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Who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men?


The Shadow knows!
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PART I





An aged man is sitting in a large leather armchair looking into the light of a log fire. He has blue eyes and although he is very old he has a lot of hair. A half-filled brandy glass is in his left hand and a piece of black material, a cloak, is in his right. The man is looking at the cloak as if he is about to embrace it like an old friend. He sighs and lays it down on a small table by the chair, and he puts the brandy glass next to it.


The old man gets up and hobbles across the old gothic drawing room and stops at the door. Before he turns out the light he utters “You will return”.





On a crowded street in New York a whispered conversation is happening by a news-stand between two men in trench coats. Their hushed voices can only just be heard.


“I hear The Shepherd is out to get the Tyrelli’s!” Says the bigger of the two men.


“Really? I always thought they were havin’ a cease-fire!” says the other one.


“No, because The Shepherd’s got Young Tyrelli, so they want vengeance! Keep it under your hat though, don’t want The Shepherd knocking at my door!”


With that the two men laugh and walk away.





“Jason Tyrelli?” asks a voice a mocking tone.


“That’s me! What do you want?” Replies Jason.


As Jason’s eyes get accustomed to the light he can see a tall, slim but strong man. All he can see of him is his silhouette but that is enough to cause fear in the heart of Jason Tyrelli, youngest son of Albert Tyrelli: one of New York’s mob leaders.


“Jason, your father killed some of my best, and closest friends. You and I are going to have a little ‘talk’” says the voice in the same mocking tone.


“What are you going to do to me?” Jason asks as the man turns away, “are you going to kill me?”


The man just laughs, then there is a pause which increases Jason’s fear. After about twenty seconds the man walks to the doorway and says “yes”. After exiting Jason slumps down on the floor and cries.








William (The) Shepherd is the boss of one of the two strongest Mob’s in New York. He knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men, and he is cruel and heartless…or so he thinks. Everyone calls him “The Shepherd” because they don’t know his real name, and he hopes it stays that way. He has green eyes and thick black hair, which makes him a very mysterious character.


At the moment he is in what he calls ‘The Great Hall’ because this is where all of the Mob’s great crimes are planned. He is about to oversee the execution of his mortal enemy’s youngest son, Jason Tyrelli, from his private balcony about 10 feet above the marble floor where Jason is. Ten heavily armed men are standing around Jason, who is knelt down and hanging his head in shame for he knows he has disgraced his father.


“Jason Tyrelli,” says William Shepherd, “ I have sentenced you to death to pay for your father’s crimes against us. I can assure you we will make it quick.”


Just as William is about to give the order for the men to fire there is a laugh which echoes around the whole hall. Then, a voice, which seems to be coming from everywhere, speaks.


“Who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men?” Booms the voice, then there is a pause while the armed men look round in fright, “The Shadow knows!” Then the laugh continues getting louder and louder. The armed men fall to the floor clutching their head in agony. Smoke suddenly fills the room and when it clears, Jason and William are gone!





In a dumpster behind Rob’s Diner there’s a crash, and suddenly a figure emerges covered in garbage and extremely shaken up. Three of the Tyrelli’s Mobsters walk round into the alley with a man in a trench coat (the one who was talking to the other man at the news-stand earlier). The mobsters hear the crash coming from the dumpster and one goes to check it out with his gun drawn.


He aims it at the emerging figure, and then lowers it.


“Well, the boss is gonna want to talk to you! Heh heh!” the mobster says.





William is awoken by a shaft of light beaming in from a small window high up a dark wall in the small room that he’s in. He’s lying on the floor in a very uncomfortable position.


Just as his eyes are adjusting to the light a small door opens and a voice commands “Follow me!”





Albert Tyrelli looks down on the body, which has been thrown down in front of him in a heap on the floor.


“Well, I didn’t expect to see you here!” Exclaims the old rusty voice of Albert.


The body gets up and approaches Albert. Albert takes a step forward. The person was now face to face with Albert now.


“Father,” says the person.


“Jason!” Wails Albert, through the tears he is laughing, ecstatic to get his son back.





“I bet you’re wondering why you’re here!” Asks an old man.


William looks around him and sees that he is in a huge hall, not unlike his own, although the floor is carpeted.


William reaches for his gun but finds he is now wearing a brand-new suit that fits him perfectly but isn’t his.


“Hey old timer, where’s my stuff?” Shouts William.


The old man laughs. The same powerful laugh that he heard in the Great Hall earlier.


“You brought me here?” Will asks in disbelief.


“Is it so hard to imagine? Do you even know who I am?”


Will shakes his head.


“My name, or one of them, is Lamont Cranston. Although you may recognise my other face…”


Lamont then turns around and the lights in the huge gothic hall turn off. Moments they return, and when they do Will is astonished. The old man is there no more. In his place there is still someone old, but not hunch-backed. The eyes are no longer blue: they’re brown, nearing to black. He’s wearing a big black coat and cloak. His mouth is covered with a red material. The man’s nose is shaped different, and the chin is more prominent.


“T-t-the Shadow?” Quivers Will.


The Shadow laughs.


“I will teach you my boy, and you will learn! I was once as black hearted as you, and I’m getting a bit old.” The old man commands, “You WILL learn, whether you like it or not!”


�
PART II





William Shepherd is having a great deal of trouble learning a new ability…the ability to cloud men’s minds. He is taking lessons from The Shadow, once a hero of New York City earlier in the century but now he’s almost forgotten. Most think of The Shadow as a fairy tale character and nothing more. No one thinks he exists anymore, but Lamont Cranston does, for he is training William to make everyone remember. He will know all the techniques that Lamont knows. He will know…he will be The Shadow.





“Faster boy, faster!” cries an aged Lamont, “if you want to be The Shadow then you have to faster than me, and I’m over twice your age!”


Now Lamont laughs The Shadow’s laugh, the one that strikes fear into the hearts of men.


“I’m gonna have to stop for a moment” gasps Will.


“Do you think I stopped?” says a now angered Lamont.


“Well, I’m not you! I’m not as good as you were!”


“No, boy… you’re better!”


Will gives a look of astonishment at that last remark and decides to prove the statement true.


The lights go off and Lamont stands in the dark smiling. A second passes and there is a flash of lightning from the high arched windows. Next time the lightning flashes, which is moments later, there is a silhouette standing in front of the window, a man wearing a hat and long coat, and a second later, he’s gone again.


Lamont looks around but can’t see a thing because the lights are off.


“You are ready” utters Lamont.





Three men stand on the bank of the river and one is standing on the grass above by a car. The man by the car is Albert Tyrelli. The three 


Men down below are Jason Tyrelli, Chris Tyrelli (the eldest son), and George Holder, one of The Shepherd’s best friends. George is a weedy man with small spectacles; he’s wearing a dark blue suit and concrete shoes.


“Your man nearly killed my son,” says the old rusty voice of Albert, “so I will do the honour of killing you. My son tells me that he beat up the guards and escaped, but I have heard that most think it was The Shadow who released him!”


“I was there and it was The Shadow!” Cries George.


“Yeah, The Shadow! I also bet you’re waiting for him to come and rescue you. Maybe you’d like some man in a black rubber bat costume with hundreds of gadgets and a super fast car to help you.”


Albert lets out a hollow laugh at his own joke and the other two Tyrelli’s tag along, but when they stop the laughing continues, and grows louder and louder.


“Albert Tyrelli!” Says the mysterious invisible laugher.


“Who’s there! I’m gonna get you whoever you are!” Shouts Albert.


The invisible person lets out another laugh.


“The weed of crime bears bitter fruit…crime does not pay Albert! The Shadow knows!” Says The Shadow.


Suddenly a shadowy figure emerges from the shadow of a tree and laughs. With this Albert gets in the car and drives off leaving his sons down on the riverbank. They look at each other and scramble up the grassy bank, knocking George over into the river.


The Shadow climbs down the bank to where George was and reaches into the water with his arm and moments later he pulls back his arm with George clinging on to a hand with a ring on it. The ring has a big red gem in the middle.


Coughing George makes his way up the riverbank as if to get away from The Shadow, but meets him at the top.


“I’ve saved your life George Holder, and now it belongs to me!” Says The Shadow.


“What have I done to deserve this?” wails George, “The Shepherd is gonna be mad, well, when they find him!”


“I don’t think so!” The Shadow replies, slipping a ring onto a finger on George’s left hand. “When one of my agents needs to contact you they with say ‘The Sun is Shining’, to which you will reply ‘But the Ice is Slippery’. Have you got that?”


“I- I recognise your voice.”


“HAVE YOU GOT THAT?” Booms The Shadow.


“The Shepherd!”


“That’s not my name!”


“What do you need boss? Want me to get the boy in on this?”


“NO! You must never speak of this to anyone who doesn’t wear a ring! If it glows that means I will require your services as a driver, is that understood?”


“Certainly boss!”


“Good, now follow me,” says The Shadow slyly, “we’re going but you a taxi!”


The Shadow’s laugh echoed over to the other side of the river, which caught some of the pedestrians off guard and causes one man to fall off his bike.





It’s the next day and now Tyrelli’s entire mob knows about The Shadow being seen again, although most of them don’t believe it. Most of them are afraid, but willing to resume ‘business’ as usual.


“We gotta find this ‘Shadow’ and get him out of the way!” Raged Albert Tyrelli; “it’s not the 1930’s now, technologies advanced so we should have no trouble ‘getting’ him!” Then Albert laughs, but it’s a hollow and heartless laugh, not like The Shadow’s.





William Shepherd and Lamont Cranston are sitting in Lamont’s old gothic style drawing room in two large armchairs facing each other.


“One thing I want to know,” asks Will.


“What is it boy?” Says Lamont.


“I heard Lamont was dead, but you’re Lamont! How can this be?”


“Well, my boy,” starts Lamont, “it’s a long story.” Then suddenly Lamont’s face changes. No longer is it the welcoming face of Lamont, but something that looks more like the old Shadow’s. “I am not sure you are ready for my real name, but when the time is right I will tell you. Lamont Cranston was a good friend of mine and he was always willing to help The Shadow and me, out by disappearing and letting me act as Lamont. When he died he left me everything, and asked me to take on his life and make sure his death was discrete. Please continue to call me Lamont for it’s the name I have used for many years. Is there anything else?”


“No, that’s…all! Thank you” Will says, in shock.


Will gets up and walks to the door. As he reaches the door Lamont calls out.


“We all have a shadow inside of us, a constant battle between good and evil. Its just that out battle is more real than other peoples, and we use our evil side to fight evil.


“Who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men…”


“…The Shadow knows!” Says Will dissapearing.


