty. Thisempty rack had ataped label with ID oniit."
"Goon," Crangton said.

"I checked the truck and the garage in which | found it very carefully, Chief. | found the
uniformsthey wore. They have acache of arms, mostly Czech-made sub-machine-guns. | found
nothing elsein the garage. In the truck itsdf | found only one thing in the cab--a package of
cigarettes, dl gone but two. It looked like it had falen from the pocket of someone who had sat
inthe cab of thetrailer truck. They were Russan cigarettes, Chief!”

There was a silence from the other end of the radio. Then Cranston's soft voice said smply,
"Continue, Harry."

"After the cab | checked out thetrailer. In addition to the paint, license plates, and tire marks,

| located a certain amount of dirt. | realized that it was not like the dirt around the NASA Utah
Base, nor anywhere in-between the Base and Sdlt Lake City. Thisisall desert, whilethisdirt was
definitely red clay with streaks of granite. | took asample and had it andlyzed by alab here. |
took the record to the office of ageologist here. The result wasthat the dirt istypica of the
Rocky Mountain area, probably from the western side of the divide in Idaho!”

Thistime Cranston's voice was more agitated. "Good work, Harry. Isthat al?"

"No, but it was dl that is positive. | found nothing el sein the garage or truck. | then checked
around as much as was possible to try to locate what happened to the three men in the staff car. |
had no luck at therailroad, busterminas or airlines. No trucking companies seemed to recognize
my descriptions of them. Unlessthey disguised themsalves heavily, which is possible, they did

not leave SAt Lake City on any commercid trangportation. | think that this meansthat they |eft
inthe staff car. | think that will be traceable, Chief. There are not too many roads out of here, and
adaff car should have been noticed.”

"Perhaps, Harry, but | wouldn't count on it,” Cranston's voice said from far-off New Y ork.
"They seem to know what they are doing. | imagine the car would have been disguised. Isthat
al?

"Yes, Chief," Harry sad.

"Very wel, Harry. Now | want you to make one more check. Seeif you can locate any

private plane, probably asmall jet, that flew one or more of them out of Salt Lake. Probably two
of them since one had to drive the car. According to Shrevvie, one of them at least was seen here
in New York. And check as quietly asyou can for the unexplained presence of any Soviet
agents. Y ou know our man in Salt Lake, see what he has noticed, if anything."

"Roger, Chief," Harry said.

"Continue regular reports,” Cranston said.

Harry nodded and flicked a switch on his smdl but powerful radio. Instantly the hidden
compartment of the delivery truck became silent. Harry Vincent closed up hisradio into its
innocent case that 1ooked like aregular home radio and put it back into its cardboard box. It was
now only one of many such radios boxed in the truck. Harry picked up hisautomatic, put it into
its holster, and dipped out of the hidden space and into to the cab of the truck.

Moments later thetruck |eft the aley unseen and merged with the growing morning traffic of

Sdt Lake City.

In the lavish office of Lamont Cranston above New Y ork, Cranston, Margo and Stanley sat
thinking about the report of Harry Vincent. It was Cranston who spoke first.
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"Themissing license plateisadmost certainly an Idaho plate,” the socidite said. "The D |abd



would indicate that, and the other states--they are dl around Idaho except the New Y ork plate. It
would seem that the fake staff car operates mainly in an areaaround the Rocky Mountains.”
"And the dirt was probably from Idaho,” Stanley said.

"And Federal Cyberneticshasaplant in Idaho,” Margo said.

Cranston nodded. "It all beginsto point to Idaho, Margo, and that 'clerica’ error that may not
have been quite so smple an error after al.”

Stanley leaned forward. "Those Czech guns, and that pack of cigarettes from Russig, looks
likeitsour Russan friends after al, Chief."

"Perhaps, Stanley,” Crangton said. "Unlessthereis some other explanation for Russian
cigarettesbeing in that truck."

"What other explanation could there be, Lamont?' Margo asked.

Crangton's hooded eyes were thoughtful. "1 don't know, Margo, but | am till not convinced
thet the Sovietsare behind dl this."

"What do you plan to do next?' Margo asked.

"I think it istimeto go to Idaho,” Crangton said. "But first | want to check in with Generd
Broyard and Doctor Cassill to report our suspicions about Idaho, and to find out if they have
done any morein locating the actua point of failurein thelast shot. | think you and Stanley had
better try to get some deep. | will need you both in Idaho.”

"All right, Lamont,” Margo said.

"Firgt," Stanley said, "'l eat. Never could deep on an empty stomach, Boss."

Crangton smiled. "By al means have breskfast first, Stanley.”

When Margo and Stanley had gone, Cranston called Genera Broyard at the NASA Utah Base.
The General had nothing to report, work was continuing. Cranston made his report of his
suspicions that something was happening at the Idaho plant of Federa Cybernetics, without
mentioning how he had learned his details.

"My people dl over the country inform me that there seemsto be unusud interest in the Idaho
plant of Federd, General," Cranston explained. "They cannot pinpoint it, but rumorsin scientific
circlesindicate that something odd is going to happen there. | think we would do well to
investigate."

"WEell investigate anything, Cranston. However, | have seen Rogers report on the Soviet
activity, and it looks conclusive. Rogers seemsto think they will now lay off, but | meanto be
certain. Our next shot isduein three days. This one cannot fail!"

"It won't, Generd," Cranston said quietly.

"It can't, Crangton!" Broyard said, and then hesitated for afull ten seconds. " Off the record,
Crangton, but our espionage peopletel me that the Soviet is much closer than we think to its
own Moon shot. Thereisastrong indication that they too have somekind of specid project. We
must befirg!"

"First or second isnot my affair, Generd,” Cranston said, "but sabotageis. Y ou have nothing
more to report on the actual failure of that last shot?”

"Not yet, Farinais il working on it. We have amesting in fifteen minutes, perhaps| will

know more then."

"I'll wait here until the meeting isover,” Cranston said.

Thesocidite hung up. In hislavish office, bright now with late morning sun as the noon hour
approached, Cranston sat back and continued to think. Everything pointed to Idaho and the plant
of Federa Cybernetics. The question was what wasit that was being pointed to? Hewas, in
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redl |ty no closer to the source of the sabotage, and not redly closer to the reason for the
sabotage--unless the saboteurs were the Russans. If the guilty were not the Soviets, what
possible reason could there be behind the sabotage of Project Full Moon? Of all people, Federa



Cybernetics should be the last to sabotage the project. It wastheir own fuel control! !

But perhaps not everyone at Federa Cybernetics was devoted to the interest of the company.
The hidden laboratory was clearly J. Wedley Bryan's own laboratory. Men had sabotaged their
own effortsfor private reasons before this, or for money. It would be well to check Bryan's
financid Stuation. Then therewas Dr. Max Ernest. It looked like Ernest wasinvolved in
something. He had known about the murder of Oates. The hidden laboratory could have been
available to Ernest, and perhaps the Research Chief of Federal had some private work in hand.
Cranston was gtill thinking when the telephone suddenly rang and jarred him out of his
concentration. He picked up the telephone. It was Genera Calvin Rogers. The specid assistant to
the President was excited.

"Crangton? We've located the point of failure! Farinahasjust found it in the fuel control

itsedf! Smdll, amost nothing! Just atiny change that could have been done &t the plant of Federd
and gone undetected by ugl"

"So there was no need for anyone to be on the Base?"

"Not within athousand miles! The damage was done. Broyard told me what you reported.
And, Crangton, the part that failed was made at Federd's Idaho plant!” Rogers said.

Another direct link to 1daho!

"How isit that Professor Farina didn't notice the change in the fud control earlier, Rogers?'
Cranston said. He was thinking about Farina being apparently closeto Dr. Max Ernest of Federd
Cybernetics.

"He admits he doesn't know," Rogers said. "He says he should have. He saysit was a subtle
change, not easy to notice in what wasleft of the control after the crash, but he blames himself
for missing it earlier. Persondly, Cranston, | think under the pressure we al were just too
anxious and moved too fast."

"That is probable,” Cranston agreed.

"Anyway," the voice of Rogers said. "Weve got something now, and I'm not going to waste
another minute. I'll stake my career on usfinding those Russkisout in Idaho!”

"Perhaps," Crangton said in the quiet of the lavish office high above the city. Hiseyeswere
thoughtful.

"Broyard says you should be with us," Rogerswent on. "So get on ajet and meet us at
Lewiston, right? I'm taking Farinawith me, hell be needed to get someideaof just what really
happened. Were going right now!"

"I'll bethere,” Cranston said quietly.

After he had hung up, the socidite sat back and turned in his swivel chair to face the window.
His eyes suddenly flashed with thefire of The Shadow. Thislooked like the break, and it was
time for The Shadow to enter again and end the evil once and for al. Cranston leaned forward
and began to dictate crisp ingtructions for Margo and Stanley into the master tape recorder. There
was no time to lose now.
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THE IDAHO PLANT of Federd Cyberneticswasin the country some milesfrom Lewiston inthe
high mountains. In the officia staff car sent from the nearest Army base, Brigadier Generd

Rogers sat up front beside the driver who had come with the car to meet them at the airport.
Rogers and Professor Farina had been waiting impatiently when Cranston arrived by jet. Rogers
immediately started toward the waiting staff car.



"Let'smove, Crangton,” the Generd said. "Y ou came aone thistime?”

"Speed was essentid, Generd," Cranston said. "My secretary will follow."

"Right. Come on, Farina," Rogers snapped as he strode to the car. The driver jumped out and
held open the door. Rogers barely nodded to the driver as he stepped into the car followed by
Farinaand Cranston.

Farinawas obvioudy disturbed. "I don't know how | missed that defect of the fuel control the
first time around, Crangton. It was small, and not easy to locate, but | shouldn't have missed it.”
"It happens,”" Rogers said from the front seet asthey drove.

"Wereadl onedge" Cranston said.

Farinanodded. "'l suppose 0. It's the next shot that has me jittery. | suppose | was too anxious
to find thetroublein time. At least I'll know enough to inspect the control more carefully in
advancethistime.”

"I wouldn't expect them to sabotage the same part again,” Cranston said. "They'll try

something else. There are so many partsto arocket, that is one of the difficulties.”

Farinanodded moodily. "Y es, that isthe problem.”

Rogers snorted in the front seat. "1'll stake my next ten years pay that they'll 1ay off now that
they've been warned that we're on to them. And if they don't, well maybe we can put an end to
any more trouble by catching them red-handed right here in the Federal Cybernetics plant.”
"Let'shope s0," Farinasaid.

The gt&ff car drove on into the foothills of the mountains. White rivers legped down the sides

of the craggy hills, flowing in the deep gulliesthat passed benesth the road under bridges. The
thickly wooded forests came down to the road, a gresat thick mass of green pines and firsthat
stretched out across the mountain valleys asfar as the eye could see. The road wound among the
foothillswith the great towering pesks of the mountains till in the distance ahead. Just asthe
road entered the actual mountains, the taff car reached the gate of the Federal Cybernetics plant.
Thedriver dowed and drove up to the locked gate. Five guards came out. They were armed and
infull uniform.

"Stop there!" one of the guards snapped. He was atall man with rigid military bearing. He

wore the rank of a Captain on the shoulder straps of his private guard uniform, and carried a
pistol ready in hishand.

The car stopped. The Captain of the guards walked out the opened gate to the car. He
gpproached warily and dert. Hisfour men fanned out behind him in such away that dl the
occupants of the car were covered and observed, and at the exactly right places so that no more
than one could be attacked at atime from the car. Cranston watched them carefully asthe
Captain stood off and made Rogers reach out.

"Papers, please!” the Captain snapped.
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Rogers glared, but handed out hisidentity papers and hisofficia passto vist the plant. The
Captain studied them intently. Then he handed them back to Rogers, and saluted.

"Very good, General. Now the other two men, please.”

"Isthat necessary, young man?' Rogerssaid. "I can vouchfor . . ."

"It isnecessary, Sir," the Captain said.

Cranston and Professor Farina handed out their identity and their passes. The Captain studied
these with equal care. Cranston studied the Captain. Hewas atall, muscular man who looked
more like an officer in some Army than a plant guard. There was along scar on hisface; the scar
of an old wound. He moved with the air of aman accustomed to command, and hiseyeswerea
cold and flat blue. Cranston frowned as he watched the Captain and the other four guards.
"Very good, Generd, you can pass,” the Captain said as he handed back Cranston and

Farinas papers.



The driver drove the car through and onto the concrete drive that led up to the low, rambling
one story plant set against the magnificent backdrop of the high mountain that towered close
abovethe plant. Cranston till frowned and looked back at the guards.

"They arevery military, Generd,” the socidite said dowly. "Very efficient. They areadmost

too military."

Rogers looked back thoughtfully. "I noticed that, too. It lookslike Federa has hired real ex-
soldiersfor their guards. Soldiers not long out of service either. They must be worried about
something.”

"The sabotage?' Cranston said.

Rogers nodded. "Probably. It'stight security. | wish al our defense plants had better

Security.”

"Still," Cranston mused. "It isunusua to see such atight military security at acivilian plant.”

"It should betight." Farinasaid. "The work hereis ultratop secret. That iswhy | wonder how
anyone could have sabotaged the control here. We may find we have to trace its entire route from
here to Utah Base."

Rogers agreed. "Probably. The weak link, that's what we have to find. There's lways aweak
link inevery chain."

The car drove up to the main entrance and stopped. Cranston recognized the man who came
out of the building to greet Rogers and his party. It was Dr. Max Ernest. The Chief of Research
for Federd shook hands al around and smiled agreeting. But it was only his mouth that smiled.
Crangton saw that behind the smile the eyes of Dr. Ernest showed that he was worried about
something. Ernest was not pleased to see Rogers and the others. But the Doctor covered it well
and led them into the building and back through amaze of corridorsto the private office of

J. Wedey Bryan. Cranston was surprised to see the number of corridors, the extent of the plant,
and redlized that the low plant was set back into the base of the mountain. It wasfar larger than it
seemed to be.

"Ah, gentlemen!”

J Wedey Bryan was seated in hiswhed chair behind his mammoth desk. Thetiny crippled
man smiled and waved them dl to seats as he greeted them. Rogers watched the smal man
carefully. Farina gppeared nervousto Cranston. The socidite himsalf assumed hismost
impassive face. Bryan seemed most interested in Cranston.

"So, Crangton, you've cometo look at the competition, en?’ the smal man said from his
whedlchair. "I've admired your work for sometime. Perhgps you can admire some of mine.”
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"Everyone admires your work, Mr. Bryan," Cranston said quietly. "Few people have done as
much in rocketry. Thefud control doneisatriumph of achievement.”

Bryan nodded with satisfaction. "It was a breakthrough, wasn't it? Yes, | might say | am

proud of our work there. But we will do more, much more! Eh, Ernest?’

The Research Director nodded agreement. Dr. Ernest was till standing just inside the door of
Bryan's private office. Cranston saw that for some reason Max Ernest still seemed highly uneasy.
Was the Research Director worried for himself, worried about some discovery being made if
anyone |looked too closely?

"Yed" Bryan said eagerly. "We are doing work that will make the whole world sit up and
notice!" And the smdl man laughed. "But enough of my work, what brings you gentlemen here?
The next Moon shot isonly days away. I'm surprised that you could find the time, especidly
Professor Farina."

"If thereisashot,” Generd Rogerssaid.

Bryan arched an eyebrow. "If, Generd ?'

"Sabotage," Rogers said.



Bryan was silent for amoment. The small crippled man seemed to be thinking. Then he
frowned.

" still cannot understand how anyone could get on the Utah Base to sabotage the project,”
Bryan said. "1 would have said that it wasimpossible. Still, thereis no denying that something
has been going wrong. | have, of course, checked the control completely. | cannot find any
reason for falure.”

"Perhaps it wasn't necessary for anyoneto get on the Utah Base," Rogers said bluntly. "I'm
convinced that our troubles are sabotage, not accident, but | am also sure that no one could have
gotten onto the Base."

Bryan's eyes snapped. "Y ou are implying that the sabotage was done somewhere else--
perhaps here?!"

"Perhaps," Rogers said.

"Ridiculous! Y ou've seen our security, Genera! How could anyone get on our property to
sabotage anything?”

"Weve located the cause of thelast failure," Farinasaid. "It wasin thefud control system. A
smal changein vaving. It could have been done dmost anywhere.”

"But not here!" Bryan thundered. "Not only do we have strong plant security, the actua
production and test facilities for the components of the control are completely secure. We test
each component completely beforewelet it out!™

"Perhaps," Generd Rogers said, "But the unit was sabotaged. Thereis no doubt now.
Somewhere between here and Utah Base the fuel control valving was dtered! That is sabotage
not an accident. And thetrail must begin here. Now if the sabotage was not done herein the
plant itself, then we mugt track it al the way. On the road, at shipping depots and transfer points
if any! We. .. ."

Rogerswastaking hard and fast. At each point in histirade the General emphasized his point
with apound of hisfist against the mammoth desk of J. Wedey Bryan. Cranston watched and
listened. The Generd, for dl hisemphatic tirade, was being circumspect with Bryan. Cranston
was not entirely convinced by the protests of Bryan, but, then, he knew more about the secret
work and strangely hidden amounts of material. He could not reved this knowledge without
reveding the presence of The Shadow. But he knew it, and he listened carefully. There was il
one great fact on the side of Bryan--Cranston could think of no reason for the crippled geniusto
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sabotage hisown fuel control system! The socidite looked toward Max Ernest. The Research
Director was another matter--could it be some kind of jealousy? Men had killed for less, and
Cranston decided to watch Ernest very closdly whilethey were. ..

Cranston stopped thinking. J. Wed ey Bryan had suddenly held up his hand. General Rogers
seemed annoyed. Farina seemed afraid. Cranston leaned forward.

"Professor Morgan!" Bryan said, snapped. "1 wonder." The smal man turned in hiswhed

chair to face Dr. Max Ernest. "Has the clearance come for Morgan, Max?'

"Not yet," Max Ernest said.

General Rogers narrowed his sharp eyes. "Professor Morgan? Who isthis Morgan? What
clearance?’

Bryan leaned forward grimly. "Professor Frederick Morgan. He came with credentialsto
observe. But some of his papers were old so we have not allowed him access to anything secret
pending the receipt of proper papers. It is not unusual, papers get out of date very quickly, sowe
had no reason to really suspect him. However, in this case the papersin question were very old,
S0 we have restricted him to unclassified work." Bryan again looked at Max Ernest. "The
clearanceistaking along time, Max."

"Yes, Ernest said. "Too long.”



"Hewantsto study classified materid?' Rogers snapped.

"Yes" Ernest said.

"Whereishe now?'

"We put him up in our visitor's quarters,” Bryan explained. "We're along way out of town,

and thereis nowhere else to stay. Of course, a the moment, he is probably in one of our
unclassified labs™

"But he's on the grounds?' Rogers said.

"Yes" Max Ernest said.

"Get him up here," Rogers snapped. "Isthiskind of thing usud, Bryan?'

Bryan nodded. Max Ernest was on the tel ephone ordering the guards to bring Professor
Morgan to the office. Bryan explained.

"We are aresearch company, you know. We get alot of visitors. Asamatter of fact, it is part
of our Government work to alow accessto our facilitiesto qudified scientists, the Government
insgts. Of course, we do acomplete security check. We never let avisitor get closeto classified
materid until he has been completely cleared.”

"But you have alot of vistors?' Cranston said.

"Yes," Bryan sad.

"Can you be absolutely certain none of them get near anything classified?' Rogers snapped.
"Wl ..... " Bryan began, and then shrugged. "Asfar asispossblewe are sure.”

"But not absolutely?' Rogers said.

Bryan shrugged again. "Nothing in thisworld is absolute, General. Perhaps avery clever spy
could havefooledus. 1 .. ."

The outer door opened and Bryan stopped whatever he was going to say. All eyesin the
office turned to look at the door and the man who came through the door into the office. He was
flanked by two of the military-looking security guards. Their guns were dung now, but the
guardslooked ready to ingtantly unding them and go into action. The man they brought into the
officewasfurious.

"What isthe meaning of this, Bryan?!"
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Professor Morgan was atall, thin man. Cranston looked at him and hisimpassive face dmost
showed surprise. There was something familiar about Professor Morgan. Thetall man stood with
adiff and rigid carriage. His hands were long and sinuous, like smd| snakes where they moved
angrily now. Histhin body was as erect as stedl. He moved like a snake, snuoudy, and hisvoice
was cold. Cranston tried to place the man. He could not. It was the face. Morgan's face was not
the same, that was the trouble. Whoever he reminded Cranston of had a different face. Morgan
had athick face, too thick for histall body. A bulbous nose and a heavy mustache. It did not fit.
Cranston stared.

"Areyou Professor Morgan?' Genera Rogers snapped.

"l am," thetdl man said. "Who the devil are you?'

"My nameis Rogers, Generd Cavin Rogers. May | ask what seemsto be holding up your
credentials?' Rogerssaid coldly.

Morgan laughed. "Isthat it? One Smple paper? Y ou people are very nervous, eh? Have no

fear, my clearancewill be. . . ."

Thetal man got no farther. Cranston saw it--the nose wasfasel It was clear to his sharp

eyes. He stood, but Rogers beat him. The Generd had apparently seen, and guessed, the same
thing at the same instant. Rogers stepped quickly to Morgan and pulled the nose. It came off in
his hand. Morgan's hand snaked toward his coat. The two guards jumped. Morgan wasfast as
lightning, and had the gun dmost out when the two guards grappled with him. They held him.
"S0?" Rogers said, and pulled off the fake mustache. The Genera touched the man's cheeks,



nodded, and scraped hard. The cheeks, too, came away, revealing the thin, cobra-like face of the
tal, thin man.

"Colond Derian!" Cranston sngpped. It came out without thinking. Cranston railed at himself
insde. He was not supposed to know the Soviet Colond, but his face showed nothing and he
quickly covered. "Colond Derian of the Soviet Secret Policel Commissioner Weston has shown
me his picture many times."

"Derian?' Rogers said, and hisface split with agrin. "The big chief of the Secret Cell
himsdf?Wdll, well! We have ared catch, eh? So now we know! Cameto do your own dirty
work thistime, Derian? | warned Misygyn!”

"Did you, Generd?' Colond Derian said with asneer.

"He should have listened to me!" Rogers thundered. "Now it istoo late. We've stopped the
sabotage, and we have you too. The whole world will betold. Take him out and lock him up!™
The guards took Derian out. Cranston frowned behind his hooded eyes. Rogers turned to
Bryan.

"It lookslikewe arrived just in time, Bryan. | suggest you send for the State Police a once,

and dert the FBI. The police can turn him over to the FBI in Lewiston. HEs much too big afish to
keep around.”

Crangton wondered. It was all very sudden, very lucky! Wasit just a coincidence, or was
Derian only atrick to convince Farina, Rogers and himself that Derian was the saboteur? There
was only one way to be sure--The Shadow would have to appear to Colonel Derian!

"l suggest we dl wait for the police," Crangton said. "'In the meantime, | would like to wash

up, perhapsrest.”

"Good idea, Cranston,” Rogers agreed. "Can you lend us some quarters, Bryan?'

"I'll check the control security,” Professor Farinasaid.

They agreed, and Cranston and Rogers were conducted to quartersin the visitors rooms of the
plant. In hisroom Crangton listened for amoment. All was quiet.
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Five minutes later, had there been anyone to see, they might have seen the door to Cranston's
room open and close. They might have blinked and rubbed their eyes as ablack shadow seemed
to dip out into the corridor and vanish.
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IN THE WINDOWLESS storage room of the plant basement, Colond Derian sat dert againgt the
wall. He had not been tied in any way, but the door that he had heard locked was made of solid
stedl. The room was a storage area for dangerous chemicas, and was built with thick, exploson-
proof walls. For atime the Colonel just sat there listening. When he was sure that no onewasin
the corridor outside, he began to consider his position.

"The concrete istoo thick,” the cobra-like Colond said to himself doud. It was atrick he had
learned in many yearsin prison. To keep calm and sane it was good to talk aloud. "The door is
stedl. However, they must feed me, and sooner or later they must come to interrogate me or
move me. They will want to know what | am doing here. Y es, some of them will want to know
what | am doing here. | wonder why . . ."

The Colond stopped speaking. His cobraface became dert. Hislong neck wasrigid and
cocked at an angle as he listened to something. Derian thought that he had heard a sound--avery



faint sound, but a definite sound. His cold and glittering eyes flicked around the dark store room.
There were no windows in the room, but it was not pitch black. A smdl work light was set high
up against the wall and cast afeeble light that barely reached a quarter of the concrete room.
Beyond thiscircle of light, where Derian sat, there was a deeper darkness of vague shadows.

It was one of these shadows that Derian's glittering eyes now looked at.

The shadow had seemed to move.

Derian tensed like a coiled snake and prepared to jump if necessary.

Thelow laugh was soft in the room. Soft and macabre. A chilling sound.

"Therewill be no need for defense, Colonel Derian,” alow, strong voice said.

Derian'seyes glinted. "Who are you?"'

There was no fear in the cold voice of the Soviet Secret Policeman, no panic, no apparent
surprise at the sudden laugh and voice from the shadows of the room.

" am cdled The Shadow, Colond Derian, and | fight dl evil!"

"S0?' Derian said camly. "How did you get in here? Where are you? | cannot seeyou.”

The laugh reverberated. "No walls stop The Shadow, Colonel, and | am in front of you. Look
closdy, Colond Derian." The Colonel peered into the shadows. He saw afaintly deeper area of
black. Then he saw the eyes-two fiery eyesthat glowed in the darkness. He saw the blood-red
fire-opd girasol ring, and he saw, in the red light of that ring, the long face and hawk-nose of
The Shadow. The Colond neither moved nor flinched.

"Yes, | seeyou how. You wear adisguise.”

"No, Colonel, not adisguise. Thisisas| appear to al men. Thisismy power. Your mindis
open to me, Derian, | know dl the evil that lurksin the hearts of men!™

"S0?' Derian said quietly. "What do you want with me? Why have you come here?"

"I cometo learn what you know! | am here to stop the sabotage of Project Full Moon! Y ou
will tell meal that you know, Colonel Derian! Y ou will tell mewhy you have come herel™
Thelaugh of Colond Derian was louder and colder than the eerie laugh of The Shadow. "I

will tdll you nothing!" Derian said. "Thisissometrick! Y ou think I'm afool ? Thisis some
American trick to learn what | know. Fool, do you suppose | believe that you can come through
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wallswithout atrick? Thereis asecret door, of course. Y ou have been sent to trick me, and you
will not!"

The Shadow's voice was stern. "Thisisno trick, Colond! | am The Shadow. | defeet dl evil
men. | must know what you are doing here. | will know!"

Suddenly thetall Colond lunged. Histrained muscles hurled him up to hisfeet and acrossthe
room in one powerful leap. He reached the spot where The Shadow stood.

The Shadow was gone.

An amused laugh came from another dark area of the room.

Derian swore and legped again.

The clutching hands of the Soviet Colonel closed on empty air.

The laugh of The Shadow was mocking. "Y ou cannot catch me, Colonel Derian. No one can
catch The Shadow. Y ou will tell me now what | must know. Y our mind is open to me. Y ou fedl
my power.”

Derian swore. But thetall Colond did not lunge again. He knew when it wastime to change

his tactics. He peered into the shadows. He searched the room with his eyes from where he stood
just outsde the circle of light. He rubbed his eyes and peered again. He shook hishead asif it
were suddenly heavy.

The hard voice of The Shadow intoned. "Y our head is heavy, Coloned Derian. Y our eyesare
heavy. Y ou fed your brain growing soft, warm."

Derian rubbed his eyes hard and shook his head. He tried to clear the fog from hisbrain. He



suddenly became aware of the heavy mist that seemed to hang before his eyes, the thick cloud
that filled hismind, the soft delicate fingers of some power that seemed to be touching his brain.
For an ingtant he felt panic--the cloud on hismind had grown thick and heavy, so thick he could
not see theroom! He uttered asingle cry of anger--and then he smiled. The cloud filled hisbrain
and he stopped struggling. He felt peaceful, at rest. At some command he thought he heard he
went and sat down again insgde the circle of light where he had been when The Shadow first
laughed.

The Shadow emerged from the darkness. His black-shrouded shape loomed over the seated
Colondl. Hisfiery eyes burned with the power learned so long ago in the Orient from the great
Master Chen T'aTze.

"Why areyou here, Colond Derian?’

The Colond brushed at hiseyes. "To learn the source of the sabotage of the project.”

"Why here specificaly?"

"Becauseit wasthe fuel control that failed on the last shot," Derian said promptly now.

"Y ou knew that?' The Shadow demanded. "But the NASA people only learned that today!"
"Of course | knew. Our scientists found the cause aweek ago,” the Colonel snapped with a
spark of hisunclouded persondlity.

The Shadow's eyes burned as he stared at the Colond. Then they suddenly flashed! There was
the key! What he had missed! VVadov had spoken of "sabotage” and "the project”! He had
assumed that Vadov meant the NASA Project, Project Full Moon. But Vadov had not! Vadov
had meant a Soviet project!

"Y our Government has a special project to reach the Moon very soon?' The Shadow
demanded.

"Yes. Any day wewill befirst on the Moon. Our Project Far-Space is ready. We would have
been on the Moon weeks ago but for thefailures.”

"Y ou have had many falures?'
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"Five. All sabotage. Thereisno doubt.”

"And you suspect thefuel control?"

"Of course. It isthe heart of the project. It wasthe new fud control that made the accelerated
project possible. We al wondered.”

"Wondered?' The Shadow snapped quickly.

Derian laughed. The cloud that held hismind in the power of The Shadow did not change his
personality or hisfreedom of expression. The power only madeit impossible for him to not
answer the questions of The Shadow, indeed it made him want to answer. But hismind was il
hisown mind if no longer in hisfull control. The Colond laughed sarcadtically.

"I knew nothing of the project until they caled mein after the fourth sabotage act,” the

Colond said. "Theingant | camein | smelled something wrong. The new fud control was
supposedly developed in a secret rocket lab of oursinthe Urals. It was the work of an ex-
German scientist we had, ah, borrowed shdl we say, after we defeated the Nazis. This German
had a good record as a scienti<, yes, but not good enough to have made the brilliant theoretical
legp that was at the heart of the new fuel control! | saw at once that many of our rocket experts
had doubts about this, too. | made some discreet investigations.” The Colond smiled up a The
Shadow asif they were old comradesin arms. "We have our methods, you understand. Well, it
did not take melong to learn that the United States also had a special Moon project!”

Derian snorted bitterly. "1t was smpleto learn that the United States project was dmost
exactly at the same stage as ours, that it too had been held up by sabotage, and that our specia
fuel cell was not very specid but was similar to the one made by Federal Cyberneticsin this
country! Y ou canimaginethat | had that ex-German in for asmdl talk. Unfortunately, he died



before he could tell me how he had happened to develop acell so much like an American cdll. At
the sametime | conducted a complete investigation into the sabotage. | had no luck--and then
the last failure came and we traced it ingtantly to aminor changein the functioning of the fuel
control. At this point it became clear to me, by studies | had made, that our fuel control was not
amilar, it was identical to the United States control. At that point | cameto this country to see
just exactly what was going on. | traced the control to Federal Cybernetics, and activated Vadov
to help melearn what was happening.”

The Shadow nodded grimly now. "And you learned what | have learned--that Federal, or
someone at Federd, is conducting some extra but pardld work, that more materia comesinto
the Main Laboratory than should, and that only haf the results are sent to NASA Utah Base! That
someone is sabotaging both projectd™

"Yes" Derian said. "But who? And why? Somehow, for some reason, Federd's fuel control

was given to ust Why? Who in Federa gave ustheidentical fuel control, why did they giveit to
us and the United States, and why then sabotage both projects!”

The Shadow's piercing eyes burned into the tall Colond of Secret Police. "Did you or your
peoplekill Mgor Oates?'

"No," Derian said.

The Shadow nodded. He concentrated his powersto release Derian from the cloud on his

mind. Heleft Derian with full memory of al that had been said, of dl the questions. Then he

rel eased the Colond--an unclouded mind thought better, and The Shadow now knew that he and
Colonel Derian were working on the same side no matter how much he might detest the snake-
like Soviet officer. Derian shook his head, blinked, and looked up at The Shadow as hismind
cleared and returned to his own control. Derian stared at The Shadow for along minutein
dlence
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"So, we are on the same mission after dl," the Colond said quietly. "With certain

differences.”

The Shadow's eyes glowed. " At the moment, Colonel Derian, we are on the same errand. And
we have the same questions. Who at Federal Cybernetics gave both countries the same fuel
control, and why?'

Derian thought where he sat on the concrete floor. " If it were some sympathizer with our

cause, the Communist cause, then why giveit to both? No, that would make no sense.”

"The same for the United States,” The Shadow said.

"So it cannot be patriotism,” Derian said. "More, if one person in the company gave the cell to
the United States, and a different person gave it to the Sovit, then it would be very unlikely that
both projects would be sabotaged!”

"True," The Shadow agreed. "If, say, the company was loyd to the United States, but one

man wanted the Soviet to have the cdll, that man would sabotage only the American project.”
"Or the company, learning of the defection of its control to us, would then sabotage only our
effort!" Derian said. "But who would sabotage both projectst And why? That iswhat | cannot
understand!”

The Shadow's eyes blazed up as his mind concentrated on the seemingly impossible problem.

It was not |ogical--there was the crux. It made no sense asit stood now. Something was missing;
some key that would explain the contradictory facts. He could tell by Colonel Derian'sface that
the Russian could understand it no better than he could. And there was till the problem of who?
With the Soviet ruled out, only the company wasleft. But why would Bryan sabotage his own
efforts?

"What," The Shadow said quietly, "if there is more than one man or group? What if we have
two groups working at cross purposes?’



Derian's cold eyes watched The Shadow. "It ispossible, yes. | have thought of that. ThisDr.
Max Ernet, there is something suspicious about him. Then thereisthat woman, Freda Tdent.
ThenthereisBryan himsdlf."

The Shadow nodded. He did not tell Derian that at least he was sure that Freda Taent was not
involved since she had smply let Margo assume her place, but the other two possbilitieswere
very red. Was Max Ernest working against his own boss and company? Was Bryan? It was
possible on both counts, and yet--the same problem was till there: why? What did either man
have to gain? And why give the control, and then sabotage the projects?

"Time!" The Shadow said.

"What?' Derian said.

The eyes of The Shadow burned. "They gained time! They delayed the projects. But for

what? Why do they need adday?'

Derian was about to answer when The Shadow suddenly raised his hand. Thefire-opd girasol
glowed red in the silent room. The Shadow had heard the gpproach of men, many men. They
were coming for Derian. The Shadow thought of his course of action, but he had no choice--he
did not yet know enough to reved himself or stop the remova of Derian.

"| cannot interfere yet, Colond, you understand?”

Derian nodded. "Of course. One of us must remain at large. | shall attempt to escape and
rejoin you. But the sabotage must be stopped--for both our sides.”

The Shadow nodded and faded into the dark areas of the room. Moments | ater the door
opened and Genera Rogers came in with three of the security guards of Federal. Rogers nodded
to Derian, and the guards stepped forward and hoisted the Colond to hisfest.
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"A little strong arm work, Generd?* Derian said with athin smile.

"We don't work that way, Derian," Rogers snapped. "We are turning you over to the State
Police, they will hand you to the FBI. What the FBI doeswith you | don't care.”

"Very commendable, Generd, no onewill accuse you of arocities, eh?' And Derian laughed
asthe guards took him out and marched him aong the corridor toward the stairs up.

Behind the guards and Rogers, ablack shapeloomed in the dim corridor and floated sillently
after them.
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IN THE LATE afternoon Idaho sun the security guards marched Colond Derian across the open
ground in front of the plant to a State Police car that waited just insde the open gate. Three
troopers stepped out, took the prisoner inside the car, and one of them signed for the prisoner in
full view of Bryan, Max Ernest and Professor Farina, not to mention many of theworkers at the
plant.

In the shadow of abush set againgt the facade of the plant building. The Shadow watched. He
saw J. Wedey Bryan and Farinalooking around. Even at the distance he could read their lips
clearly--they were wondering where Lamont Cranston was. But there was not time now for The
Shadow to resume his dter-ego and il follow the State Police car.

The Shadow had to follow the state police--there was something very wrong about the police
car.

The Shadow could not place what waswrong. In itsaf that puzzled the hidden Avenger--his



powers and instant recal should have made him know what was wrong if something waswrong.
The only explanation was that there had been something that he had seen in aflash and that was
gonetoo quickly for even The Shadow to have it permanently impinged on hismemory. It was
not the car itsdlf, that was a completely authentic State Police car. It was not the uniforms or the
manner of the three troopers who had hustled the Colonel into the car the instant he arrived, and
climbed in themselves. Their actions and manner had been exactly as The Shadow would have
expected.

But it was something that The Shadow had seen in asplit second and then lost. The Avenger
knew the powers of hismind, and if he had felt that something was not right, then he would
follow the State Police car. And he had not an ingtant to waste. Already Rogers was leaning in to
say somefina wordsto the state troopers. The Shadow bent quickly over the smdll radio-ring on
hisleft hand.

"Stanley, are you here?' The Shadow intoned in alow voice.

Instantly the soft voice of the chauffeur-bodyguard-agent answered. "Here, Chief. | followed
your ingtructions and am now within sight of the plant in the hired car. | can see the State Police
ca.”

"Good, Stanley. Proceed on plan Oneto a point three hundred yards to the right of the gate on
theroad. Thereisalarge boulder there that comesto the road.”

"Roger," Stanley said.

Theradio ring on the left hand of The Shadow went silent. The Avenger watched the State
Police car move off dowly to the gate. He turned, and, crouched low, made hisway to the right
in the shelter of the bushes aong the wall of the plant. At the corner there was ahundred feet of
open parking area before the beginning of aline of treesthat bordered the high fence. The
Avenger |ooked back and saw that everyone was watching the police car asit went out the gate
and turned right toward Lewiston. With the speed of a shifting shadow he bounded acrossthe
open area and vanished into the rows of trees. No one saw the sudden black shape, and moments
later he was over the high fence and at the boulder beside the highway.

The State Police car came past aready driving fast.
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Moments later, the police car barely out of sight around the first curve of the twisting

highway, asmall green car appeared from the same direction also driving fast. Asit neared the
boulder it dowed and the door on the right swung open. In asingle bound The Shadow wasin
the car, the door was closed, and the car raced on after the State Police car.

"Fagter, Stanley!" The Shadow commanded.

Stanley pressed down on the accelerator and guided the green car expertly around the tortuous
curves of the highway that wound through the mountains and the deep pine forest. The
chauffeur-agent of The Shadow was an expert driver, and the smal green car clung to the curves
likearacing car.

"They're going awfully fast for atrooper car,” Stanley said.

"Yes, Stanley,” The Shadow said.

"Therethey arel” Stanley said asthe police car came in sight ahead on ashort straightaway.
"Drop back and do not let them guess we are after them," The Shadow commanded.

Stanley eased the green car back and drove so as to have an occasiona glimpse of the police
car ahead asit vanished around the curves. In his seat The Shadow opened amap. It was amap
of thearea Thefiery eyes of the Avenger studied the open map closdly.

"Thereisno crossroad for ten miles, Stanley," The Shadow said, hisvoice quiet and efficient
now. "Thereisonly one mgor crossroad between here and Lewiston. Whereis Margo?”
"Probably on her way from Lewiston with Harry Vincent, Chief,” Stanley said. "Harry

reported in that he found no private flights out of Salt Lake City, but he did locate the trail of the



staff car. It was sighted on the road up toward Idaho. Harry lost the trail. When he reported in,
Margo told him to meet her in Lewiston like you ordered.”

"Good," The Shadow said.

The Avenger bent over hisring. In the glow of twilight and fading sun the black-garbed figure
looked like some great ancient symbol of justice where he sat in the green car. His eyes burned
intensaly as he spokeinto hisring radio.

"Comein, Margo!"

There was a sillence, and then the cam voice of The Shadow's number one agent. "Margo
here, Chief."

"Where are you?' The Shadow demanded.

"On the road from Lewiston with Harry Vincent," the voice of the beautiful woman said.

The Shadow studied his map. Hislong finger with the glowing red fire-opa girasol on it

traced aback road. "Margo, have you passed the smal hamlet of Broken Cliff yet?

"No, Chief."

"When you reach the village you will see amountain dirt road. Take thisroad and drive as

fast as possible on it to where it intersects the highway south. Report to me when you reach that
point."

"Yes, Chief," Margo said quietly, and the radio went slent.

The Shadow sat back and his eyes glowed as he rode in the grim and silent chase. Stanley
guided the small green car in asteady chase of the police car ahead that appeared and vanished
and appeared again asthe two cars drove asfast asthey could on the winding highway. The
chase continued for the ten tortuous miles. Then there was along straightaway before the
Lewiston highway intersected the highway toward the south.

"Fall-back!" The Shadow commanded.

Stanley dowed and |et the police car draw away. The Shadow watched intently. If his
suspicions were correct, the police car would not go straight on to Lewiston. He watched, his
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fiery eyes concentrating on the distant police car that moved through the rapidly fading mountain
twilight. Then he suddenly leaned forward like ahawk about to pounce down from the sky.
The police car dowed--and turned onto the highway that led to the south!

"Go past, Stanley," The Shadow commanded.

Stanley drove the green car past the intersection. Not fifty yards up the highway to the south
the police car was parked! The Shadow smiled grimly asthe green car drove past at full speed
and was soon out of sight of the police car. They had, as he had expected they would, stopped to
be sure that the green car was not following them. Now, with the green car speeding past without
ahint of dackening its pace, they would not be suspicious.

"Stop now, Stanley."

Stanley brought the green car to aslent hdlt.

"Turn back carefully and follow them aong the south highway but out of Sght.”

Stanley turned back and drove to the crossroad again. The police car was gone.

"Now fast!" The Shadow commanded.

Stanley nodded, and the green car legped forward and raced along the southern road. The
twilight grew ever more purple as Stanley and The Shadow raced on in pursuit. Some ten more
minutes passed as The Shadow studied his map with growing concern. Then hisring radio
suddenly spoke.

"We are at the highway now, Chief," the voice of Margo said.

"Good!" The Shadow responded. "In about ten minutes a State Police car will come toward
you, probably going very fast, with four meninit. Block its path and captureit if possble. Be
careful, they arewdl-armed. Y ou will probably need your weagpons. Y ou will find Colondl



Derianin the car, Margo. He ison our side. Whatever you do, do not let them pass!”

"Yes, Chief," Margo sad.

The radio became silent again. The Shadow peered ahead. The chase went on. Then,

suddenly, Stanley spoke. "Therethey arel™

The State Police car was driving fast. Asthe green car with The Shadow in it cameinto sight,
the police car suddenly began to drive even faster!

"They've spotted us now," Stanley said.

"Catch them!" The Shadow commanded.

Stanley pushed the accelerator to the floor and the green car tore ahead on the winding
highway. It swayed and dewed as Stanley fought it around the curves. But they could not gain
on the police car. Thetroopers drove aswildly and expertly as Stanley, and the police car held its
lead. The Shadow's fiery eyes were grim as he watched the chase. Minutes passed and till they
did not gain.

"I wish | had our car, Chief* Stanley said. "Wed catch them then.”

"Keep trying, Stanley, but do not lose them in any event!" The Shadow ordered.

Stanley nodded and pushed the small green car asfast asit could go. Slowly, on the curves,
they began to gain. But so dowly that it was hardly noticeable. Then both cars entered along
straight stretch with a deep ravine on the left of the highway. The police car began to pull away!
Onthe straight road it was faster than the green car. Stanley hung on. The police car went around
acurve, svaying wide above the yawning abyss of the mountain ravinein the fading twilight.
The green car of The Shadow followed around the curve. Stanley gasped aloud.

"Chief!"

The sight that met the eyes of The Shadow seemed for asplit second like afrozen tableau.

The police car hurtled down the road. The ravine yawned dark to the left. The light of day was
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fading in a purple mountain haze. And directly ahead of the police car asit hurtled forward was
another car! Two people, aman and awoman, sood beside the third car with gunsin their hands.
Perhapsit was the degpening twilight. Or just the speed of the police car. But it was obvious
that the driver of the police car, perhaps watching The Shadow's car behind him, did not seethe
third car or the armed man and woman until he was amost on it. Perhaps the driver of the police
car smply migudged his ability asadriver. Whatever the case, the police car, hurtling like a
bullet along the narrow highway, sped straight at the third car that blocked the road, and did not
turn until the last minute. It then turned afraction and tried to drive past between the ravine and
the blocking car. It did not makeit.

The police car struck the front fender of the blocking car, dewed for abreathlessinstant, and
went far out into the empty space above the yawning chasm of the ravine.

Faint above theroar of his own motor The Shadow heard the despairing screams of the men
inthe police car asit fdll through the purple twilight into the dark night of the bottom of the

rocky ravine. There was arending, tearing, horrible crash.

Thenslence.

A small explosion and aburst of flame at the bottom of the ravine.

Stanley brought the green car to ahalt in front of the third car where Margo and Harry

Vincent stood looking down into the ravine at the licking flames from the crushed police car.

Where the smashed. police car lay at the bottom of the ravine there was no sound but the faint
noise of flameslicking at meta. Small tendrils of fire crept from the car out into the brush of the
rocky chasm. The car had hit, bounced twice, and cometo rest leaning at atortured angle against
agiant boulder. Nothing moved in the glare of the fiery flames that burned the smashed and
twisted metal. An arm hung out the front window. A body lay fifty feet away smashed againgt a



boulder. Here, at the bottom of the deep abyss, there was only death and darkness and the licking
flamesthat crackled with the intense hest.

Thenthenight itself moved.

A looming shadow passed across the lighter sky far above where the road was on the
mountaingde.

The Shadow stood beside the wreck.

He glided to the body that had been flung out. It was one of the troopers and he was dead. The
Shadow returned to the flaming car. His powers resistant to the hesat, he peered into the crushed
interior. The trooper with hisarm out was dead. The Shadow looked into the rear seat and saw
Colonel Derian. The Russian had died the violent death he must have known would cometo him
someday--but Derian could never have guessed that he would diein acar crash on alondy
highway in Idaho!

The Shadow's eyes suddenly glowed--the fourth man was not in the car.

The black-garbed Avenger began to search. His night vision gave him aclear view of the
bottom of the ravine. He found the fourth man within minutes. The man, atrooper, had been
flung out of the car at thefirst crash and lay fifty feet up the Sde of the rocky hollow. The
Shadow floated swiftly to him. He bent over--The man was not dead! Dying, but not yet dead.
The man moved hislipsweskly, hiseydidsfluttered in pain.

The Shadow bent low, forcing his powers deep into the dying brain. The man moaned softly,
squirmed as the cloud rolled into his bare consciousness. The Shadow had no choice. He must
know who these troopers had redlly been.
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Because he knew now what he had seen in abrief flash at the plant of Federal Cyberneticsas
the troopers took Derian away--it had been the face of this man on the ground!

A brief, split-second sight of the face of thisman. A face his memory had known--the face of
the phony Colonel described by Harry Vincent! Thiswas one of the men who had been outside
the Utah Base when the Moon rocket had failed! One of the men who had killed Mgor Oatesin
the grounds of the Soviet mansion!

That iswhat he had seen that had made him sense that something was not right about the
supposed State Troopers! They were not troopers.

"Who are you?" The Shadow said as he bent low over the dying man.

"Who do you work for? What is your misson?' The Shadow demanded.

The dying man groaned.

"I command you to tell mewho you arel”

The dying man's eyes suddenly opened. Flat eyes, near death and clouded by the powers of
The Shadow, but the disciplined eyes of aman who obeyed commands, and who had now been
commanded. Hislips moved, his body seemed to try to moveto attention.

"Group...Group..... " theman tried to force out, tried again. " . . . Group Leader . . . Ten
...Leader Ten... CYPHER Command Base. . . Idaho. . . .. "

And the man was dead.

The Shadow stared down in the night. Hisfiery eyesblazed up in anger.

CYPHER!

Agan CYPHER! !

The eyes of The Shadow flashed in the dark of the ravine where the flickering flames of the
burning wreck played across his hawk-like features. He stared down at the dead man. CY PHER!
Then it had al been the evil organization that offered its services of deeth and destruction and
violence to anyone who paid it. He should have guessed. The skill and efficiency of the actions,
the coldly deadly performance. It was dl clear now.

CYPHER.



Once more The Shadow was faced with the ruthless band of renegades from a hundred

Armies, the bitter militants of ahundred countries, West and East, Communist and Capitdist,
who had turned against every country; the secret Army that believed in only force and power,
and sold its services to any bidder! Once moreit was CY PHER the black Avenger must stop, and
he turned now and vanished again into the night.

Behind him the four dead men lay slent, the flameslicked at broken meta and flickeredin

the empty ravine,

Ahead of him there was CY PHER--and whoever had hired the evil organization.

Because CYPHER never worked for itsdf. Behind CY PHER there was someone who had hired
theevil Army.

The eyes of The Shadow burned as he thought of whoever had hired CY PHER thistime. Ashe
moved dowly back up the side of the ravine he thought about the guards at the Federa
Cybernetics plant--CY PHER men, of course. But who had hired them, and who knew that they
were CYPHER?Who.. . . "Chigf! 1"

The voice dashed through the night. Margo's voice. From the ring radio on The Shadow's

hand.

"ItsCYPHER! They..."

Slence.
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The Shadow listened, but there was nothing more. Up on the road where the last light of
twilight was till visible there were sounds, the sound of many feet.
The Shadow began to climb swiftly up the Side of the steep ravine toward the last light above.

74

13

SOME MINUTES eexlier, at the exact moment when, down in the ravine, The Shadow had
discovered one CY PHER man dive, Margo and Harry Vincent checked the damage to their hired
car from where the police car had side-swiped it. The entire | eft front fender was crushed in.

"I don't think we can moveit, Margo," Harry Vincent said.

"No," Margo said.

They were both down intently studying the damage. Stanley stood looking down into the dark
ravine. Far below, the flames of the burning car flickered in the yawning maw of blackness.
Stanley peered down to see what happened below where he knew The Shadow was inspecting
the wreck.

None of them heard the soft footsteps that stepped closein the mountain twilight.

"Just freeze," ahard voice said.

Stanley whirled. His hand snaked toward the automatic ingde his uniform jacket. He saw the
men who stood in asemi-circle on theroad dl around himself, Margo and Harry Vincent.
Stanley moved his hand away from his gun. All ten of the men were armed with Czech-made
sub-machineguns. The leader who had spoken nodded.

"That'sasmart boy," hishard voice said lazily.

Margo and Harry Vincent stood up dowly from where they had been crouched. The cold eyes
of the leader of the men flicked toward Margo and Harry.

"Becool now," theman said.

Margo looked at the leader. She recognized the black uniform with the white circle of CY PHER



on the breast, and the mark of the rank of a CY PHER Group Sub-L eader. She also recognized the
inggniaof the United States Specia Forces on hisblack uniform, and the ribbons of the Silver
Star, Bronze Star and Purple Heart with two oak |leaves. The other nine men could have been a
cross section of the United Nation--all in the black uniform with the white circle of CY PHER, and
al with theinggniaof the Armiesof their own deserted countries.

"Everybody keep their cool and welll al get dong,” the Group Sub-Leader said. His cold eyes
flickered again. "Wherée's the other one? Cranston?”

Stanley, Margo and Harry were silent.

"Check the cars," the Sub-L eader said without looking at his men.

Two black-uniformed soldiers checked each car. They al shook their heads. The Sub-Leader
considered Harry, Margo and Stanley.

"Was hewith you? My orders say get Cranston.”

"Hewasn't with us" Margo said.

"Whereishe?' the Sub-L eader asked.

Margo shrugged, spread her hands out in front of her. "I don't know."

Margo passed her left hand closeto her face. The smal ring radio was directly before her lips.
"Chief! ItsCYPHER! They ...... "

The Sub-Leader jerked hishead. A black-uniformed soldier stepped to Margo and hit her in

the face. She went down and out. The Sub-Leader watched Stanley and Harry Vincent. Both men
stood helpless. The Sub-L eader nodded.
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"Cool, man, cool, that'sthe way to play," the Sub-Leader said lazily. "Okay, she got out a
warning. Probably that Cranston is somewhere around. Numbers Eight, Nine and Ten stay here.
Take cover and seeif anyone comes.”

The three soldiers named dipped out of sight in the night that was not dark. The rest marched
Margo, Stanley and Harry Vincent dong theroad. A quarter of amile away atruck waited. The
CYPHER soldiers herded Margo, Stanley and Harry into the back, and four climbed in with them.
The other three got into the cab. The truck drove away on the highway toward the south.

The night became silent again. Thetwo cars sat in theroad.

Wherethey hid in the dark the three CY PHER soldiers were dert, their sub-machineguns ready,
their eyes watching the two abandoned cars and the road.

They never saw thefiery eyesthat suddenly watched them from the edge of the deep ravine.

The Shadow saw them clearly in the dark. The Avenger studied them and their positionsfor a
long minute. Then hisburning eyes vanished.

Themen of CYPHER saw and heard nothing.

Thefirst one suddenly fdt fingers of stedl on histhroat. He opened hismouth to yell, the

fingers squeezed a point on his neck, and the soldier dumped unconscious.

The second CY PHER soldier was more dert. He heard nothing, not a sound nor amovement in
the dark night around him where he watched the deserted road. But he sensed something, he was
dert and wary, checking dl around him frequently and irregularly. Thelast time he turned to be
sure no one wasto hisright, he stared straight into two burning eyes. He gave a short cry before
the fingers closed on histhroat and he dumped unconscious.

The third one heard the cry, whirled with his sub-machinegun pointed straight at where The
Shadow loomed in the dark like ashape of the night itself. Two shotsrang out. Thethird CY PHER
man was hurled backwards and sprawled dead on the ground. The Shadow emerged from the
dark with his automaticsin both hands. He looked down at the dead man who had been hit by
both shots straight in the heart. Then he turned and glided silently back to the second CY PHER
Man.

Hiseyesblazing like points of firein the night, the dark Avenger concentrated his powerson



the falen man. He sent the cloud of power to cloud the mind of the black-uniformed soldier in
the army of violence-for-hire. The soldier stirred where he lay on the ground. The Shadow's
powers reached in like long fingers and took hold of the man's mind. The man came awake. His
eyes opened. He looked up at the great, looming black shape of The Shadow. His eyes showed
fear. First fear and then anger. And after the anger the man shook his head, looked around, and
then smiled a The Shadow.

"Y ou have captured Crangton," The Shadow said. "Where will you take him?"

"Contract headquarters,” the soldier said promptly, the white circle of CY PHER clear on his
breast even in the dark night.

"Y ou have aprime contract?' The Shadow asked.

"Y es, Class One Contract, full security and protection, Battalion strength,” the man answered
crisply.

"With whom isthe contract?'

The soldier stiffened, then relaxed, but shook hishead. "Negative, Sir. Such information is not
inmy class"

The eyes of The Shadow were grim, but not surprised. He had been sure that this CY PHER
soldier would, as usud, know no more than hisimmediate job. However, the man'simmediate

76

job might be enough for the purpose of the Avenger. "Where did they take the others? Contract
headquarters?"

"y es"

"Can you take me to Contact Headquarters? | am under orders from Sub-Commandant Nine,"
The Shadow said, the powers of his mind forcing the mind of the CY PHER soldier to accept his
statement and instantly respond. Once the CY PHER man had accepted the truth of the statement
within hismind, the responses then became automatic.

"Yesdr! | cantakeyouto thefirst gate. | am not programmed beyond the first gate. A Sub-
Group Leader will take you to the second gate."

"Very good,” The Shadow said. "I commend your discipline. | have my own transport. You

will drive

"Yesgr! I"

"Now!" The Shadow snapped.

The CYPHER soldier jumped up asif he had been whipped. He stood at attention until The
Shadow ordered him to the undamaged green car. While the CY PHER man went to the car, The
Shadow bent over the other CY PHER soldier who was il dive and concentrated his powerson
the man. The man's unconscious mind lay open for the instructions of The Shadow. The Avenger
slently impressed his orders on the falen man's brain: the man would remain adeep for three
hours, when he awoke he would remember nothing; he would remain here asif nothing had
happened until someone ordered him away. The Shadow studied the man for amoment, and then
turned and glided swiftly through the night to the green car. He got in beside the CY PHER soldier
who waited behind the whed.

"Proceed!" the Avenger snapped.

The CYPHER man started the car and drove it off in the night toward the south--away from the
direction of the Federal Cybernetics plant! The Shadow's eyes narrowed. Had he been wrong?
Wasthe staff of Federd innocent in the entire affair? Then who was behind it al? Who could
afford the price of CY PHER to protect him, and for what? It was undoubtedly CY PHER who had
performed the sabotage and the killings, and CY PHER came & a very high price. What was
important enough?

"Faster!" The Shadow commanded.

"Srl"



The green car jumped ahead in the night. The CY PHER man was agood driver and the smal
car raced around the mountain curvesitslights probing the darknesslike long feders. The
highway led south and east and dowly deeper into the high mountains. It was a deserted road,
few cars came from the other direction. Suddenly the CY PHER man drove around along sweeping
curve and turned sharply off theroad to the left. The green car plunged into anarrow dirt road.
The driver was forced to dow down as the narrow side road was rough and rutted. It climbed
upward at a steep angle through the dark forest that covered the mountainsides.

"We are near contract headquarters?' The Shadow asked.

"Yesdr. Gate Oneisnot far.”

The Shadow sat dert. If he knew the methods of CY PHER, and he did only too well, there
would betight and efficient security methods employed around the first gate. They would have
the gpproaches under surveillance without adoubt. The Avenger hissed to his CY PHER driver.
"Stop before we are in sight of the gate!™

The man blinked, hesitated asif hismind wasin a battle between the suspicion such an order
gave him and the power of the Shadow that controlled him. Finally he nodded.
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"Yesgr!"

Momentslater the green car cameto a hdt. The Shadow looked around. There was nothing in
sght but the thick forest of trees, the steep mountainsides, and the empty road that went around a
sharp curve ahead.

"Firg gateisjust around the curve, sir!" the CY PHER man said.

"Remain herel” The Shadow commanded.

"Srl”

The Shadow dipped from the green car and plunged into the dark forest of trees. In the gloom
he climbed rapidly upward toward afaint line of lighter black that showed where the top of the
mountain was. He reached the top and stood among the trees looking out. What he saw was a
vast yet narrow valley set deep among the mountains. All around the crest he stood on, which he
now saw was only the crest of alow ridge, were the towering bare peaks of the great mountain
range. Sweeping vdleysloomed in the dark. With his night sight he could see the mountainsand
the valeys as clear as other men could seethemin the day. At first, even with hisnight sight,
thiswasdl the Shadow saw.

Then he saw what he had been looking for since the moment he had begun hisinvestigation

of the sabotage.

It stood in adeep and narrow side valey off the main valley between the mountains peaks. A
narrow side valley hidden from all sdes. It was heavily camouflaged. There wasamovesble
roof, now pulled back, but that could be extended in the day. There were camouflaged buildings
st into the base of the mountain around it. Even The Shadow had difficulty seeing it, and in the
day, camouflaged, it would have been amost totally hidden unless someone were specifically
looking for it.

It was a giant rocket!

The largest rocket The Shadow had ever seen.

It stood on itslaunching pad, its gantry attached. And at itstip that towered so high above the
ground was an unmistakabl e space capsule! !

A space capsule of the type intended to land somewhere and not smply orbit! ! !

The Shadow had found the reason behind it al. Someone was launching a private rocket! !
Someone who did not want the United States or The Soviet Union to reach the Moon!

A secret Moon shot! ! !

The Shadow'sfiery eyes blazed in the dark. Now it was all clear. The Avenger stared out
acrossthevalley to the tall rocket. It was adesign he had never seen--bigger and heavier. A



powerful space vehicle. And dready the fuel tanks were vaporizing in smal clouds at the base.
The rocket was ready to launch! The Shadow could see that much, his scientific knowledge
confirmed it, but he could not be sure of exactly how soon it would go. But it would be soon, and
there was no time to waste.

Heturned in the night and glided swiftly back down the ridge to the waiting green car. He
climbed into the car and his mind was made up. There was not time to make his own way
through the CY PHER defenses and find away to stop the rocket and bring the guilty to justice.
There was no time to find Margo, Stanley and Harry and free them on his own. He ordered the
CYPHER soldier.

"Y ou have captured Lamont Cranston. There was afight and one man is dead. But you
captured Cranston and have brought him to contract headquarters asinstructed. Y ou will
remember nothing ese. Wewill driveto the first gate and when you arrive you will bein
command of yourself, you will tell them about Cranston, and you will forget everything dse"
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The CYPHER soldier nodded and started the green car. It drove dowly around the curve and for
another quarter of amile. There the road ended in adead end at the base of ahigh cliff. The
driver blew his horn. From all around lights blazed on. The black uniforms of CY PHER emerged
from theforest and hillsal around the car. The seemingly solid wall opened and atall maninthe
black uniform of a CY PHER Group Sub-Leader stepped out. It was the same man who had
captured Margo, Stanley and Harry. The Sub-L eader walked warily to the green car. He peered
in. Then he smiled at the figure he saw sitting besde the CY PHER Soldier.

Lamont Cranston sat where The Shadow had been moments beforel

The wedlthy socidite had his hands bound with athin cord of the type carried by every

CYPHER soldier. He glared in akind of fear at the Sub-Leader who looked in the car window at
him. The Sub-Leader nodded to the CY PHER soldier. His automatics were in the pockets of the
CYPHER man.

"Good work," the Sub-L eader said. "He came easy?"

"No," the soldier said. "Therewas afight. Number nineisdead. Eight isunconscious back on
theroad. But | got him."

"You suredid,” the Sub-Leader drawled. His cold eyeslooked at Cranston. "Y ou were

careless, Mr. Cranston. After your lady friend warned you and all. Very careless.”

Crangton feigned ignorance and anger. "What the devil isdl this? Who are you people?’

The Sub-Leader turned away. "Saveit adl, Cranston. Y ou think were amateurs? Y ou think I'm
not briefed on you?Y ou know who we are, and you know what it'sall about. Now you just Sit
back and be calm because you're going to join your friends!”

The Sub-L eader made a gesture. Two more CY PHER soldiers piled into the rear of the green
car and the car drove off through the gap in the seemingly solid cliff wall. They entered adark
tunnel, and then emerged on the far side on aroad that was no more than a narrow track that
wound down the mountainsgde into the small valey. They drove acrossthe valley floor and were
stopped twice by carefully hidden guard-posts--gates two and three! At gate two the driver who
had brought Cranston, and the other two soldiers from gate one were replaced by new CYPHER
men. Asthe soldier had told Cranston, he was not cleared to go beyond thefirst gate. Cranston
could not help admiring the efficient security of CY PHER!

At last the green car was driven up to one of the four low, camouflaged buildings that blended
into the cliff face. The great rocket towered less than ahaf a mile away down the narrow and
hidden canyon. Even as Cranston watched, men worked feverishly around the towering space
vehicle. There was no way of telling how soon the rocket would blast-off, but it was clear that it
would not be long. Cranston knew that there was little time to stop what was happening as the
CY PHER guards marched him into the building. Inside the building he was pushed dong adim



corridor until he knew that he was deep inside the mountain itself. He wasturned into aside
corridor. A door was opened. Cranston was flung inside where he sprawled on the stonefloor in
the complete and silent darkness.

The door clanged shut.

Slence.

Cranston sat up Sowly. He rubbed his eyes and peered into the black asif he could see
nothing--an act in case anyone of CY PHER were watching, which he was sure they were. He
pretended to be able to see nothing. But he saw everything clearly.

He saw Margo, Stanley and Harry Vincent seated againgt the wall in the dark. Cranston sat
up. Margo, her eyes accustomed to the dark, saw him now.

"Lamont! How .. ."
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Crangton's eyeswarned her to silence. "Y es, Margo, I'm afraid they outwitted me. I'm sorry. It
looks likewere dl in the same boat now. Did you see the rocket? It is amost ready to count-
down from the look of it. We haveto find out just what it is, what they plan to do with it! There
islitletime

The words were innocent enough, but Margo and the others understood what Cranston, or

The Shadow, wastdlling them--that he had alowed himself to be captured so that he could get
to therocket and the people behind it asfast as possible. Margo took up the cue quickly.

"But how, Lamont? We are hel pless here!™

Crangton feigned despair. "We haveto find away out! We must learn what is going on!™

There was a sudden low laugh that came from nowhere. A voice that spoke from the stone
walls of the cell. Cranston's eyes flashed for an ingtant. He had been right, of course, they were
under secret scrutiny from some hidden point in the walls. The voice spoke hard and yet muffled.
"Y ou will never know, Crangton. Bring them out!™

The door suddenly opened again and five guards entered. They made no sound. They herded
Crangton, Margo, Stanley and Harry Vincent out at gunpoint into the dim corridor again. They
marched the four agents along many dim corridors deep ins de the mountain. The march seemed
to go on for along time. Until at last they were pushed out into a gigantic room carved out of a
natura cave ingde the mountain.

Theroom waslighted as bright as day. Thefour blinked in thelight.

Onlong rows of chairsthey saw what looked like an entire CY PHER battaion. Hundreds of
men in black uniformswith the white circle of CY PHER on their breasts. Every one of themenin
black was turned to look at them.

Oneman in thegrey tunic and dim blue trousers of a CY PHER Generd Staff L eader stepped
toward Cranston and the others. The gold circle of CYPHER glistened on his breast. He wore the
inggniaof aSection Director, and the old inggniaof a Generd inthe Brazilian Army. Heheld a
long, officid paper, and hisfinger pointed straight a Cranston.

"Turn! Face the court!"

Cranston and the other turned and looked at the other side of the bright room.

Five men in the grey tunic and blue trousers of CY PHER'S High Command sat on arow of
raised throndike chairs. Their cold faces stared at the four prisoners. The Section Director who
had commanded them to turn spoke once more.

"Court-Martid isin sesson!”

8
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FOUR CHAIRS were brought. Cranston and the others were seated. A CY PHER Group-L eader
stood

behind each of them. The mass of CY PHER soldiers buzzed behind them. Two meninthe
uniforms of Area L eaders, the highest non-Staff rank in CYPHER, sat a small tableswith
stenotype machines to record the proceedings. Cranston watched it al from behind his hooded
eyes--it wasafull-fledged and rigidly correct military court-martid. And the five men at the

head of the room were the judges!

Thefive sat on their raised throndlike chairs. Four of the chairswere on alevel afew feet
abovethe floor of the room. The fifth chair wasin the center and raised even higher. On the four
chairsthat flanked the center chair the grim-faced CY PHER Staff Leadersal wore the insignia of
Sub-Commandants. Cranston recognized one of them at once--the big man with the scarred face
of combat and theinggniaof hisformer servicein the United States Specia Forces: Sub-
Commandant Nine! Cranston had faced Sub-Commandant Nine once before when The Shadow
was Henry Arnaud in aroom on an isand near Hong Kong! The others he did not know, but he
knew their past and their present. They were al Sub-Commandants, with their numbers on their
chest and the marks of their old loyalties deserted for the servicein the evil and homeless
organization of CY PHER. There was Sub-Commandant Two, with the badge of the British
Armored Corps. Sub-Commandant Seven, once a Colond of French Paratroopers. And Sub-
Commandant Ten, wearing the marks of a Bulgarian Politicd Commissar. All four stared stonily
at the four prisoners.

In the center, on the highest chair, sat thefifth judge. Cranston watched him closdly, more
closgly than he had ever looked a anyone. Hewas atal man with astrong military bearing. He
wore the grey tunic and blue trousers and gold circle of CYPHER on his breast. He wore no
inggniaof former service. A wide gold stripe ran down the leg of his blue trousers. Gold-lesf
frogged the pesk of his high-crowned military garrison cap designed in the manner of the
German General Staff. And he wore agold mask that covered his entire face! He wore an
inggniathat Cranston had not seen before in his brushes with CY PHER. But the socidite dter-ego
of The Shadow had no doubt who hewas looking at. He knew that he was &t |ast seeing the
leader--The Commandant of CY PHER himsdif!

Behind the gold mask the Commandant spoke. "Begin!”

The section Director who held the long, officid document snapped a command. " Prisoners

risel”

Thefour prisoners were pulled to their feet by the Group Leaders who stood behind their

chairs. The Section Director read from his paper.

"Prisoner Margo Lane charged with spying actions against CY PHER, and against contract
clientsin two known cases. Prisoner Lane has attempted to complicate contract presentations,
and has serioudy impaired efficient discharge of services.”

Margo was pushed back down.

"Prisoner of unknown name, designated as chauffeur in this charge. Charged with actions
detrimental to contract service." Stanley was pushed down.

"Prisoner Harry Vincent charged with anti-client actions, and with actions against CY PHER

itself in two known contracts.
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Harry sat down unaided and sneered at the judges on the high chairs. The Group Leader who
guarded him dapped him hard across the face. Blood trickled from Harry'slip. Harry laughed.
The Group Leader hit him again.

"Enough,” the masked Commandant said quietly. "Proceed with the charge.”



Cranston had listened carefully, and now he listened even more carefully to the voice of the
Commandant. It was muffled and oddly metadlic, and he knew that the Commandant was
spesking through atiny microphone to disguise hisvoice. And yet there was something familiar
to the super-hearing of The Shadow.

"Prisoner Lamont Cranston. Charged with strong un-CY PHER activities. Prisoner Cranston has
been involved in three contracts of CY PHER--two which terminated in unsuccessful campaigng!
The exact nature of Cranston'sinvolvement is not known. But in each case where heinterfered in
client contracts, the contract was aborted! In each case there was also involved aman in black
who remains unidentified. Crangton is charged with being insrumentd in causing failures of two
contracts--and with the death of CY PHER members!”

At this charge the whole room buzzed with anger and horror. All eyesturned to Cranston. On
the raised dais the four Sub-Commandants looked hard at Cranston. Only the masked
Commandant showed no reaction to this obvioudy ultimate charge. The Commandant |eaned
back in histhrone-like chair.

"How do the prisoners plead?

Neither of the four spoke. The Commandant nodded. " Prisoners stand mute. So record it. Is
the prosecuting officer ready to proceed?’

"Yesdr," the Section Director who had read all the charges said.

Cranston laughed.

The Commandant's masked face turned dowly to look at the wedlthy socidite.

"Something amuses you, Mr. Crangton?" the hollow, muffled metdlic voice said.

"Do we have adefense officer?' Cranston said quietly.

"No. Itisnot in the rules of the court. Y ou are not the wealthy and powerful Lamont Cranston
here"

Crangton laughed again. "Rules? What rules?"

"Therulesof CYPHER, Mr. Cranston," the masked Commandant said without a hint of
amusement. The muffled voice was deadly grim. "CY PHER makesits own rules, Mr. Crangton.
CYPHER exists on its own terms, under itsown rules. It isthe only way to run the world. Our
rules are our own, they arerigid. Iron discipline. By our rules anyone who opposes or harms
CYPHER isautomatically acrimina and isso charged.”

"That'sapretty old rule," Cranston said drily. "Anyone who opposes you isun-CY PHER, and
anyonewho isun-CYPHER isacrimind. Very convenient.”

"A very old rule, Mr. Crangton. Y ou might say alaw of life, alaw of nature. The world has
awayslived by it--the greatest crimind isthe man who harms me, opposes me. All we have
doneisadmitit! Wefacefacts, wefacetheworld asitid"

Crangton nodded. "To admit it is something, | suppose. But you are evil, dl evil! Merchants

of violence and death! Sdlersof hate and immorality. Caterersto dl that isevil and filthy in
men! Hucksters of horror!”

The masked Commandant did not move. "We supply only what men want, Mr. Cranston. We
offer asarvice that men will buy! We areredists, Cranston, we know the evil of the world, we
do not makeit! Now, have you finished your speech? Yes? Then it is so recorded, it will be
entered into our record. We will now proceed. Y ou have stood mute. Y ou do not plead to the
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charges. Actudly, it does not matter, of course. Only two charges are of importance. The charge
that you have opposed CY PHER, to which you are dl obvioudy guilty. The charge that you have
interfered with a CY PHER contract, presentation, or client campaign. To which you are dso
clearly guilty by smply being here. Obvioudy asuccessful service agency such as ours cannot
alow fallures of servicesto be on the record unpunished. Our efficiency isour main salling-

point. Tofal isthe only mistake we can make. Y ou have al made usfail in two cases, you are



now involved in athird case. Clearly you are guilty.”

Therewas aslence in the massed ranks of the enormous bright room. The Commandant

looked to hisleft and to hisright at the other four judges.

"Do the Sub-Commandant judges have any further comments?"

"No," Sub-Commandant Nine said.

The other three shook their heads.

"How then do you vote," the Commandant said.

"Guilty! ... "Guilty! " ... "Guilty! " ... "Guilty!"

The Commandant nodded. "A unanimous verdict of guilty will be recorded. Sentence will be
pronounced by mysdlf, Commandant of CY PHER by due vote and appointment of the Generd
Saff.

There was a complete silence. The two Area L eaders worked their stenotype machines. All
eyeswere on the Commandant. He sat behind his mask like arigid and frozen statue. Then,
suddenly, he spoke.

"However . . ... " and he paused. The room waited. "We of CYPHER are practical, we are
redists. Today's enemy istomorrow's partner. That isthe way of the world. Advantage, that isall
that counts. So we will make an offer, and ask aquestion. Y ou four have shown resources. Y ou
show skill. We offer you the chancetojoin us. But . . . first you must answer one question. All
four of you, or any one of you. The ones who answer can be one of us."

The Commandant stopped again. Then, "Who isthe man in black? How does he operate?
What are his powers?'

Thefour prisoners sat silent.

"MissLane," the Commandant said. "'Y ou have been seen in close contact with the man in
black. He seemsto have strange and strong powers. Tell me about his powers, where they come
from."

"I expect hewill show you himsdf," Margo said quietly.

"l see" the Commandant said equaly quietly. Hiseyesturned to Stanley. ™Y ou, chauffeur!

We can offer you far more than you appear to have.”

"You cangoto hel,” Stanley said.

"Very probably,” the Commandant said drily. "Mr. Vincent? Tell me about this man in black

and his odd powers. Life can beimportant, itisal you have.

Harry Vincent looked at the floor and said nothing. The cold eyes of the Commandant turned
behind the mask to look last a Lamont Cranston.

"Y ou have much to lose, Mr. Cranston. Y ou seem to be most close to thisman in black.
Whereyou are, he appears. It is clear that you do not have his powers or you would not be here.
But you must know al about him. Tell us, and I will make aman of your skill a Section
Director!"

Crangton shrugged. "Turn yoursalvesin and | will seethat you only go to insane asylumd™
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There was asudden roar of anger. The massed CY PHER soldiersjumped to ther feet, shouted.
The four Sub-Commandants legped up. Theroars of anger filled the enormous bright room. Then
the voice of the Commandant, still muffled and disguised, rose above the hubub.

"Silence! Order inthiscourt!"

Therewas an ingant silence. Everyone dowly sat down. "Discipline! Remember what we

are! How dare you react!"

Theroom was deathly still. The Commandant looked at Cranston. His mask was motionless,

but his eyes were cold and hard.

"We are not insane, Mr. Cranston.”

"No," Crangton said, "that isthe horror.”



"Perhaps, Mr. Crangton,” the Commandant said. "But we did not make the world or the
horror. Will you tell us about the man in black?'

"No, | don't think s0," Cranston said.

Sub-Commandant Nine stared at Cranston. ""We have ways to make them talk, Commandant.

| think we can promise that they will tell uswhat we want to know."

The Commandant sat back in histhrone-like chair and seemed to be studying the four
prisoners. His hidden face seemed to be considering, weighing the problem in hand. Sub-
Commandant Seven nodded toward the prisoners.

"The woman should crack easily, Commandant. Let ustorture them for atime. It should not
takelong."

The Commandant rubbed his hidden chin thoughtfully. Cranston was studying the man. The

tall figure seemed vagudy familiar, and the voice, but both were so disguised that he could not
place the familiarity, and without the power of The Shadow to cloud men's minds there was no
more that he could do now. That power required the black garb and fire-opa ring of The
Shadow. Suddenly, the Commandant stood up.

"No, it does not matter now. The contract is about to be terminated, the campaign to go to its
successful concluson. Wewill not wastetime.”

Thetall masked Commandant turned and stepped toward adoor in thewall of the enormous
room behind his throne-like chair. He did not look back.

"Takethem out and kill them a once!™ And thetall CY PHER Chief was gone.

Every man in the room legped to attention. The four Sub-Commandants followed their leader
out. The Section Director who had read the charges nodded to a squad of black-uniformed
soldiers. "Take them out! Shoot them immediately.”

The squad of soldiers, lead by a Group Leader, marched the four prisoners out of the
enormous room and down anew corridor. Each of the soldiers carried arifle of British make.
The Group Leader carried apistal. It was clearly afiring squad, CYPHER did al inaprecise
military manner. The Group Leader counted the cadence as the squad marched the prisonersin
impeccable order. They went down four or five corridors until they reached one corridor where
doors opened off into offices. There was a sudden fedling of air--they were being marched
outsde! CYPHER did indeed do everything in acorrect military manner. Then, asthey reached the
last corridor before the door that showed the dark night outside, Cranston suddenly began to
moan.

"Halt!" the Group L eader snapped.

Crangton dipped to the floor, crouched there on his kneeswith his head bent over. He moaned
and whimpered. Hisface had gone deadly white. His eyesthat looked up were dilated and rolled
wildly.
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"Get up, you coward!" the Group Leader commanded. Cranston moaned, gasped, hisskina
terrible greenish-white.

"It'shisheart," Margo said to the Group L eader.

The Group Leader laughed. "Hell, it'shisguts! Look at him, hessick with fear!”

At that ingtant Cranston suddenly gasped and fell over in adead faint. His breathing was
labored. Hislipswere blue. His skin was asickly yellow-green. The Group-Leader walked to
him and kicked him. Cranston did not move or moan now. Hislimp body showed no signs of
life. The Group Leader began to look worried. He bent down and listened to Cranston's heart.
Then he straightened up.

"He'sjust passed out,” the Group Leader. "Take him into the toilet and revive him, and let

him vomit hisyelow gutsl Two of you. Then bring him out. Well wait for you. We want them
al to get it together.”



The Group Leader laughed acold laugh. Two soldiers carried Cranston into the toilet. The
Group Leader continued on with the other three and his squad. In the toilet the two soldierslaid
Cranston on the floor. One of them went to the sink to get water on atowd. The instant his back
was turned, and the second soldier was bending over the stricken Cranston, the right hand of the
wedthy socidite shot up like a striking snake and his stedl fingers closed on the throat of the
soldier bending over him. The soldier made no sound. His eyes bulged, he struggled for one
second, and then collapsed. Cranston legped up. The man at the sink turned, saw the alter-ego of
The Shadow, went for hisrifle, opened his mouth to yell. He neither yelled nor shot. Cranston
was on him before hisfinger could move on the trigger, before a sound came out of hismouth. A
single blow to the throat felled the man. Cranston caught his body and the rifle before they could
touch the floor. He laid them both down. He began to remove his clothes.
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MOMENTS LATER the door to the toilet opened and a pair of fiery eyes peered out. The corridor
was empty. But it was bright with light and there were voices and the sounds of machines behind
the closed doors of the corridor. A few seconds passed. Thefiery eyeswatched. Thelightsin the
corridor dowly seemed to dim until they were amost out. There was a sound like a quick rush of
wind, and a black shape seemed to float in sllence along the dim corridor. The corridor lights
came up full again. A CYPHER soldier came out of an office, looked around him for amoment,
shrugged, and went back inside. The door from the corridor out into the night closed silently.

Out in the dark night in front of the low building, The Shadow stood for a moment listening.

His keen ears heard the sound of thefiring squad till marching some distance to the left. Up the
narrow side valley the giant rocket still towered, its base steaming with the condensed vapor of
itscold fuel. The gantry was still attached, but men no longer worked around the tall space
vehicle that reached like some great arrow into the dark mountain sky. Time was growing
shorter. The Shadow raced off after the firing squad. Like agrest night bird his black shape
bounded through the night unseen and unheard with his great cape billowing. He reached the
small open field. It wasasmple clearing in the forest on the mountain side. It was open on three
sdes, and the fourth Sde was atdl cliff.

Margo, Stanley and Harry Vincent were lined up againgt the dliff wall.

A strong light shone on the three agents of The Shadow.

Thefiring squad was in position facing them. The Group L eader waslooking at hiswatch,

and looking back toward the building where he expected to see his men appear with Cranston.
The Group Leader was impatient. But thiswas atime when iron discipline did not help CY PHER.
Ordered to shoot four prisoners, to report the shooting-execution of four prisoners, the Group
Leader did not want to shoot three now and one later, did not want to shoot three here and
another somewhere else. So he hesitated, looked at hiswatch, and waited. He waited too long.
In the dark that bordered the field of execution, The Shadow's eyes blazed as he concentrated

al his powers on the Group Leader and the men of the firing squad.

The Group Leader rubbed at his eyes and looked up at the sky. He shook his head, looked at
hiswatch. He looked back again toward the distant building where he expected to see Cranston
brought out. He scowled and again looked up at the sky. He was|ooking for the thick fog that
seemed to be obscuring hisvision. The distant building was clouded in mist. The three prisoners
seemed suddenly hazy. Then, dl a once, something very strange seemed to happen to the Group
Leader. He forgot why he wastherein thefield. He could not quite remember who the three



people againgt the cliff wall were. He shook his head to remember, but a soft thick cloud seemed
to enfold his brain and he could not recall what he was supposed to do with the prisoners. He
suddenly seemed to fed that he knew them, that they were friends. A voice, hisown voice, spoke
to him and told him to release the prisoners. He nodded. Of course, that was what he had to do--
release the prisoners.

"Release the prisoners,” he heard his own voice say.

Vaguely to his surprise, and then to his approvad, three men of hisfiring squad stepped out

and walked to the prisoners. They released the prisoners and walked back to their firing squad
linewherethey stood rigid staring into space. They al seemed to fed that al wasin correct
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order. They made no resistance as the three prisoners walked to them. One of them, Harry
Vincent, stepped to the Group Leader and took his pistol. The other two stood near the firing
squad that did not move.

The great black shape of The Shadow appeared in the lighted clearing. Hisfiery eyesblazed
toward the firing squad, and his voice was commanding.

"Ready! Aim! Firel"

Thevolley rang out.

"Harry!" The Shadow said.

Harry Vincent fired shotsinto the air from the pistol of the Group Leader. Four shots.

"Four of you step out!" The Shadow commanded. Four of the firing squad stepped out.
"Removeyour clothes

The four men undressed. Quickly, Margo, Harry Vincent and Stanley changed clotheswith
three of the CY PHER soldiers. The Shadow threw the clothes of Lamont Cranston to Harry who
dressed the fourth guard in Cranston's clothes, and the other three in the clothes of Harry, Margo
and Stanley. Thefourth uniform went benesth the great black robes of The Shadow.

"Goto thewall and lie down," The Shadow commanded the four CY PHER soldiers now
dressed in the clothes of the four prisoners. The soldierswent to thewall and lay down. The
Shadow concentrated and rendered them unconscious. The Shadow turned to the Group Leader.
"Takethe bodies of your prisonersfor burid. Dig graves and fill them again. Do not bury the
four. Merdly hide them. Then return with your squad, report the executions completed, explain
the four missing men, and then forget everything that has happened! Y ou have carried out your
orders. The four prisoners are shot and buried. All elseisforgotten!”

"The four prisoners are shot and buried. | have sent four men to the squad room to replace
their digging toals,”" the Group Leader said.

"Go now!" The Shadow commanded.

The firing squad picked up the four unconscious men dressed in the clothes of the prisoners
and marched off in the night toward the burid ground with the Group Leader smartly counting
cadence. The Shadow watched them go. He turned to his three agents.

"Now, Margo and Stanley, you will get off this base and go to find Generd Rogers, Farina

and Bryan. You will tell the Genera what has happened, and aso report to Generd Broyard. It
should be smpleto leave the base in those uniforms, you must commandeer some kind of
vehicle. Ask Generd Broyard for help!™

"Yes, Chief," Margo and Stanley said together.

The Shadow's eyes blazed. "Harry, come with me. We have very little time!™

The Avenger, followed by Harry Vincent in the CY PHER uniform, faded into the dark
mountain night in the direction of the same building he had just |€ft.

Some five minutes later, the enormous room wherethefarcica trid had been held was empty
and dark. The eyes of The Shadow glowed in the doorway. Harry Vincent stood guard behind



him, aCY PHER sub-machinegun in his steady hands. The eyes of The Shadow studied the empty
room and the door behind the line of tal throne chairs.

"Come, Harry," the Avenger said softly.

Like awraith, The Shadow crossed the enormous and empty room in the dark and reached the
row of throne chairs. Harry trotted behind him amost as slently. The agents of The Shadow
weretrained in slence. At the door which the Commandant and his Sub-Commanders had gone
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through, The Shadow stopped. His burning eyes examined the door while Harry watched the
room.

"It iselectronically operated, Harry, as| thought," The Shadow said. "I did not seethe
Commandant use akey or adoor knob. Are you ready?'

Harry took a position behind one of the throne chairs from where he could cover the opening
behind the door when The Shadow opened it.

"Ready," Harry said softly.

The Shadow nodded. His glowing eyeslooked at the door as he focused his powers on the
electronic circuit that operated it. There was afaint hum and the door did open without asound.
A narrow and dark passage stretched out behind the door. The passage was deserted. The
Shadow moationed for Harry to follow him and the two men plunged into the passage. The door
closed behind them with asigh.

Ten minutes passed in the silent bowel s of the mountain stronghold. The narrow passage had
branched into other passages. All were empty. The Shadow and Harry Vincent explored al
passages and dl the rooms. They found no living person. Then they cameto the end of the last
passage and entered aroom they knew at once was the headquarters of the Commandant. The
Shadow's eyes glowed and hisfinger with the red fire-opd girasol pointed to the corner of the
room above the large metd desk.

"Look!" The Shadow said.

On atal hat tree auniform hung neatly on a coat hanger.

It was the uniform of the CY PHER Commandant! The golden mask hung with it.

"Hée'snot in hisuniform!" Harry said.

"No, Harry," The Shadow said grimly. "'l expect heisin the disguise he assumesto show the
world. I wondered why he did not wear any national insgnia. Unlike dl the others, or most of
them, heis undoubtedly not a known defector from his country. Heistill in good standing in
some high position. | think many of thetop CY PHER leaders are.”

"Where do you think he has gone?' Harry said.

The Shadow's eyes blazed. "1 think, Harry, that the rocket will soon blast off. | think he has
goneto be with the man or men who hired him--and | think that will be someonein either NASA
or Federa Cybernetics! Quick, Harry, there must be some other way out of these passages!”
"Another way?' Harry said, "but why . . . . . "

The Shadow's fiery eyes shone grimly above the high black collar of his cloak, beneath the
wide brim of the black douch hat. "Because it has not escaped me, Harry, that while the way to
thisvaley by theroad islong, the valey isactudly just on the other sde of the mountain from
the Federal Cyberneticsplant! | think thereisaway from hereto the plant!"

"Through the mountain?"

The Shadow nodded. "If I am right, these caves and passages were natura and have only been
modified by men. | think the areawas chosen for thisreason. And if | know CY PHER, the passage
will be somewhere near this office of the Commandant. Wemust. . . ."

The Shadow held up his hand for sllence. His eyesflickered. He had heard afaint sound.
Silently, he motioned for Harry to follow him, and the two men faded into the corner of the



office behind four tal filing cabinets. They waited crouched there behind the cabinets.

There was awhirring sound, and a section of the office wall did open. A man stepped

through. Harry Vincent only watched the man who went straight to the desk of the Commandant
and seemed to be looking for something. The man opened drawers like aman who knew what he
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was looking for and how to find it in the desk asif it were his own desk! Harry only watched.
But The Shadow's eyes blazed with a certain triumph. He recognized the man at once.

Dr. Max Ernest, Research Chief of Federa Cybernetics! The Shadow watched Ernest. The
Federal Research Chief found what he wanted, an envel ope that was thick with some documents,
and closed the drawer he had found it in. He then walked quickly across the room and back
through the secret door. The instant the door closed The Shadow came out of hiding and glided
swiftly to thewal. Harry Vincent followed him. The Shadow turned to Harry.

"Remain here, Harry, after we go through the door. | think we will find our passage through

the mountain, and | want you to cover thisend. | don't know where this passage will lead, and it
may be afdse gart. Y ou remain here, and if the Commandant returns, capture him if you can.

L et no one back through the passage.”

"Right, Chief."

The Shadow concentrated his powers on the pand and thewall did open. The two men

passed through.

They stood in anaturd rocky cavern with dim light. Water dripped from some underground
source. The cavern was not large, and seemed to extend into a cave at the rear toward the heart of
the mountain itsaf. The Shadow glided swiftly ahead with Harry behind him. They crossed the
cavern and entered the cave. Lightslined the wals of the small cave. Just ahead therewasa
sudden noise. The Shadow bounded forward. Harry hissed as he ran behind.

"Chief!"

Harry pointed down. There was a deep, ditch-like trough in the center of the small cavefloor.
Thetrough ran off into the dim and dark distance around a sharp curve. At the bottom of the
trough wasasingle shining sed rail!

"Some kind of monorail train!" Harry panted as he ran. Ahead the noise turned into aloud
whinethat grew higher and higher in pitch.

"Stop here, Harry! Be dert! Let no one back thisway except mysdlf!" The Shadow
commanded.

Harry stopped and blended into the dark against the wall. The Shadow bounded silently ahead
with hisgreat cloak flying. The whine had become dmost a scream now. The Shadow rounded
the curve and his eyes blazed as he saw Dr. Max Ernest standing beside a small torpedo-shaped
vehiclethat rested on the singlerail. Thetorpedolike car shivered asthe whine of its. specid jet
enginerose into a steady scream and then vanished from a sound that could be heard by human
ears! The car shivered but became silent to all but the ears of The Shadow.

Dr. Max Ernest stepped into the cockpit of the torpedo-shaped vehicle without seeing the
shape of The Shadow that rushed toward him. The jet car began to move. Small, intense flame
shot out therear. In an instant The Shadow estimated the entire situation. The cockpit of the car
was in the nose and was blind to the rear. The torpedo back of the car doped gently down to the
engine. The tunnel directly ahead waslow, but there was some three feet of clearance. All this
The Shadow saw as he bounded up to the dowly moving car.

The car gathered speed.

In secondsit was moving at an incredible rate.

It plunged into the tunndl guided by itssinglerail.

Onitshack, out of sight from the cockpit, and between the cockpit and the flaming engine,

the black-shrouded shape of The Shadow clung grimly asthe car vanished into the tunndl.



Only the stedl strength of The Shadow's fingers held him on the smooth back of the torpedo-
shaped car onitswild ride through the black tunnd. The walls skimmed by afoot away. The
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rocky ceiling seemed inches above his clinging form. The jet car raced at aspeed closeto haf

the speed of sound. Even at the incredible speed, and clinging precarioudy, The Shadow saw
everything around him and knew that the long tunnel wasredly aseries of natural caverns
connected by afew man-made tunndls. Suddenly the sound of the engine fell to the range of
human hearing. The car began to dow. It glided into a bright room of concrete wadlls. It cameto a
dop at akind of platform like aminiature train station. Four guardsin the uniform of the security
force of Federal Cybernetics stood on the platform! They stepped forward to help Dr. Max
Ernest from the car. Thejet car wasin full view, but the guards saw nothing unusua.

Therewas nothing unusud.

The Shadow, who had dipped off moments before, lurked in the shadows of the lighted room

at the mouth of the tunnel. He watched the security guards, and he knew that they were not
smple security guards--they were men of CY PHER as he had guessed when he had seen them at
the gate earlier that day. They did not see him. They followed Dr. Max Ernest up aflight of Sairs
without aglance behind. The eyes of The Shadow blazed. Once again CY PHER showed the fatal
defect of dl iron-discipline organi zations--they had no imagination, they did not think for
themselves. They had orders and no one had told them to be dert unlessthey actudly saw
something suspicious. They took orders, they did not think, and that would be the fatal flaw in
CYPHER!

Theingant they vanished up the stairs, The Shadow came out of the tunnel and glided silently
after them like awraith from the heart of the towering mountain.
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IN THE ORNATE Office of J Wedey Bryan, the smal man in the whedlchair waited expectantly.
The door opened and Dr. Max Ernest entered. The Research Chief of Federd hurried across the
office to where his boss waited. He handed Bryan the envelope.

"Thereitis, CY PHER'sfull plan for subsequent operations.”

"Good," the crippled scientific genius said, and he whedled hischair around in acircleand

waved hissmal hands toward the Ieft wall of the office.

The entirewall had did back to reved agiant televison screen. Thetelevison wason, and

the picture was alarge-screen picture of the giant rocket in the hidden valey on the far sde of
the mountain! Even as Max Ernest turned to ook, vehicles moved away from the mammoth
launching pad and the rocket sood alone with itsumbilical attached to thetal gantry. J. Wedey
Bryan's eyes were bright with akind of fever as he stared at the picture on the giant screen.
"There, Max! Thereitisl Almost the end--or the beginning! Y es, the beginning of our glory!

Only minutes, Max! Think of it! All our work, the years, the plans, the schemes and now only
minutes and we will be the first men on the Moon! !"

Max Ernest stared at the screen with his boss. The Research Chief licked hislipsashe

watched. J. Wedey Bryan amost cackled with his excitement.

"Absolute certainty! The Moon will beours!”

"Yes" Max Ernest said. "It cannot fail. We have made it fool proof--with the help of our

unsuspecting friends”



Ernest laughed. Bryan cackled with joy. A voice suddenly spoke from the screen.

"Fifteen minutes and holding. Find communication check. All systems’go' for on-time

launch."

Suddenly, in the silent office where the two men stared at the screen and the giant rocket

solitary onits night launching pad on the far sde of the mountain, there was asharp buzzing
sound. Bryan jerked aert. The ectronic genius pressed a button on his desk. Ingtantly the door
became transparent and Bryan and Ernest saw the figure of a man standing alone just outside the
door. The man wore the uniform of a CY PHER soldier. But Bryan peered and swore harshly.
"Crangton! How did he get here?!

"I'll get him," Ernest said drawing apistol.

"No," Bryan said. "Let him in. Open the door and cover him."

Ernest went slently to the door and flung it open. His pistol aimed at the heart of Lamont
Crangton. The socidite, wearing the uniform he had stolen from the CY PHER soldier, pretended
surprise. He pretended to be both angry and scared. He stepped into the office asif Ernest had
him totally powerless.

"What the devil isgoing on, Bryan? Some men in these black uniforms capture me! They

were going to shoot me! | managed to overpower one, sted his clothes, and escape! Now | come
herefor help, and Ernest hasagun!”

Bryan smiled. "Sit down, Crangton.”

Cranston sat, his hooded eyes il pretending to know nothing. But he had seen the screen.
Bryan saw him glance at the picture of the rocket.
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"Y es, now you know about the sabotage,” Bryan said, and the small crippled man snarled.

"Y ou don't fool me any longer, Cranston! | have the report of the Commandant! | don't know
how you escaped, CY PHER will have to answer for that, but | do know that you are not the
innocent amateur and Simple businessman that you pretend to be. No, you are much more, and
you guessed about me or you would not be herel”

Max Ernest covered Cranston with his pistol. Bryan's eyes glittered, and he cackled with

insane laughter. "So you cameto stop me, eh!?' Y ou fool! No one can stop me! | have planned far
too well! Mel A poor cripple! | will own the Moon!"

Crangton stared at the crippled man in thewhedlchair. "Y ou're insane, Bryan." The socidite

said quietly, but he was watching the screen where the rocket towered and a voice droned.
"Fifteen minutes and holding. Communications check almost completed. Weapons check
completed, all A-okay." Bryan cackled again. "Insane? No, Cranston, you don't get out of it that
eadly. I'm not insane. | know exactly and precisely what | am doing. Could an insane man
conceive, plan and execute such aproject asthis?' And the smal man in the whedlchair waved
his hand again to indicate the gigantic rocket standing on itslaunching pad inthe TV picture.
"Clever, Bryan, but insane," Cranston said. The sociditelooked at Dr. Max Ernest who held
the gun pointed a him. "Bryan isinsane, Dr. Ernest, but you are not. No, you are only agreedy
and stupid fool! Y ou are one of those men who do what someone e se tellsthem will make them
rich and great. A fool to beled to destruction by amadman!™

Ernest's eyes flickered toward Bryan, and then steadied again on Cranston. But therewas a
small fear in the Research Chief's eyes behind the pistol. Bryan snarled now at Cranston.
"Madman, eh? Ernest isafool, en? Why you stupid poor weakling! Look at that rocket! Have
you ever seen such arocket? No, and neither has anyone else! That is MY rocket! With that
rocket | will own the Moon! My men will be on the Moon first, and | will clam it and hold it!"
Bryan roared with maniaca laughter. The smal man rocked in hiswhed chair as hismad eyes
glittered and looked at the picture of his rocket waiting to blast-off for the Moon. "Crazy, eh?
Weas| crazy to use the United States and Russalike the stupid fools they are?' The crippled



genius laughed and leaned forward in hiswhedlchair. "Listen, Cranston! Listen to how crazy |
am! | developed the fuel control and a specia super fud that could lift more than man ever
dreamed could belifted into space. But no single man has the money or facilitiesto do the
testing work necessary for such aproject. So | gave my control to the United States and the
Soviet Union! Yes, | gaveit to them--so that they could do all my testing for me!”

Bryan rocked in hiswheelchair with hysterical laughter. Cranston watched the crippled

genius. There it was--the reason! Bryan had cleverly allowed the United States and the Soviet
Union to do histesting work for him! So that he could beat them both to the Moon!

Bryan cackled. "With what | learned from the work of NASA and the Soviet Space Authority |
improved my fuel control and my fue--without telling anyone of my continuing work! | made
them do the testing, and sabotaged their projects to make sure that my rocket would be the first
to go—-and it will be! In fifteen minutes my rocket will blast-off and nothing can ever ssop me! |
have the fuel control and the fuel to send more to the Moon than ever dreamed of. There arefive
men in that space capsule, Cranston! Five men with arms and food for years! ! Y ears, do you
hear me? Not afew days, not weeks, but years they can live up there! The Moon will be mine
and CYPHER'S!"

Cranston shrugged. " So you send five men to the Moon. What then? Of what importance. . . "
Bryan roared with laughter. "Y ou fool! Five men onthe Moon! Armed! Ableto exist for

years! With a permanent base developed by me! Supplied by smaller rocketswhich | have ready,
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or which I can steal! Armed with rocket weapons that can reach the Earth easily! Remember,
Crangton, the Moon's gravity isso little! A simple Earth rocket, properly fired and orbited around
the Earth, can befired from the Moon with ease and deadly am! The Moon will be aweapon
agang the entireworld! 1 will own the Earth! | will rule! Everyonewill haveto pay meto exist!

| will berich, powerful, and with my wedlth | will, send more men to the Moon! With the Moon |
will control theworld!"

There was a sudden silence in the office of the crippled genius as the echo of hismad voice

died away. Max Ernest held the pistol steady on Cranston. The giant rocket stood on its pad in
the TV picture. All was slent and still. Bryan, hiseyes blazing with the vison of his power over
the entire world, sat staring at nothing, into space, into the twisted recesses of his own hopes and
schemes and amhbitions.

Then aclipped voice spoke from the TV screen.

"Fifteen minutes and counting. All sysems'go’!”

Bryan moved, shifted in hiswhedchair, hissmall and crippled body anxiousto leave the
confines of the chair but held there forever. The small genius suddenly scowled and looked a
Cranston.

"I have no moretimeto wagte. Thisismy night of triumph!

| don't know how you escaped CY PHER, Cranston, but now | will end it once and for al. Max,
kill himt!™

Max Ernest hesitated. The Research Chief looked uneasily at hisemployer. Cranston redlized
that Dr. Ernest had never shot anyone. It was one thing to threaten, to plan to rule the world, but
another to shoot aman who sat in front of you. Max Ernest licked hislips.

"Twelve minutesand counting . . . .. " "Max!" Bryan snapped.

Cranston went over the desk in asingle mation. With his amazing muscular control, the

socidite dter-ego of The Shadow flipped forward from his seet, deftly pulled the snglelamp
from the desk, somersaulted, and landed on hisfeet behind the desk.

The room went dark except for the bright blue-white light of the TV screen.

"Shoot!" Bryan screamed.

Max Ernest shot. The shot went wild. Cranston hurled aheavy ashtray into the giant TV



screen. It shattered with aloud explosion of vacuum, and the room was black.

There was asudden silence,

In the dark Cranston saw them clearly. Max Ernest till held his pistol and tried to seeinto the
blackness of the room. He stood not far from the door, his pistol swinging back and forth ashe
searched for Cranston. Bryan sat in hiswheel-chair. The crippled genius reached into a
compartment of hiswheelchair and produced a pair of glasses. Bryan touched aswitch on his
chair. The crippled man pointed straight at Cranston.

"There, Max, two feet to the left of the TV screen!” Ernest shot.

The bullet missed Cranston by inches.

The socidite dove for the cover of the desk. He was aware of what Bryan had done. The
electronic genius had switched on an infra-red light and put on specia glassesthat could seein
infrared light. It was adevice for seeing in the dark when no one e se could see. Bryan had no
way of knowing that Cranston could see in the dark with the powers of The Shadow! But
unarmed as he was, Cranston was now pinned down by the pistal in the hand of Dr. Ernest, The
alter-ego of The Shadow bent closeto hisring radio.

"Margo," he whispered. "Margo, comein Margo."

The voice of the beautiful agent whispered back. "Margo here.”
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"Where are you?"

"With General Rogers and Professor Farinajust outside the main building of Federa
Cybernetics.

"Makenoise, anything! Creste adiverson!”

"Roger," Margo said.

Thering radio went sllent. Bryan nodded in the dark office toward Max Ernest. "Move

around to theleft, Max, he's behind the desk. Hurry! The rocket will blast any moment and |
must bethereto seeit!”

Max Ernest started around the room toward the desk. To do this he had to pass the window
that overlooked the grounds of the plant. Suddenly there was shooting outside and awild
commotion. Ernest jumped to the window. The Research Director shouted in the dark room.
"Something's wrong down there! | see Farinaand that Margo woman of Cranston's! And
Genera Rogers Someone's shooting!”

"Why?' Bryan cried. "What isit?"

"l don't know," Ernest shouted. "Quick then! Forget Cranston! Hurry!"

The crippled genius whirled his motorized chair toward thewall. Max Ernest jumped after

him. Cranston was up behind the desk. Thewall did open. Bryan's chair darted through with
Max Ernest close behind. Cranston raced across the room asthe wall did closed. He hurled
himself at the opening, but hewastoo late. Thewall did closed just as hisfingers clutched to
stop the panel.

Crangton stood adonein the office. Outside in the plant yard there was firing where Margo and
the others were battling the CY PHER men disguised as security guards. Cranston did not have the
power of The Shadow for opening thewall! Quickly he removed the black garb from benesth the
stolen CY PHER uniform and put it on. He placed thefire-opa girasol ring on hisfinger. The
douch hat on hishead, the cloak blending into the dark of the office, The Shadow now stood
with his blazing eyes concentrated on the wall. His powers focused. The eectronic controls
activated, and the wall did open. The Shadow did through the opening.

But he had lost precioustime. Hisfiery eyes saw the narrow passage and the ramp leading
down. He knew where Bryan and Ernest were going, and he bounded down the steep ramp like a
great bird of prey with hisblack wings flying out. He reached the bottom of the ramp and came
to an open door. He raced through the door and found himself in the dim cellar where the jet



monorail began. The place, where the torpedo-shaped car had been was empty. Far down the
tunnel he could hear the high-pitched scream of the engine asit raced back toward the hidden
rocket base. The Shadow bent over hisring radio.

"Comein Harry!"

The radio responded instantly. "Harry herel” "Jet car coming back. Two men. Stop them!™
"Will do," Harry'svoice said.

The Shadow clicked off and turned in the cellar. His keen eyes saw what he wanted--alarge
door at the end of the single track. He reached the door and tore it open. Inside were two other
torpedo-shaped jet cars. With super-human strength The Shadow pushed one car out onto the
track and jJumped in. It was a matter of seconds for the Avenger to study the controls. He touched
abutton, pulled alever, and the enginewhined into life.

Seconds |ater the jet car was racing down the single track with the black shape of The Shadow
bent over the controlsin the cockpit.
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THE JET CAR raced through the dark tunnel beneath the mountain. The Shadow drove grimly, his
fiery eyes saring ahead into the black. At last he saw thefaint light of the cave behind the
buildings of the rocket base. He dowed the jet car and glided into the dock at the end of the
snglerail. He leaped out of the car.

The cave was slent and deserted. Nothing moved.

They eyes of The Shadow blazed as he searched for asign of life.

Then he smelled the odor--the smell of gunpowder! There had been shooting in the cave. The
Shadow glided across the stone floor toward the larger cavern behind the office of the CY PHER
Commandant. Then he saw the body lying on the stone. The Avenger bent and turned the body
over. It was Dr. Max Ernest! The Research Director had been shot twicein the head. Ernest was
dead. Therewasthe pistal in his hand. The Shadow fdt it and found it till hot from being fired.
His eyes blazed up. Then he heard the faint voice.

"...Chief .. ."

The Shadow floated toward the sound. It came from a dark shadow near thewall of the cave
just where it opened into the larger cavern. The Shadow reached the spot and found Harry
Vincent propped up againgt the wall with the CY PHER sub-machinegun in his hand. The agent
grinned a The Shadow.

"I'm okay, Chief. | got one of them. The one in the whed-chair fooled me. Hehad agunin

the chair and he got me."

"Where are you hit?' The Shadow demanded.

"Right side and shoulder. Not good, but not bad. The bleeding's stopping, I'll be dl right. But
I've lost some blood. Too weak to move. I. .. ."

"Save your strength Harry."

Deftly The Shadow poured some specia medicine onto the two wounds and stanched the

flow of blood. With instant plastic bandages he covered the wounds.

"Youwill bedl right for afew hours. Do not move! The bullets must be removed but now |

must find Bryan. | will return soon, Harry!"

Harry nodded weskly. "I'll befine, Chief. Bryan went out adifferent door from the cavern.

Over there next to that big oil drum.”

The Shadow nodded. He left Harry seated against the wall of the dark cavern smoking a



cigarette with his sub-machinegun in hislap ready for any emergency. The dark Avenger moved
swiftly acrossthe slent cavern to the oil drum. He saw the outline of the secret door, and focused
his powers on the e ectronic circuit that controlled the door. The door did open. The Shadow
entered awide and dark corridor, wider than anormal passage and less lighted. He redlized that
thiswas some kind of freight passage--probably a passage for bringing materials over from the
Federal Cybernetics plant on the other side of the mountain to the launch site. Such a passage
would belesstraveled, and Bryan had undoubtedly picked it for that reason, and for the
convenience of hiswhedchar.

There was no sound and no one gppeared as The Shadow moved quickly aong the freight
corridor. He reached a double door and heard the sound of breathing on the other sde. Silently
he opened the door a crack and hisfiery eyes studied the scene on the other side of the door. Two
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CYPHER soldiers stood on guard with their weagpons dung on their shoulders. Beyond them The
Shadow saw theinterior of astorage warehouse piled with what he knew to be cylinders of

rocket fuel and other equipment for the giant rocket reaching the end of its countdown out on the
launching pad. The Shadow dipped through the double doors and moved on thetwo CY PHER
men. They heard him at the last ingtant and turned. They clawed for the wegpons dung over the
shoulders.

They weretoo late.

The Shadow was on them in asingle bound. His stedl fingers closed on their throats. He held

one soldier in each powerful hand and squeezed with hisgrip of stedl. Thetwo soldiers struggled
for afrantic moment like fish at the end of ahook. Their eyes bulged with pain and terror. Then
they went limp and The Shadow |et them drop like sacks of grain to the concrete floor of the
storage warehouse. He bent and picked up one of the sub-machineguns, and stood up to study the
interior of the silent warehouse. Bryan must have had some reason for coming into the

warehouse. The Shadow saw awide freight door at the far end of the building. To theleft there
was another wide double freight door. To the right there was asmaller door. Sub-machinegunin
hand, the dark Avenger crossed to the smaler door. He opened it silently and went through.

He stood in asmal chamber with two doorsinit in addition to the door he had come through.
The Shadow turned to the left door, opened it, and looked out. He was |ooking out into the open
night valey. A hadf amile away the gigantic rocket stood on itslaunching pad, the vapor-steam

of cryogenic temperature fuel teaming in agreat cloud from it. Then, asthe dark Avenger
watched, the umbilica fell away and the gantry began to move back.

The launch was two minutes away! !

The Shadow saw nothing €l se and no one out in the open mountain night of the secret valley.
Hewhirled and crossed the tiny chamber to the last door. He opened it and saw an elevator

car. He jumped into the car and pressed the automatic button. The door closed and the car started
up swiftly and sllently. The black-garbed Avenger held the sub-machine gun in his powerful

hands and hisfiery eyes blazed with impatience. The car went up and up. There was no sound

but the low hum of the elevator motor far below. Then the car stopped. The door opened and The
Shadow stepped out.

He stood in a brightly lighted room with awide window to the | eft that faced the giant rocket

ahaf amileaway. Three CY PHER guards saw him at once. They turned their weaponson him. A
loud aarm began to clang and echo.

The Shadow fired ashort burst from his sub-machinegun and then another. The three guards

went down asif pole-axed by the deadly accurate fire of the Avenger. His sub-machinegun
blazing he moved steadily through the bright room toward the larger room he saw just ahead
through a heavy glass partition. Four more CY PHER men fell under the hail of bulletsfrom his
blazing gun. When it was empty he snaiched up another from afalen soldier. But it was not the



men of CYPHER hisfiery eyeswatched, it was the room he saw ahead beyond the heavy glass
partition!

A room lined with dectronic equipment; with gauges and dids; with oscilloscopic unitsand

other equipment even The Shadow could not name ingtantly. In the room there were three of the
CYPHER Sub-Commandants--and J. Wedey Bryan in hiswhedchair! All of them were intently
watching the instruments and staring out the heavy glass window toward the distant rocket where
it towered in the night sky illuminated by searchlights.
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The Shadow's eyes blazed--he had found the central launch control room! There were no

more CY PHER guards, and the dark Avenger gave his macabre and mocking laugh as he leaped
toward the door into the control room.

All the men in the control room whirled and saw The Shadow!

There were a series of loud damming meta noises. The Shadow stopped.

One by one heavy stedl doors came down across all the entrances into the control room.

The Shadow was blocked out of the room.

He leaped at the nearest door and concentrated his powers.

Nothing happened.

He strained with dl the power of his brain focused on the heavy sted door that faced him.

The door did not move.

The Shadow now knew that the doors were deadfall doors. They were activated

electronicaly, but once down they were raised not by dectronics but by smple mechanica
means. The Shadow, aone outside the door, was helplessto raiseit!

Inside the room J. Wed ey Bryan looked out through the thick glass at The Shadow.

A neutrd voicecounted, ". . . twelve. . . eleven...ten...nine...eight...."

The Shadow fired at the window. The bullets bounced off. Insde the room J. Wedey Bryan
laughed aoud at The Shadow, hisinsane eyes blazing with triumph. Behind him the three
CYPHER Sub-Commandants watched their instruments and the rocket out on the launching pad.
J. Wed ey Bryan watched The Shadow through the thick glass.

The Shadow's eyes blazed and his power reached out through the glass. The fingersof his
power reached toward the mind of J. Wedey Bryan. Clouds of his massive will poured toward
the crippled genius. Bryan stared back. The crippled man smiled a defiant smile as he res sted the
Shadow with dl the power of hisown brilliant mind. The two men stared at each other. The
sruggle of powerful willswent on in slence through the heavy glass of the window.
"...seven...six...five...four..."

Behind Bryant the three CY PHER Sub-Commandants tensed over their instruments and stared
eagerly out the windows toward the rocket. Great clouds of vapor rose at the base of the tall
gpace vehicle. In the control room J. Wedey Bryan blinked, shook his head, his face going white
with fury as he stared at the blazing eyes of The Shadow. The Avenger let his eyeslook to the
red button no more than four feet from where Bryan sat in hiswhedlchair. Bryan shook his head.
His mouth moved, said, "NO...no...no.

But the hand of the crippled man suddenly moved Thewhedchair rolled.

The power of The Shadow rose to a massive peak.

Bryan sat in front of the red button. His hand reached out.
"...three...two...one...fire!"

The building rumbled. The grounds shook. Outsde through the window the rocket stirred . . .
lifted . . . moved ponderoudy up toward the dark night sky.

The Shadow's mind gave asilent command. "Now!"

J. Wedey Bryan'sface twisted oncein afina agony of battle--and his hand reached out and
pressed the red button. The explosion rent the sky.



A great sheet of flame and smoke shot skyward. Flame burst sideways and down.
Thewnholevdley lighted up like brilliant sunshine.

Great rocks were torn from the steep sides of the narrow valey. Chunks of metal hurled
through the blazing night sky. The two buildings closest to the shattered and blazing rocket were
smashed and burst into flame. The forest blazed with flames. Farthest from the launch site, the
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warehouse next to the control building still stood, but flaming debris dready had ignited its roof.
In the control building the whole edifice rocked, and the observation windows shattered and
blewin.

Through the shattered windows the screams of men could be heard dl through the flaming
valey.

Inside the control room the men had been hurled down. Outside the control room, The

Shadow had been flung to the floor like a puppet.

Stunned only for a second, the black Avenger struggled to hisfeet. Helooked into the control
room. The steel doorswere still secure. On the floor of the control room the three Sub-
Commandants lay unconscious, hurled down and unconscious without the amazing strength of
The Shadow.

The Avenger looked for J. Wedey Bryan. For amoment he did not see the crippled genius.
Then he saw Bryan!

By afluke, astroke of fate, the low and heavy wheedl-chair had not been hurled over. It had
smply been pushed by the force of the explosion againgt afar wall. Bryan was uninjured and
free now of the power of The Shadow! Even asthe Avenger watched, Bryan whedled away into
the open door of a second eevator and vanished. The Shadow turned and ran to the elevator he
had come up on. It was damaged by the blast and inoperable. The Shadow dashed for the
emergency stairs. He ran down the narrow winding stairs toward the bottom.

He reached the small chamber that had withstood the blast and ran into the warehouse,
Fameslicked down from the celling of the warehouse. In the distance explos ons continued to
rock the valey asammunition stores, and stores of other chemicals, exploded. The warehouse
was a pandemonium of activity. Hundreds of black-uniformed CY PHER soldiers battled to control
thefire in the warehouse before it could reach the stored cylinders of rocket fuel. No one saw
The Shadow glide across the room toward the door through which he had entered. Mad with fear,
the men of CYPHER and their leaders had no eyes for anything but the fire and the danger. Twice
soldierslooked straight at the Shadow asif they did not see him.

He reached the double doors and raced through. The wide freight corridor was deserted. He
ran on and reached the secret panel. His powers focused and opened it. He ran into the large
cavern and on toward the smaller cave where the jet car was--it was the only escape for

J. Wedey Bryan, the crippled man had to be trying to reach the car. The Shadow reached the
gndler cave.

"Bryan! Stop!"

The Shadow heard the shout. It was the voice of Harry Vincent. The Shadow reached where
Harry lay flat on the stone floor with his sub-machinegun extended and anew wound on the side
of hishead. Harry did not look around as The Shadow bounded to him.

"Stop! Now!" Harry shouted.

The fiery eyes of The Shadow |ooked in the direction of where Harry's gun was pointed. He
saw ascene like adow-motion movie.

J Wedey Bryan sat in hiswheelchair beside the torpedo-shaped jet car. The crippled genius
had started the engines. Now he struggled to raise himsdlf from the chair and lower himsdlf into
the cockpit. Hewas half out of the chair, the engines up to a high whine, when Harry Vincent
fired aburst from the sub-machinegun. The bullets must have struck the controls of Bryan's



chair. Without warning the chair lurched, began to roll toward the rear of the jet car. Bryan was
flung back into the seat of the chair. The smal crippled man best a the jammed controls. His
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face was amask of fear. The chair rolled to the rear of thejet car, lurched, and pitched over into
thetrack directly behind the flaming jet engine.

The agonized scream of J. Wedey Bryan echoed through the hidden underground caverns

deep insde the mountain. Then there was Silence.

Harry Vincent lay on hisface, hiseyessck.

The Shadow glided forward and stood over the charred remains of Bryan and his smoldering
whedlchair. Then the dark Avenger reached down and shut off the jet car engine. The cave
becametotally silent. The Shadow moved back to where Harry now sat up again.

"He surprised me again. Grazed my head. Superficid, but it sunned me amoment,” Harry
explained. The agent was clearly weak from the loss of blood.

"Rest, Harry," The Shadow said. "It isover. The rocket was destroyed. The CYPHER baseisa
ruin. | do not think they will have much fight left tonight.”

The Avenger bent over hisring radio. "Comein Margo!"

There was asilence, and then Margo's clear voice.

"Margo reporting, Chief."

"Report,” The Shadow intoned.

"Troops from the nearest Air Force Base have arrived at the plant and have the Situation under
control. Troops were dispatched under orders of General Broyard when | contacted him as soon
aswe|eft the CY PHER rocket base.”

"Very good, Margo. Were dl the CY PHER men captured?’

"Negative," Margo reported. "A strong unit made its escape by the highway, is presumably
heading for the rocket base. Genera Broyard's commander hereis reluctant to advance over the
mountainsin his helicoptersin the face of the battalion size strength we reported to be at the
rocket site. However, we heard the explosion, it shattered al our windows. What is the Situation
there?’

"Therewill belittle resstance here, Margo," The Shadow said drily. "The base is destroyed,

the troops scattered and demoralized. Tell the commander he can comein by helicopter and
should beat the unit that escaped here.”

"Very well, Chief," Margo sad.

"Areyou al safe?' The Shadow asked.

"Stanley iswounded, but | am unhurt. However, Professor Farinaand General Rogers are
missing. Farinaisin the hands of the CY PHER unit, and probably Rogers, too, but we are
searching. Mogt of the workers here seem uninvolved.”

"Very good, Margo. | will await you here."

The Shadow clicked off and stood for amoment in the dim cave with his eyes blazing. Then

he raised his head to listen. Far off be heard afaint sound. It was the high whine of one of the jet
cars. A whinetoo high for anyone but The Shadow to hear. The eyes of the Avenger gleamed.
Someone was coming!

"Harry," The Shadow said.

But the agent had finally fainted from the effect of hiswounds and the loss of blood. Quickly,
The Shadow carried the unconscious man into asafe shelter in the cavern, ran to the secret door
into the office of the CY PHER Commandant, and vanished through into the office.
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IN THE DARK office of the CY PHER Commandant nothing moved. Far off, faint and barely heard,
were the screams of dying men out in the holocaust of the flaming valey. From timeto time

heavy explosions rocked the mountain. Once there was aviolent shock that rattled al the
cabinetsin the dark and silent office. The storage warehouse nearby had exploded. Screams of
the trapped and maimed echoed louder. But nothing happened in the office deep insde the rock
of themountain.

Then there was alight sighing sound. The secret panel had opened and closed. Someone stood
inthe dark room. A tal shapethat did not hesitate an instant, but strode quickly and directly to
thelarge metal desk. Thefigure did not turn on any light but opened a drawer unhesitatingly and
took out akey. Thefigure then strode to the wall, touched a button, and a panel did back
reveding a safe. The man opened the safe with the key and a combination. He reached in and
withdrew an envelope and asmall attaché case. He then closed the safe and went to the desk
where heturned on the desk lamp. In the smdl circle of light that cast shadowy gloomsin al the
corners of the office the man spread out the papers he had taken from the safe. He took another
envelope from his pocket and spread out the papers from it. For afew minutes he sudied al the
papers, nodded, and replaced them dl in one envelope. He opened the attaché case and took out
packets of money. He counted the number of packets of hills, again nodded, and returned them to
the attaché case. Then he closed the case and stood listening for amoment to the distant sounds
of deeth and destruction. A faintly mocking smile played across hisface. He again opened the
attaché case and strode to the hat rack in the corner. He took down the mask and the uniform of
the CY PHER Commandant and carried them to the attaché case. He began to fold them and place
them ingdethe case.

Thelow laugh echoed through the dark room. An eerie, macabre laugh.

"Who istherel" the man snapped. A pistol suddenly legped into his hand.

The laugh came again--a cold, mocking laugh.

"I have destroyed your entire operation, do you think you can siop me now with apistol,

Generd Rogerdl "

Thetdl Air Force Brigadier and Specid Aideto the President looked hard all around the

room. He saw nothing. Then there was an expression of sudden understanding on hisface.
"Themaninblack!" Rogerssad quietly.

There was amovement of the gloom in acorner of the office, and the burning eyes of The
Shadow appeared. Thered glow of hisfire-opa girasol illuminated hisface and hawk-nose
beneath the black douch hat and above the high collar of hisblack cloak that faded away into the
gloom.

"Yes, Generd Rogers, the man in black--The Shadow! | know the evil that lurksin the hearts

of men! And | know that you are the Commandant of CY PHER!"

Rogers held hispistol steady and aimed at the shadowy shape and blazing eyes. Thetall

Generad shrugged.

"I don't seehow | can deny it now. Yes, | am proud to say that | command CYPHER! | dlone
command an organization of true men who will someday be honored by history as men who
faced redity, who knew wheretrue vaueslie!™
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The Shadow nodded. "1 should have seenit. Y ou, and you aone, redlly could have had Mgor
Oateskilled!"

Rogerssmiled. "Ah, yes, Oates. Thefool was getting alittle too closeto the truth. | had to kill
him and at the same time throw alittle suspicion on our Soviet friends, eh?But | didn't redly



fool you, did I--Cranston! 1"

There was adlencein the office as the two men faced each other. Rogerslaughed again.
Rogers had guessed the secret of The Shadow.

"Y ou see, two can play at thisgame. It isnow clear to methat you and Cranston are one and
the same! A good cover, that mild Lamont Cranston, the amateur crime-fighter. But only
Crangton redlly could have known | probably killed Oates. | knew that you were getting too close
when you told that fool Broyard of your suspicions about Federa and the Idaho plant. That. .. ."
"That waswhy you let Farinafind the sabotage of the fuel control, and why you pretended
suspicion of Federal. Y ou knew that | might find something here, and you wanted to lead meto
capture! You set atrap for me and my agents.”

"Of course,” Rogerssaid. The eyes of the Genera glinted. "It was amagnificent project! To
own the Moon! CYPHER! Our Moon! Bryan was useful, of course, but it would have been our
Moon!" Rogers seemed to be seeing avision. Then his eyes clouded. "And you have destroyed
it! Thistimeyou will not oppose usagain!™

The Shadow mocked. "I have destroyed the project, and | have destroyed Bryan and Ernest,
and now | will destroy CY PHER! The weed of crime bears bitter fruit, Cavin Rogers"
Rogerslaughed. "You fool! | have you now! Y ou are only another weakling who cannot
understand the necessity of power and strength! Weak like our mollycoddle Government, as
week asdl the stupid Governments everywhere! A dreamer of peace when thelaw of lifeis
battle and war and death! No, you will not stand in our way again! Y ou are clever, but you are
not that clever. Even you cannot escape abullet at thisrange!”

The eyes of The Shadow were points of fire asthe dark Avenger stared at Calvin Rogers.

"Y ou have betrayed your country and your President, Calvin Rogers. Y ou have betrayed your
home and your world. Y ou have betrayed your duty to al men! Y ou areincarnate evil, Cavin
Rogers, far worse than the poor men you lead to hate and destruction! Bryan was insane, and
your men are only blind, but you are sane and you are not blind! Now you will tel medl | must
know about CY PHER to destroy it once and for al! Y ou are the Commandant, you will tell me
everything!"

Rogers eyes narrowed and the pistol pointed up an inch. Then the renegade Generd smiled a
wolfish smile. Y ou have nerve, Shadow. That | grant you. Y ou have alot of courage and alot of
strength. Perhaps | will not kill you. Y ou are clever and you have powersthat we can use. Join
ud You are not one of these stupid wesklingswho will not face life asitig”

The Shadow's voice cut like aknife. "Do not insult me by trying to make me as evil asyou,
Cavin Rogers! Theworld will never be free aslong asmen like you exist! Y ou must die, but
first you will tell mewhat | must know to destroy dl of CY PHER!"

Rogers went pale. Then the CY PHER Commandant'slips curled in a savage snarl. For an
instant hisface was the face of awild beast, the face that man must have had once so many
millions of years ago when he roamed the junglesliving by histeeth and his claws and degth of
othersfor hisfood. The snarling savage face of man eons ago before he had even grown into a
human savagein the jungle, when hewas sill only another anima who knew nothing else. That
man of millions of years ago knew no more, but Calvin Rogersdid! Knew and denied! And now
he snarled as his unknown ancestors had and raised his pistol in the joy of hate and destruction.
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"Stop!" The Shadow commanded.

Rogers laughed. Rogers blinked.

"Y ou cannot fire, Cavin Rogerd™

Rogers shook his head.

"Youwill now tel medl | want to know!"

Rogers stood motionless. The power of The Shadow flowed into the brain of the renegade



General. Rogers made no motion. The Shadow fdt the brain of the CY PHER Commandant go
limp. For oneingtant the brain receded from his probing power. Only an instant of total non-
resstance. But it was enough. In that instant Rogers gained a second of hisown will. Not timeto
shoot at the vague and half-seen shape of The Shadow. Not time to escape. But the timeto turn
the pistol upward.

The single shot rang out in the silent room of the office.

Calvin Rogers was flung backwards by the force of his own shot.

The Generd fell againgt thewall and dipped to the floor. His head was blown off at the rear.
Hewas dead. Killed instantly by his own shot, the dead man sat againgt the wal and therewas a
gmileon histhinlips

The Shadow stood and looked down. Rogers had escaped him. In one instant of will Rogers
had displayed again the evil power of CY PHER. An evil power that would not easily be stamped
out of the world. Because Rogers, and CY PHER, were right in one deadly way--there were
aways men of evil to hirethem, and aways men of evil to servethem! The Shadow's eyes
flamed bitterly as he looked down at the dead General and knew that histask was not ever going
to be an easy task.

But once again The Shadow had stopped CY PHER, and perhaps the day would come when

CY PHER would die because there was no one | eft to pay them for their services of violence and
crime. Some day. And until that day The Shadow would be there to defeat each single project of
degtruction.

Now heraised his head again and listened. He heard distant firing and the faint sound of
helicopters. The soldiers of Genera Broyard had arrived. It wastime for The Shadow to vanish
once again until he was needed for another work of peace and justice.

The black-cloaked figure faded away into the gloom of the office and was gone.

In the Administration Building of NASA Utah Base, Mg or-Generd Broyard sat behind his desk
with the envelope of papersin front of him. Dr. Cassill sat near him. The Generd and the Senior
Scientist both smiled at the three people before them. Broyard tapped the envelope.

"Cassll tells me that these documents are the plansfor the improved fuel control, and the
formulafor Bryan's super fud. They areinvauable, Cranston, we must thank you!"

"Don't thank me," Crangton said. "It was Harry Vincent there who stopped Rogers and found
them. It seemsthat Rogers knew their value too."

"Then our thanksto Mr. Vincent," Broyard said.

Harry, bandaged and till pale from hisordedl, only smiled. Margo Lane touched the arm of

the wounded agent and nodded to General Broyard.

"Wearejust glad that we were ableto help,” Margo said.

Broyard frowned. "Of course, you understand that none of this can ever leave thisroom.
Rogerswastoo closeto the President. Officidly it will be reported that he died in an accident, a
plane crash. We have managed to explain that big explosion asthe Federal Plant exploding in an
industrial accident. It also explains the desths of Bryan and Ernest. | understand that the Russians
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are saying that Vadov and Derian died in one of those plane crashes, too. None of it must ever
get out. We have decided to share dl the new plans and formulas with the Soviet.”

"Very wise" Crangon said quietly. "The only way to defeat men like Bryan and their dreams
of power isto cooperate openly and give them no chance."

"True," Dr. Cassill said. "Y ou were very lucky to escape that holocaust, Cranston.”
"Fortunately,” Crangton said, "1 wasin an underground cell in the mountain where Broyard's
men found me."

"Yes," Broyard said. "We rounded up most of the survivors. CYPHER, you caled them?We



can't get athing out of them. Except for afew wounded and stunned, they had al vanished. |
don't understand what their role wasin this? It was Bryan's grab for the Moon."

"They smply worked with him," Cranston said quietly. He did not want to reveal how much

he knew about CY PHER.

Generd Broyard nodded dowly. "Well, well have to watch for them again. At leadt, thistime
wewon. Rogers! | smply cannot understand it. Rogers and Bryan, ageniuslikethat.” The
General shook his head sadly. Then he looked up at Cranston, Margo and Harry Vincent. "One
other thing | don't understand. The few survivorswe found all talked of ashadow, agiant
moving shadow that attacked them. None of you saw it, or him, or whatever it was?'

"No," Cranston said.

Margo smiled. "The Moon creates many shadows, General. They must have seen Moon
shadows."

"Yes," Broyard said, and dowly shook his head.

In the quiet office of the NASA Base Margo and Harry Vincent showed nothing on their faces.
For one ingtant, the hooded eyes of Lamont Cranston flashed, and then he only smiled a Broyard
and Cassll.

THEEND
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sabotage!

Three times the great rocket was prepared
to go to the moon, and three timesthere
wasonly falure.

But thistime THE SHADOW watched.

AsLamont Cranston, he and Margo began
acareful invedtigation . . . could it bethe
Russians? The Chinese? Or wasit some
group far more sinigter, aprivate
organization of men who wanted to reach
the moon firgt, using their conquest of it to
rulethe world?

What isC.Y.P.H.ER? THE SHADOW
knows.
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