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CHAPTER . THE SLEEP

I'T was nearly midnight when ataxicab stopped in front of the exclusive Vanderpool Apartments. Two
persons aighted from the car. One was a gentleman attired in afull-dress suit; the other alady who wore
amagnificent leopard-skin coat. The door man bowed as they entered the lobby of the Vanderpoadl.

Clark Doring and hiswife were frequent visitorsto this gpartment house. When they stepped into the
elevator, the operator bowed and pressed the automatic stop for the fifth floor. He knew that these
arrivals were coming to join the party in progress at the apartment of Seth Tanning.

Arrived at the fifth floor, Doring and hiswife turned right and walked to the end of the single corridor.
They stopped at the last door. Doring smiled. Sounds of hilarity were coming from within. Clinking
glasses, voices of men and women were audible to the arrivalsin the corridor.

"The gameof bridge," chuckled Doring, "asthey play it at the Tannings. Time out between handsfor a
round of drinksand alot of chatter. Well, Mabel, | approve of theidea. | never could take bridge
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srioudy.”

"Why bother to go in?" questioned Mabel Doring. "They won't be able to continue the game, with an odd
pair of -"

"l promised Tanning we'd drop in after the theater," interposed Doring. "Only the Westcotts are there.
Seth said they would betired of bridge by thetimewe arrived.”

With thisremark, Doring rapped at the door. The sounds of merriment increased. The rap was not heard
by those within. Doring waited afew moments; then pounded with increased vigor. Again, his summons

passed unheard.
"It'sastout door,” laughed Doring. "I don't think | shall smashit. So here goes.”

Clenching hisfigt, he delivered three terrific smashes againgt the panel. The sound of the blows echoed
along the corridor. Y et the laughter kept on.

Doring drew back to resume his pounding. He stopped with upraised fist. The hubbub from the
gpartment had come to asudden finish.

"That didit,” said Doring to hiswife. " Seth must have heard those knocks. He will be herein aminute, to
letusin.”

THE vigtorswaited patiently. Doring's minute passed. Complete silence pervaded. Y et no one cameto
open the door. Doring glanced toward hiswife in puzzled fashion.

"Perhaps, Clark,” suggested Mrs. Doring, “they only thought they heard someone knocking. They may be
waliting to hear you rap again.”

Doring nodded in agreement. He delivered severa sharp raps upon the pand ; then paused for the
answer. Silence persisted during another minute. Doring became impatient. He pounded.

"Curious," observed Mrs. Doring. "I wonder what can have made them behave in such odd fashion?”

Doring shook his head. He was puzzled. He decided to knock again, when an unexpected sound broke
the dlence that lay within. It wasthe ringing of atelephone bell, quite close at hand.

"The phonein the entry,” stated Doring. " Someone will cometo answer it from theliving room. Then |
shdl rgp again.”

The dingle of the bell came with monotonous regularity. Like Doring's raps, it went unanswered. Doring
looked at hiswife, more puzzled than ever. One minute - then the ringing ceased.

"Ah!" said Doring, listening. Then, in an awed tone: " That's more curious than ever, Mabd!"
"What, Clark?"
"I heard no footsteps coming to the door. No one is speaking at the telephone -"

Doring broke off asthe ringing of the telephone bell resumed. It continued for another minute; then
stopped. Again, there was ashort interval. After that, the bell sounded its mechanicd cadl, ring after ring.

When the bell stopped for the third time, both Doring and hiswife were breathless. They till expected
some response, yet none came. Even the telephone bell had silenced thistime. Two tense minutes
passed. Doring pounded the door; then stopped and shrugged his shoulders.



"Something has happened, Mabd," he said, in asolemn tone. " Go to the eevator and spesk to the
operator when he arrives. | can't understand this.”

AsMrs. Doring waked toward the elevator, the car arrived. A passenger stepped forth. Mrs. Doring
stopped him and the operator. Breathlessly, she began to explain the mysterious happenings at Seth
Tanning's gpartment. The man who had come from the elevator walked over to join Doring. The
operator followed.

"My nameisBrooks," stated the passenger, speaking to Doring. "Just coming up to my apartment - at
the other end of the hal. What's the trouble here, old man? Something that worries you?"

"Yes," nodded Doring. "Listen. That placeisas slent asatomb. When we arrived - about five minutes
ago - there was plenty of noise. It stopped. | knocked. The telephone rang. Y et no response.”

Brooks knocked at the door. He listened; then shrugged his shoulders. He drew a key from his pocket
and motioned toward the other end of the hall.

"Wed better call the police,” he said. "Come on, old man. We can use the phone in my apartment.”

"Stay here, operator,” ordered Doring, as he followed Brooks. "Y ou wait here also, Mabel. Knock
occasondly. If they giveany Sgnsof life, let usknow."

"They couldn't possibly have gone out,” put in Mrs. Doring. "They might have been leaving the living
room-"

"Not achance," indgsted Doring. "It's only a one-room gpartment - nothing but alcoves for dressing room
and kitchenette. Thereis no exit other than the door to this corridor.”

BROOKS hurriedly conducted Doring to his gpartment. There Doring put in acall for detective
headquarters. He held a short conversation while Brooks listened. Finally Doring hung up and prepared
to make another call.

"Taked with an acting ingpector,” he explained to Brooks. "Chap named Cardona. HE's coming up here.
But hetold meto put in acall to the precinct in the meantime.”

Doring then called the precinct. He and Brooks |eft the latter's apartment. They relieved the operator and
sent him down to inform the door man what had happened. Doring and Brooks lighted cigarettes and
paced nervoudy back and forth in front of Tanning'sdoor. At intervals, Doring stopped to knock upon
the panel. Asbefore - no response.

The clang of an devator door announced the arrivd of atall, haggard man who introduced himsdlf asthe
superintendent of the apartment building. He explained that there was no master key to Tanning's
apartment. He rapped at the door; hearing no answer, he ddliberated. While the superintendent was thus
engaged, an elevator arrived and a bulky police sergeant stepped forth, followed by two bluecoats.

These men were from the precinct. The sergeant listened to Doring's story; then looked at the closed
door. He heard the superintendent's statement that there was no master key. The sergeant hesitated.

"l don't like to break into the man's apartment,” he declared. ™Y ou heard no unusua noise. Nothing to
indicate violence-"

"Thisslenceisworse!" protested Doring. "1 am sure, sergeant, that there are four peoplein the
goartment. All were laughing and talking. Then came silence.”



"Perhaps they jumped out the window," suggested the superintendent, in aworried tone. "1 don't see any
other answer."

"We came through the dleyway," returned the sergeant. "I left an officer down there. If you wereright
about some people being in there, Mr. Doring, it'sasure bet they're still there."

"Then batter down the door,” urged Doring.

Before the sergeant could reply, an elevator arrived and a swarthy, stocky man strode forth. Thisarrival
needed no introduction. One glance showed that he was the man they al expected: Acting Inspector Joe
Cardona.

It took Cardona less than one minute to render adecision. With blunt questions, he gained answers that
added to the information Doring had given him over the telephone. Cardona turned to the police
sergeant; then nudged his thumb toward the door of Tanning's gpartmen.

"Smashit," ordered Cardona.

The bulky sergeant launched himself shoulder forward. The door quivered. A husky bluecoat joined the
attack. Asthe men struck the door together, the hinges crackled. Thistime, Cardona shot forward
between the two officers and sent the barrier clear. Half sprawling, Cardona staggered into alittle entry.
Officers and witnesses crowded after him.

It was on the threshold of the living room that Joe Cardona came to an awed stop. Though amazed, he
gared olidly, despite the mumbles and gasps of those who had followed him.

THE only mation in thisliving room was that of window curtainsthat wavered dightly in the mild breeze
from a half-opened window. But this meant nothing to Cardona for the moment. His eyes were upon the
center of the room, viewing the strange sight that showed in the mellow light of abridge lamp.

Theillumination shone directly upon a card table in the center of the room. There were four persons at
that table: Seth Tanning, hiswife and two guests - the Wescotts. In al his experience asamember of the
force, Cardona had never observed so startling atableau.

The group il formed the participantsin aconvivid bridge game. Four tricks had been taken by Seth
Tanning. Thelittle hegps of cardslay benesth his right hand; the man was staring at afan of cardsthat he
hedin hisleft.

Acrossthetable lay the spread out cards of the dummy. Mrs. Tanning was resting back in her chair,
holding a half-emptied ginger-ale glassin her right hand. Her gaze was toward her husband,; her lipswore
adight amile.

The other playerswere looking intently at their friends. They were holding cards; but their expressions
indicated that the play had ceased for aperiod of banter. They, too, were smiling. Had this group been
active and in motion, there would have been no occasion for astonishment.

But every position was one of absoluterigidity. Each of the four was as stony as a statue. To Joe
Cardona, the players looked like a group of figures chiseled by some madcap sculptor; or, even more,
they resembled abizarre exhibit in awaxwork museum.

No terror - no surprise - no expressions of excitement were reflected on those countenances. Y et
something had chilled the entire group into their present sate of being. Whatever the cause, the result had
been smultaneous. It was this that made Cardona sense that danger had passed.



Boldly, the acting ingpector advanced to the card table, while those who had followed him remained
clustered at the entry. With furrowed brows, Cardona stared at the immobile faces of the group. He
stepped back, more awed than ever. He heard an inquiry - in Clark Doring's voice - that came from the
entry. The question was ahoarse one:

"Are - arethey dead?'

"No." Cardona's response was oddly firm. "I do not think so. It can't be astate of paraysis- at least |
don't believe so. It looks like degth - but it can't be death. They look like they were asleep - yet no one
could deep like that and -"

"Then what isit?" gasped Doring. "Not dead - not adeep - what has struck them?"

Staring, the acting inspector pondered. Not dead - not asleep - yet both. Such was the thought that
passed through his mind as he gazed upon the frozen victims of an unknown force. As Doring's hoarse
guestion came again, Cardona - dmost mechanically - formed the phrase that was to make tomorrow's
headlines.

"What isit?" asked Doring. "What has struck them?'
"A death deep,” replied Joe Cardona
CHAPTER II. A GENTLEMAN IN BLACK

BRIDGE, as played at Seth Tanning's, was different from the game that was relished at the Cobalt Club.
The members of that exclusive organization had no timefor convividity. They took their game serioudy;
and the Sruggle of witsinvariably reached its height after the hour of midnight.

Y et on this particular night, agame had ended abruptly, shortly before one. Three players were seated
about atablein atobacco-laden card room, indulging in a post mortem. Suddenly deprived of afourth
player, they had been forced to end their game.

The door of the card room opened. The three men looked up to see atal arrival dressed in evening
clothes. They viewed afirm, steady-faced countenance that they dl recognized. That hawkish visage was
well-known at the Cobalt Club. The arrival was Lamont Cranston, the celebrated globe-trotter who
frequented the club whenever hewasin New Y ork.

"Here's our fourth!" exclaimed a player. "Come on Crangton! Sit in the game. Y ou'll be aworthy
successor to the chap who just left.”

"Who wasthat?' The question came evenly from Cranston'slips.

"Wainwright Barth," chuckled the player who had spoken. "Playing in good luck, too, but he had to
quit."

"Very unusud,” remarked Crangton. "Barth usudly staysin to the end when heiswinning.”

"Not since he was gppointed police commissioner,” put in another player. "That job has put acrimp into
his bridge game. Heleft herein abig hurry abouit fifteen minutes ago.”

"A cal from headquarters?' inquired Cranston, in aquiet tone.

"Hedidn't say,” wasthereply. "He just mentioned that he had received word of an important case.
Needed his persona attention. So the big boss of the bluecoats best it. Come on, Cranston. How about



taking Barth's place?'

"Sorry," was the response. "Early appointments tomorrow. | am just leaving for my homein New
Jersgy "

Lamont Cranston strolled from the club room. He crossed the quiet |obby and moved toward a
telephone booth.

A SINGULAR phenomenon occurred during Cranston's progress. Histall form cast a blackened
shadow on thetiled floor. A long, fantastic splotch of darkness, that shadow ended in aprofiled
dlhouette that did not dwindle until Cranston had entered the telephone booth.

A long, thin finger dialed anumber. A short pause; then came aquiet voice acrossthe wire:
"Burbank spesking.”
"Report.”

The order came from the lips of Lamont Cranston; but it was not in the tone that others had heard the
globetrotter use. The voice of Lamont Cranston had become a strange, sinister whisper that Burbank
recogni zed.

"Report from Burke," acknowledged Burbank. "Heisfollowing atip received at the Classic office.
Cardonaisinvestigating case at Apartment B 5, Vanderpool Apartments. Police commissioner
summoned there. Burke promisesfurther report later.”

"Report received.”

Lamont Cranston strolled from the tel ephone booth. He crossed the lobby and passed bowing attendants
as he neared the outer door. The automobile starter saw him coming and signded with awhistle. A
meagnificent foreign limousine drew up in responseto the starter's cal. A uniformed chauffeur aighted and
opened the door for Lamont Cranston to enter.

Asthe car started along the street, Cranston raised the speaking tube that connected with the front seet.
He spokein aquiet, even tone to Stanley, the chauffeur. He instructed the driver to turn uptown and to
park on acertain street just west of Seventh Avenue. That designated spot was within ablock of the
Vanderpool Apartments.

The limousine rolled onward. Its single passenger was shrouded in the darkness of the rear seet. The
spark of acigarette was glowing; at intervals, a soft laugh whispered from the tonneau. Asthe car neared
its gppointed parking place, long hands lifted athick briefcase from the floor. Folds of dark cloth
emerged. A cloak did downward over shoulders. A douch hat settled on ahead. Black gloves were
drawn on limber fingers.

When the limousine came to a stop, the rear door opened simultaneoudy. A blackened form glided free
of the car. The door closed slently. The emerging figure blended with the darkness of an old house front.
Stanley remained stolid behind the whed. He would wait here until he received new ingtructions.

STANLEY had not heard the sound of his master's departure. That was not unusual. For Lamont
Crangton had become The Shadow. From aleisurely, dmost indolent club man, he had transformed
himself to aquick, dert being of semi-invighility. Blending with the night, The Shadow hed fared forth to
learn of the eventsthat had brought Joe Cardona and Wainwright Barth to the VVanderpool Apartments.

Unseen - hisvery identity unknown - The Shadow was a master who battled crime. Through contact



with the underworld, he learned when evil was brewing. Frequently, histhrustsfrom the dark came
before crooks had gained opportunity to begin their nefarious operations. There were times, however,
when strange events occurred without The Shadow's ken. On such occasions, The Shadow was forced
tofollow theinitia lead of the police.

Tonight, Joe Cardona had encountered a most amazing mystery. The acting ingpector had notified
Commissioner Wainwright Barth. Only by minutes had The Shadow missed learning of the mystery.
Barth had |eft the Cobalt Club just before hisarrival. But in the meantime, Clyde Burke, dert reporter of
the New Y ork Classic, had discovered that Cardona had set out on an important case.

It was Clyde's business to keep in touch with detective headquarters. He was more conscientious in that
work than was any other police reporter in Manhattan. For Clyde served more than the New Y ork
Classic. He was a secret agent of The Shadow. Immediately upon learning of Cardona's destination,
Clyde had communicated with Burbank, hidden contact man who also served The Shadow. Thus The
Shadow, too, was arriving at the foca point.

Two courses lay open. To follow one, The Shadow could have entered the VVanderpool Apartmentsin
his guise of Lamont Cranston. Asafriend of the police commissioner, he could have listened in on
Cardonas findings. But The Shadow had regjected that system for this night. Having missed Barth at the
Cobalt Club, he did not careto strall in on the police investigation. The guise of Cranston was onethat he
did not careto overstrain.

The second course was to arrive as The Shadow. That was the choice that he had taken. Hence the
supposed Lamont Cranston had become a gentleman in black: The Shadow. His course wastaking him
toward the scene of mystery. If difficulties proved too great, The Shadow could rely upon Clyde Burke's
report, for the newspaper man was on the job. But with The Shadow, difficulties seldom proved
insurmountable.

A BLACKENED shape reached the paved aleyway beside the Vanderpool Apartments. Footsteps
were clicking on cement. A policeman was pacing this area. The Shadow could trace the man's
movementsin the dark. On the right was the looming bulk of the Vanderpool Apartments, with its
scattering of lighted windows. On the left wasthe brick wall of an old warehouse building. Thiswas solid
initsblackness.

The pacing officer neared the spot where The Shadow stood. A flashlight swept its beam dong thewall.
The rays passed by thetal form that stood motionless againgt thewall. The officer missed sight of the
cloaked figure of The Shadow. His footsteps sounded down the aleyway.

The Shadow moved. His hands pressed against the wall. A squidgy sound - too soft for the policeman to
hear - announced a vertical ascent. With suction cups attached to hands and feet, The Shadow was
making upward progress, avoiding the windows where lights were showing. His phantom figure neared
thethird floor.

Here The Shadow paused. He had reached asmall balcony - scarcely more than an ornamenta railing -
that projected from an gpartment window. He needed the suction cups no longer. Similar rails showed
dimly above. The Shadow's hands gained a hold above. One story - two - he settled upon the fifth-floor
bal cony, just outside an opened window. He was outside the gpartment of Seth Tanning.

Straight across the dleyway was the roof of the warehouse, marked by awhitened parapet of moulding
stone. Above that was the dull glow of the Manhattan sky. Crouched at the side of Tanning's window,
The Shadow carefully avoided the background of the skyline, for it would have revealed his blackened
shape. Hiskeen ears caught the sound of voices, just within the window. Shifting dightly, The Shadow



gazed into the lighted room.

There The Shadow spied the figure of Wainwright Barth. The police commissioner wastal and dightly
stooped; he carried his bald head thrust forward in eaglelike fashion. Upon his nose, Barth wore apair of
pince-nez pectacles. Hiseyes, gleaming through the lenses, were surveying the swarthy countenance of
Detective Joe Cardona, here in capacity of acting inspector.

THERE were othersin the room: a police sergeant and two officers; agentleman and alady whom The
Shadow was later to identify as Mr. and Mrs. Clark Doring; aso another man who proved to be
Handley Brooks, the occupant of afront apartment on thisfloor. Clyde Burke was not in sight. Evidently
Barth had decided that the reporter must wait outside until the investigation was complete.

"Tanning was seated here" - Cardonawasindicating achair at the bridge table - "and hiswife was
opposite. Wescott over here - hiswifein thischair. They wererigid, commissoner, tiff as satues. For a
moment, | thought they were dead.”

"What made you decide otherwise?' inquired Barth.

"The way they were Sitting,” responded Cardona. "Holding cards - glasses - like they werein the middle
of agame. Then it hit me that they were adeep - but that didn't answer, either. A death deep - that's
what it was."

"So you had them removed?!

"Yes. It'sonly one block over to the Talleyrand Hospitd. | sent for an ambulance and took them therein
ahurry. No report from the doctors yet; they're sending for aspeciaist - Doctor Seton Lagwood - who's
connected there. Knows al about paralyss, deegping sicknessand all that."

"I should have liked to have viewed these subjects,” decided Barth. "Nevertheless, Cardona, | must
commend your action in sending them to the hospital even before you called me. Now that | have
arived, | shdl sft thismystery. Let us proceed with those who first arrived.”

With this assertion, the commissioner turned to Clark Doring and hiswife. Thetwo began to tell their
story. Wainwright Barth adjusted his pince-nez and cocked his bald head to one side as he listened.
When it came to fathoming mysterious events, the police commissioner imagined himsdf without an

equdl.

In this assumption, he was wrong. Within adozen feet of the commissoner, another listener was
stationed, silent and unseen. The Shadow, cloaked in darkness, was ready to catch statements that
would pass unnoticed by Wainwright Barth.

For the police commissioner, despite his egotism, was apoor hand at solving crime. There were many in
New Y ork who could have beaten him at that game. But none could have equaled the master of
deduction who lurked outside that open window.

The Shadow, himsdlf aliving enigma, was one to whom al mysteries - no matter how baffling - would be
revealed once he had learned the detail s that accompanied them.

CHAPTER IIl. THE SHADOW DEDUCTS

CLARK DORING and hiswife proved to be an excdlent pair of witnesses. Despite the fact that they
had been beyond a closed door, their description of events within this gpartment was both graphic and
illuminating. It was Doring who told the story in accurate detail, while Mrs. Doring affirmed the truth of



her hushand's statements.

"An odd fact about the commotion,” remarked Doring, as he finished the preliminary details. "The noise
stopped after | had pounded rather heavily. It ended with uncanny suddenness.”

"S0 you believe someone heard you?' questioned Barth.

"That iswhat | thought at thetime," replied Doring. "But afterward, | changed my opinion. The noisedid
not stop while | was hammering at the door. It finished just as | was about to beat away again.”

"Ah!" interjected Barth,

"From then on therewas silence,”" resumed Doring. "'l rapped after an interval of about one minute; then |
waited another minute and pounded. After another pause, | was about to knock again when the
telephone commenced to ring.”

"Then you waited?'

"Yes. To seeif someone answered. | thought for amoment that someone had done so. Therewas an
intermission in theringing; but it resumed again.”

"Theresapoint, commissioner,” put in Cardona. " Someone could have answered that phone. Picked up
the receiver and let it down again.”

"But | would have heard footsteps,” insgsted Doring.
"How do you know?' demanded Cardona, sharply.

"Thereisno rug inthe entry,” explained Doring. "I have vidited here before; whenever Tanning has
answered the door, his gpproach has been quite audible. The telephoneisamost at the door.”

"Proceed,” ordered Barth. "The pausein theringing is not an important point, Cardona. It requires no
explanation. What happened next, Mr. Doring?"

"Theringing continued," replied the witness.
"With another pause," added hiswife. "Likethefirst one - quite brief."
"You see?' Barth turned to Cardona. "That proves my opinion. Proceed, Mr. Doring.”

"When the ringing suddenly ceased," stated Doring, "1 told Mabe - my wife - to summon the elevator
operator. When the elevator arrived, Mr. Brooks stepped off. We told him and the operator about the
mystery. | went to the front apartment with Mr. Brooks and called detective headquarters.”

"Very well." Barth began to pace back and forth across the room. He paused to study the card table,
cocking his head as he did s0. He adjusted his spectacles and turned to Cardona.

"Everything isasyou found it?" inquired the commissioner, sharply.
"Yes," replied Cardona, "except for the victims. The window was open, commissioner.”

Barth turned in the direction indicated. He could see the outline of the balcony rail against the sky that
showed above the parapet of the warehouse.

"A bacony," observed the commissioner. "Did you inspect there, Cardona?!



"Yes. No sign of anybody. We made an ingpection up from the bottom - using aman that the sergeant
posted down there - and we didn't find atrace of any intruder.”

"Hm-m-m." Barth removed his spectacles and polished them, blinking owlishly as he did so. "Wéll, the
evening has been quite warm for this season. An opened window would be expected. Have you
searched the other apartments on thisfloor?"

"Yes," responded Cardona. "There are four, atogether. Two have no occupants; the superintendent has
the keysand helet usin. Nothing wrong in any of them.”

"This one and two others," observed Barth, wisdly, as he put on his pince-nez. "That makes only three.
What about the fourth?"

"Mr. Brooks lives there. We looked around thoroughly. Nobody hiding. | don't see how any outsider
could have beenin this, commissioner - and yet | -"

"Yet what?'

"The telephone. It must have been adided call, the way Mr. and Mrs. Doring describeit. | can't see why
it made those two breaks. No one could have been responsible -"

"Preposterous!” interjected Barth. "Every iota of testimony pointsto the contrary, Cardona. Someone
must have gpproached the telephone to touch it. Mr. Doring would have heard him."

"Someone could have been there to begin with."
"Then Mr. Doring would have heard him move away."
Cardonawas slent. Barth's testy comment damaged the detective'stheory.

CONVINCED that no one had been in the room - except, of course, the victims - Cardona began to
redize that he was only complicating matters. Having squelched the detective, Barth raised his head

imposingly.

"Wearededing," he declared, "with aremarkable mystery that must be solved by science; not by the
law. We have encountered the phenomenon of four persons suddenly struck by an unknown allment
which Cardona has aptly described as a'desth deep.’ The victims of this amazing maady are receiving
medical atention.

"We shd |l examine the contents of these glasses here upon the table. Possibly some toxic substance was
surreptitioudy introduced. A chemica andysiswill answer that question. But | fed certain, in advance,
that the liquids will show nothing extraordinary.

"| base this assumption upon the fact that the victims were overcome simultaneoudly. Asyou can

observe, al were not drinking. There are only two glasses upon the table at present. Werethisan
ordinary case of foul play, the persons would have succumbed one by one. It remains a strange case; and
we must depend upon the medica authoritiesfor their answer.”

Finished with his statements, Wainwright Barth reached for the notations that Cardona had prepared.
The commissioner read them aoud. The notes consisted of statements by witnesses, in which the time of
the peculiar occurrence had been established as precisaly midnight. Barth checked on other details. The
party had apparently been in progress since eight o'clock. Doring and hiswife, leaving for the theater at
that hour, had received acall from Tanning asking them to stop in when the show was over.



"The death deep,” commented Barth, as he dismissed the witnesses and prepared to leave. "An apt title,
Cardona. | bdievethat | shdl go to the Taleyrand Hospitad and view thevictims. Let me sate again,
however, that we are dealing with amalady. This mystery has naught to do with crime.

"Motive seems absent. This apartment isisolated; no one could have gained access and departed
unobserved. The presence of personsin the halway - people who heard sounds of life; then silence - is
proof that crime has no connection.”

A few minutes later, the apartment was deserted. The bridge lamp had been turned off. Darknesswas
broken only by the dull glow of the sky-line beyond the warehouse. It was then that blackness obscured
aportion of the window. The form of The Shadow moved into the apartment.

THE SHADOW had heard dl the statements. The probing ray of atiny flashlight was his means of
checking on the details. Gloved fingers touched the surface of the card table. They lifted; the cloth
seemed to restrain them dightly.

The same effect resulted when The Shadow stooped to the floor and examined arug just beyond the
table. The bare floor, however, produced no such effect. It was only in the vicinity of the table that The
Shadow discovered this dight trace of stickiness.

Y et as he traced, The Shadow discovered that the areaformed awide circle. Its center was not the table
itself, but a spot just to one sde and beyond. Thewall at theright of the room, looking in from the
window, was atrifle sicky to a point three feet above the floor.

When The Shadow stood at the center point of this odd circle, he found himself facing directly toward
the window. The card table was adight space away from that line. A soft laugh came from The
Shadow's hidden lips. The cloaked form moved to the window, through the opening and to the balcony.

The patrol had been ended below. Y et The Shadow did not descend. Instead, he rose upon therall,
grasped the bottom of a balcony above and siwung up to the next floor. Outside the window of a
darkened apartment, he stared across the alleyway.

Theroof of the warehouse was visible from here. The Shadow spied atrapdoor opening that showed
beneath the glare from the sky. Again the laugh as The Shadow |ooked beyond the parapet. It wasless
than twenty feet from warehouse to gpartment building.

The Shadow descended. He resorted to the suction cups after he had passed the third-floor balcony. He
merged with the darkness of the paved space between the buildings. From then on, The Shadow's
course was untraceable.

A CLICK in adarkened room. Bluish light shone upon a polished table. The Shadow wasin his
sanctum. A white hand began to move from the darkness; holding a pen, it inscribed words upon a sheet
of paper. Written inscriptions faded as the blue ink dried. Such was the way with the specid fluid that
The Shadow used when putting his deductions on paper.

Thefirgt jotted words were notations of the testimony that The Shadow had heard. Then came
agreement that no one had entered Tanning's apartment. After that, The Shadow marked down the result
of hisown findings

Outsidefactor.

The Shadow was thinking of the warehouse roof. He was visualizing alurker there. The opened window
was an easy target for the projection of some substance from the parapet. The Shadow knew that this



aone could account for the Smultaneous effect that had been produced upon the victims.
Gaseous substance.

Thiswasalogicd assumption. The stickiness had indicated awide range. A disintegrating bomb, loaded
with poisonous gas, could well have overpowered the people a the card table. The interval between that
occurrence and the arrival of rescuers had given the atmosphere timeto clear.

A soft laugh from The Shadow's lips. Visudizing the person upon the roof, The Shadow could see two
reasons why he had chosen to attack from that range. First, because it made entry into the gpartment
unnecessary; second, because it kept the attacker free from the effects of the gasitsalf. The Shadow's
next statement was afollow-up.

Choiceof victims.

Nothing indicated any reason for an enemy to overpower the four persons who had beenin the
gpartment. It followed, therefore, that the deed had been of an experimenta nature. Thisfitted with The
Shadow's deductions. No better spot could have been chosen for atest.

The attacker had evidently found it necessary to keep out of range of the gas. That meant thetossing of a
bomb. Why had he picked this one apartment? The answer was smple - to The Shadow. Only
gpartments on thefifth floor of the Vanderpool were ble to the bomb-tosser. Only two of those
gpartments were tenanted; and of the two, only Tanning's had been occupied this evening. Handley
Brooks had not returned until after midnight.

Thetelephonecdls.

Again, the whispered laugh. The Shadow had correctly andyzed the ringing that Doring had heard.
Cardona had been right, the bell should not have made its pauses. But the detective had failed to guess
the truth.

Those calls had been prearranged to follow the zero hour at which alurker had tossed his projectile,
namely, at midnight. There had been three calls - not one - but al by the same person. The man on the
roof had not waited to see the effects of hiswork. Instead, he had relied upon some other worker.

That person had dialed Tanning's number, probably from apay station. Receiving no response, he had
hung up, waited afew seconds, then put in another cal, perhaps from a different booth. He had again
hung up; then repeated the procedure.

In this manner, he had assured himsdlf that the victims had succumbed. He had used three callsto be
positive that he was ringing the correct number. Thusthe effect of the experiment had been learned. The
Shadow laughed as he wrote down the name of Handley Brooks and crossed it out.

Thearriva of Brooks might have meant complicity. Brooks could have cometo seeif the scheme had
worked. But the telephone calls cleared him. They proved that asmpler and less dangerous system had
been used to check up on results.

Thelocation.

With these words, The Shadow linked his thoughtsto hisfirst written stlatement. Why had Tanning and
his guests been overpowered? Why had these four been chosen? The accessibility of the gpartment did
not account entirely for it. There were many other placesin New Y ork where victims could have been
found.



WAS it random choice; or did it have ameaning? The fact that the Vanderpool Apartmentswere located
closeto ahospitd had resulted in a prompt and definite remova of the victims. Thiswas a point that
impressed The Shadow. His soft laugh indicated that he intended to observe events at the Taleyrand

Hospitd.
Moative. Crime.

There were thefind words. They disagreed with the decision of Commissioner Wainwright Barth. The
Shadow had found amotive where Barth had failed. For the commissioner had been considering the
present; while The Shadow was |ooking toward the future.

The Shadow saw purpose behind the loosing of the death deep. Some evildoer had gained possession of
aformidable instrument that could mysterioudy overpower those who might oppose him. Not only that:
the method, itsdlf, had baffling festures.

Seth Tanning and his guests had been chosen asvictimsfor various reasons. The bility of the
gpartment, its location were two points. The fact that the bridge players had been persons of some socia
consequence was another factor. The apparent absence of acrimina motive was afeder to learn what
the reaction of the law might be.

So far, the law was baffled. That would please the perpetrators of the outrage. Somewhere in New

Y ork, men of crime would be sitting back, watching and waiting. They knew that the appearance of the
death deep would crash the front pages of the newspapers. Posted, these evildoers would be ready for
new action.

A grim laugh sounded in the sanctum. The Shadow was planning a counterstroke against impending
events. He knew that the death deep would be delivered to new victims. More than that, when it again
appeared, crime would follow initswake.

A tiny light appeared upon the wall beyond the table as The Shadow reached for apair of earphones.
Burbank's voice came over the wire. The Shadow's whisper sounded. Through Burbank, the master who
battled crime was giving ordersto his agents. Those relayed messages would reach capable operatives.

The Shadow, too, would be active. Foreseeing unparalleled crime, The Shadow was launching his
campaign. Evil would be due. It might strike, despite The Shadow. But the perpetrators of crime would
meet opposition other than that of the baffled police. Before their schemes were completed, they would
face the power of The Shadow.

Whispered orders ended. Thetiny light went out. The earphones clattered to the wall. Then came aclick;
the sanctum was plunged in darkness. From the Stygian gloom came a sardonic laugh that cleaved the
blackness. Shuddering echoes answered.

When the last sounds had died, the sanctum was empty. Deductions ended, orders given, The Shadow
had fared forth from his secret abode.

CHAPTERIV.THE BIG SHOT

NOON in Manhattan. A short, stocky, ugly-faced rowdy was seated by the window of an apartment
living room, chuckling over anewspaper. He was attired in a garish dressing gown with bright green
trimmingsthat clashed with the dull maroon furnishings of the room.

The ugliness of the fellow's countenance was increased by the grin that he wore. Fanglike teeth showed
between bloated lips. They gave the man an expression that an observer would easily remember. Inthe



parlance of the underworld, no one could have failed to "spot that mug.” The man by the window was
"Wolf" Barlan, notorious racketeer.

Seated a short distance awvay was awell-dressed, crafty-faced fellow whose shrewd eyes watched the
expression on Wolf'sface. Thisindividua was aso known in the bad lands. Hewas" Spud” Claxter,
suave, persuasive mouthpiece who had served a dozen masters. His presence here had doubl e indication:
firgt, that Spud was working for Wolf; second, that no one knew that the pair had teamed.

For Spud had that marked ability of appearing to be on his own. He knew how to keep underlingsinline,
to make them think that he was planning action of his own accord. That was why Spud had profited by
shady business. Actua big shots who wanted dirty work accomplished could aways depend upon Spud
Claxter. Yet he, like Wolf Barlan, had been inactive recently. Thisfact wasto come out during their
conversation.

"DEATH deep dtrikesfour," chuckled Wolf Barlan. " Say, Spud, the news hounds have got something to
think about. Thisisjust the sort of hooey we want. Physicians puzzled by the mysterious maady. They
got that specidist on the job - Doctor Seton Lagwood. That's the way | figured it would work."

"Yeah?' questioned Spud. "Well, that'sthe part | don't like. That croaker isasmart guy, Wolf. Knowsdl
about deeping sickness and paralysis. The newspapers have been talking about the cures he's worked
on. I'd have fixed it so those stiffs were shipped to some different hospital, instead of the Talleyrand.
Then some dumb doc might have got hold of them - not thisfellow Lagwood.”

"Listen, Spud.” Wolf'svoice wasagrowl. "I'm running this racket - not you. It ain't your job to pass out
advice. I'm leaving the strong-arm end to you."

“All right, Wolf."

"But | ain't saying you're not smart.” Wolf paused cannily. "And it's not bad dope to get opinionsfrom a
guy likeyou. Y ou takewhat | order; if there's any explanation coming, listen in and talk when | ask you.
Get that?"

Spud nodded.

"Let'slook the lay over,” resumed Wolf, as he plucked a cigarette from abox on atable beside him. "I've
been mighty careful with my plans. | brought you in because | needed some smooth workersand |
wanted you to get them.”

"Which | did," reminded Spud.

"Yeah," agreed Wolf. "First there was Skeet Wurrick. He lamped the lay down at Vadan's. Made sure
the old boy went out of town yesterday afternoon. That gave Zug Poley the chanceto go in and grab the
stuff we wanted. He got it to the hide-out like be was supposed to.

"Meanwhile, Skeet picksthat apartment of Tanning's. A cinch from the warehouse across the way. Near
the Tdleyrand Hospital. Skeet tips off Zug to heave the bomb at midnight. Zug doesiit. He beatsit while
Skeset iswatching the time and making phone calsto seeif the stuff worked.

"All goes greet. Too late for the morning papers. When Vadan gets back to New Y ork, he won't be
wise until he picks up one of these afternoon sheets' - Wolf rustled the newspaper that he was holding -
"and the chances are he won't get a chance to read one.”

"On account of Zug being ready," chuckled Spud.



"That'sit,” agreed Wolf. "Skeet swiped Vadan's papers. Zug moved out the stuff. Even if Vadan does
read an afternoon newspaper, he won't do nothing until he gets back to hisjoint. Thenit's curtains.”

Wolf leaned back and puffed his cigarette. He eyed Spud, who was nodding; but he caught aquestioning
glancein his henchman's eye. Wolf laughed.

"It'sdl clear to you," chuckled the big shot, "except the reason why | picked the Taleyrand Hospitd.
Y ou can't see no reason for it. Well, I'm going to put you wise. What happens at any hospital when they
get some kind of acasethat they can't figure out?"

"They cal inagpecidist - some croaker who knows more than the rest of them.”

"Sure. But where do they get him?”'

"They pick the best bird who's hooked up with the hospital, don't they?”

"Y ou guessed it. But suppose he don't get anywhere with the job. What happens then?

"Wdl" - Spud paused speculatively - "I guessthe croaker goes out and talks things over with some other
big boys. Looksfor advice."

"That'sit," nodded Wolf. "A consultation. All the smartest croakers comein on the case. Do you get the
point now?"

"Not yet."

"Here'sthe answer. Sooner or later, this Doctor Lagwood would get called on. Seetheidea? HeE'sa
hot-shot on this deeping Sickness, like you said. Runs asanitarium out on Long Idand. Comesinto the
Tdleyrand Hospital certain days every week. Now if theré's any croaker who might figure out this gag of
ours - the death deep, they've begun to cdl it - the one guy is Doctor Lagwood."

"That'swhat | said in the beginning.”

"All right,” Wolf leered. " Suppose other croakers got the victimsfirst. They'd be ssumped; then Lagwood
would hornin to help them out. Since they called himin, held have to tell them any ideas he got, wouldn't
he?'

"Sure”

"Then suppose he doped out something that would make trouble for us. A lot of croakers would be wise
right away, wouldn't they?"

"Yesh."

"All right." Wolf tossed his cigarette stump into an ash stand. "That'swhy | wanted those four peopleto
go to the Taleyrand Hospita . Thiswise croaker, Doctor Lagwood, will handle the casesall by himself.
Without telling nobody, see?

"Then if he makestrouble, well have acinch. Rub Lagwood out and the other croakerswill have to start
in at the beginning. By shoving this under Lagwood's nose right away, we've fixed it so we've only got
one bird to ded with."

WOLF reached for another cigarette, grinning with satisfaction. Spud's crafty eyes had openedin
understanding. When the underling spoke, it was with profound admiration.



"Say, Wolf!" blurted Spud. "Y ou've doped it out nifty. | get the whole ideanow. That'swhy you've got
Skeet hanging around, up there at the hospital. Watching to see how Lagwood makes out!"

"Sure," laughed Wolf. "But that ain't al. Look here; if the stuff works the way it's supposed to, those saps
are going to wake up inside of forty-eight hours.”

"Yegh"
"And who'l get the credit?
"Lagwood."

"Sure. Then, when we put the death deep on some new victims, what will the police do when they find
the giffs?'

"Take them to some hospitd "
"Y eah; but what hospital ?"

"l getit!" exclamed Spud. "They'll ship them to the Taleyrand, on account of this croaker Lagwood.
Hell be the big noise - the one doc they'll leavein charge."

"That'sit," affirmed Wolf. "WEéll be playing the same dley dl the way along. These croakers are smart
boys, Spud. They don't tell each other al they know. They cdl in help when they're stuck; but when
they're riding high, they keep mum and let the rest of the profession guess.

"So the more luck Lagwood has, the better. Weve shoved the whole works hisway. It'll be acinch for
Skeet to watch what's going on at the hospital. Maybe he can get one of those attendant jobs; he says
some mugs werefired for hitting the booze last week. Well - if he manages that, he can keep mighty
closeto what Lagwood's doing."

"And if the croaker finds out too much,” put in Spud, "we can have Zug rub him out.”

"That'stheticket,” assured Wolf, "but we're leaving Mr. Sawbones alone aslong as we can. Skeet
reports to you. From you, the word comesto me. Then | give the orders back to you."

Spud Claxter nodded as he arose. He knew his business. He was the go-between; and he was too wise
to aspire to any higher office. Serving asleader of Wolf Barlan's minions was dready a profitable job.
Spud knew that he had been chosen because Wolf knew of his previous servicesto big shots. Spud was
amiling wisely when heleft the gpartment.

WOLF BARLAN remained smoking by the window after Spud had gone. The big shot showed his
fanglike smile. It increased the ugliness of hisydlow, unshaven face. Wolf Barlan was pleased. Hefelt
that he had accomplished something by histalk with Spud Claxter.

Thering of the telephone interrupted the big shot's reverie. Wolf reached for the instrument - it wason
the table beside him - and held a short, grunted conversation over the wire. Laying the telephone aside,
he resumed his smile as he stared toward the sky-line of Manhattan.

Wolf Barlan wasin the money. Hisrackets had been shot; he had retired to obscurity waiting for better
times. Then had come opportunity. Wolf Barlan was a big shot who had contacts. He had learned of a
new instrument that could servein crime. He had caled in Spud Claxter; through the services of this
lieutenant, he had gained what he required.



Last night had been the test. The desth deep had worked. The future lay open. New henchmen would be
needed; Wolf could acquire them through Spud. Hidden, the big shot could launch a campaign of terror
and profit that would be under constant control.

He could pick hisvictims. He would know where they were going for trestment. He could learn the
results and act accordingly. Wolf had made money from his old rackets. So far asthe law knew, he was
extinct - retired from crooked games and living in luxury purely upon his previous profits.

Another ring of the telephone. Wolf answered it and held another abrupt conversation with the new
speaker. His smile had increased when he hung up the receiver. Secret informants - men unknown to
Spud Claxter - were giving Wolf the tips he needed.

Swift crime - effective strokes - these were the policies with which Wolf Barlan expected to defy the law.
The big shot felt confident of sure success. He could foresee nothing that might obstruct his path.

Wolf Barlan, however, had not as yet given thought to powersthat lay beyond the law. Elated by the
result of last night's experiment, he believed that the death deep would remain a perfect wegpon for the
commission of crime. There was no one, in the big shot's opinion, who could chalenge the methods that
he planned to use.

Such confidence had caused Wolf Barlan to neglect consideration of one important factor. Inal his
careful planning, the big shot had studied the methods of the law, alone. He had not considered the
power of The Shadow.

CHAPTER V. DEATH AT DUSK

LATE that same afternoon, ataxicab pulled up in front of an old house that fronted on a quiet street of
the upper East Side. A gray-haired man aighted and brought out a satchel. He paid the driver and
ascended the brownstone steps of the old house.

Urchins, at play on the opposite sSide of the street, had stopped their frolic to gawk at the old gentleman
from thetaxi. It was an event when a cab delivered a passenger in this street. Theonly
respectable-looking house in the entire block was the one that the man was entering. All the other
buildings were elther empty or tenanted by clustered familiesthat lived in tenement fashion.

A solemn-faced servant answered the gray-haired man'sring. He reached for the satchel, then stood
asdewhilethe arrivd entered. The servant followed in obsequious fashion. No words were uttered until
the gray-haired man had reached the inner hall and the servant was ready to go upstairs with the satchel.

"Anything unusud, Crowder?" inquired the old man, spesking for thefirst time.
"Nothing, Mr. Vadan," replied the servant.

"WhereisBenzig?' asked Vadan.

"Below, gr," replied Crowder. "In the laboratory.”

"Very wdl. | shal gothereat once.”

The gray-haired man descended aflight of stairs. When he reached the bottom, he arrived in alarge
room that was fitted with work tables and other items of equipment. Large beakers, Bunsen burners,
racks of test tubes and shelves stocked with bottles announced the place as a chemicd laboratory.

A wan-faced man was at one of the tables. He was pounding with a pestle, grinding powder in amortar.



He stopped work as Vadan arrived. Removing apair of rubber gloves, this assistant stood by, as though
expecting orders.

"Good afternoon, Benzig," greeted Vadan, in acrackly tone. "What progress have you made during my
absence?'

"Quiteahit, Sir," responded Benzig. "I have completed the three compounds which you required. The
quantity of the first seemed insufficient, so | am preparing more."

"Very good. Has dl been well snce yesterday?!
"Yes gr."

"Have there been any vistors?"

"Only the ddlivery men, sr."

"What ddivery men?'

"They brought three boxes, gir,” explained Benzig. "Large cases, they were, with [aboratory equipment.
They were sure that the consgnment was intended for you."

"I ordered no new equipment.”

"That iswhat | told them. But they were argumentative. So | went upstairs and questioned Crowder to
learn if he knew anything of the matter. | thought perhaps you had forgotten to tell me that a consignment
was due. Crowder knew nothing about it, so | sent the delivery men away."

"With the boxes?"
"Yes gr."

"Hm-m-m." Vadan |ooked perplexed. He stared across the laboratory, toward a bolted door. ™Y ou
have been careful to keep the outer door locked?!

"Yes" replied the assistant. "Of course | opened it for the delivery men; but | bolted it as soon asthey
had gone. Then, today, when they brought the guineapigs-"

"Theguineapigs?'

"Yes, dr. The same men. They came back with a crate of guineapigs. They said they had been mistaken
about the shipments. The equipment was for another |aboratory. The guinea pigs were consigned to
you."

"| ordered no guineapigs.”

"No?' Benzig looked surprised. "Therewere only afew left, sir! | thought of course this second
consignment must be a correct one."

"Where did you put the guinea pigs?'
"Inyour private laboratory, Sr, where you dways keep them.”

VALDAN stalked across the big room. He reached an inner door and opened it. He stepped into a
small laboratory where a confused array of boxes was strewn on atable. Benzig followed his employer.



He pointed to acrate of guinea pigswhich lay in acorner a the right sde of the room.

"Probably a duplicate assgnment,” crackled Vadan, in aqueruloustone. "What did you do with the few
caviesthat | fill had here?!

"l put them in this crate with the new guineapigs,” replied Benzig. "1 let the ddivery men take the old box
away with them.”

Vadan nodded. He looked about the room while Benzig watched him. Thissmal laboratory wasa
curious place. Its small amount of equipment was located in the center, directly opposite the door, at the
spot where the box-strewn table stood.

Therewas adoor to acloset at the left sde of the room. At the right, just beyond the box of guineapigs,
the entirewall formed a huge file cabinet that went up to the celling. The drawers were marked with
cardsthat listed numbers. A step-ladder was handy, as ameans of reaching the higher files.

To Benzig, thissmdl [aboratory was aroom of mystery. Like the outer door of the large laboratory, it
was fitted with abolt. Whenever Troxton Vadan used thisroom for experiments, he invariably entered
and bolted the door behind him.

When Vadan was absent from the house, the door of the little |aboratory remained unlocked, for it was
fitted with bolt alone. On these occasions, Benzig was very careful about the outer door of the large
|aboratory, for it opened between this house and the next and might easily prove alurking place for
intruders bent on robbery.

Troxton Valdan registered annoyance as Benzig watched him. The gray-haired chemist seemed
perplexed by these matters of delivery. When he spoke again, histone was critical.

"I have confidencein you, Benzig," declared Vadan. "I chose you as an assstant chiefly because | was
sure you would not pry into my private experiments.”

"l have never done s0," reminded Benzig.

"l am sure of that," agreed Vadan, "but | dso had faith in your discretion, Benzig. | am disappointed.
Y ou must be more careful in the future. Y ou must not permit delivery men to prowl about these
laboratories.”

"| am sure that they touched nothing, Sir -"
"How can you be sure? Y ou admitted that you went upstairs to speak to Crowder."

"That was yesterday, Sir. But today, | remained in the outer |aboratory while the men brought the crate in
here"

"Stupid of you! Y ou should have camein here with them.”

"But they were only in here long enough to leave the crate of guineapigs. | entered asthey wereleaving.
That waswhen | transferred the extra guinea pigs and caled the men back to take the old crate.”

"That issufficient.” Vadan moved over toward the table. "Where is my afternoon newspaper, Benzig?'
"It should be on thetable, Sr. Crowder invariably bringsit here.”
"Did he do so today?!



"I think so, Mr. Vadan."

"Think!" cackled the chemigt, in anirritated tone. "'If you did any red thinking, Benzig, you would know
whether or not Crowder placed thejournd here. | hired you as an assstant, Benzig, not asa dummy.”

Vadan was rummaging among the boxes on the table. He uncovered one that was partly obscured by
others. Heraised the lid and peered insde. The box contained two guinea pigs. Both of the cavieswere
motionless. Vadan rapped at the side of the box, tapping with hisfingers upon punctured air holes. The
guineapigs did not budge. Vadan replaced the cover of the box.

The chemigt turned suddenly, expecting to see Benzig. The assistant was no longer in view. Vadan stared
about suspicioudy; then closed the door of the laboratory and shot the bolt. He stooped and peered
below the table. There, an old piece of carpeting was draped over awooden box. Vadan chuckled and
began to rise. Then, to make sure, he stooped again and pulled away the old carpet.

A gasp came from the chemist'slips. Apparently, thiswas not the box that Vadan had expected to find.
Hewas puzzled by its shape and its gppearance. Thelid was nailed in place. Seizing ahammer that lay
upon the table, Vadan pried away aboard. He stared into the box. Its only contents were some short
lengths of rusted iron pipe.

THE chemist scrambled to hisfeet. He stared wildly at the door that he had bolted; then looked toward
thefile cabinets at the end of the room. Hurrying in that direction, Vadan seized thelittle ladder and
mounted to the highest step. With quivering hands, he pulled open a drawer that bore the numbers:
96-115.

Largefoldersfilled the drawer. Vadan rummaged through them, muttering numbers haf doud. Hisvoice
became ahoarse, anxious whisper:

"One hundred and nine - one hundred and ten - one hundred € even -

The chemist stopped short. The number that he had just named was missing. He gripped an envel ope that
bore the number 110. The next onein the drawer was 112.

"Benzig!" The chemig blurted the name, in awild cal for hismissng assigtant. "Benzig!"

Vadan had forgotten that he had bolted the door. A dight sound from behind him made him think that his
assstant had returned. Scrambling downward from the ladder, Vadan began to turn. A click from the
door; the little laboratory, windowless, was plunged in darkness. A form sprang forward; Vadan
grappled with an unseen assailant.

The struggle was short-lived. Vadan toppled to the floor. Hands gripped his head and pounded it fiercely
upon the stone flooring. Fierce panting sounded in the darkness. Then the vicious lant held his breeth
and listened. No further sound came from Troxton Valdan.

Thekiller arose. Though hetiptoed, hisfootfals clicked strangely in that darkened room. Then camethe
grate of the bolt as VVadan's attacker drew it back. Eyes peered into the deserted outer laboratory. The
killer moved forth and closed the door behind him.

Deep stillnessreigned in the inner room. Minutes passed; then the door opened and an astonished
exclamation camein the voice of Benzig. The ass stant seemed surprised to find the room in darkness.

"| - I thought Mr. Vadan wasin herel" Benzig was speaking to Crowder, who had come with him. "But
- but thelight isout -"



Crowder's hand pressed the switch. Then came blurted exclamations from both servant and assistant.
Standing just inside the doorway, they stared at the prone form of their employer. Troxton Vadan was
lying face up on thefloor, at the bottom of the ladder. His feet were beside the lowest step.

The chemist's head was resting in apool of blood. His skull had been fractured by that smash againgt the
floor. Crowder and Benzig staring, both had the same thought. The servant wasthe first to voiceit, in an
awed gasp.

"Dead!" whispered Crowder, tensdly. "The master - Mr. Vadan - someone haskilled him!"
CHAPTER VI. TWO GUINEA PIGS

ONE hour after Crowder and Benzig had discovered the body of Troxton Vadan, Police Commissioner
Wainwright Barth emerged from atelephone booth at the Cobalt Club. He hurried excitedly to the cloak
room and thrust his head across the counter while he pointed out his coat and hat. He wanted the
garments quickly.

Seizing his coat from the attendant, Barth began to put it on as he hastened toward the outer door. As he
neared the exit, the commissioner bumped into another person who was entering. Grasping his spectacles
just asthey were about to drop from his nose, Barth found himsdlf face to face with Lamont Cranston.

"Sorry, commissioner,” remarked the millionaire, in hisquiet manner. "What isthe trouble?

"An important police case," responded Barth, pausing long enough to explain hishaste. "A strange deeth
that requires my persond investigation.”

"Y ou haveyour car here?'
"No. | intend to take a cab."
"Not at dl. My limousineis outside. At your service, Mr. Barth."

Turning, Cranston accompanied the commissioner to the sdewak. Stanley caught the door man'ssignal.
Thelimousinerolled over to the curb. Cranston motioned Stanley to remain at thewhed. Whilethe
Cobalt Club attendant was opening the door of the car, Cranston gave instructions.

"Drive Commissioner Barth wherever he orders,” said Cranston, to Stanley. "Keep the car at his
disposal. Smply telephone me, Stanley, so that | shall know where to reach you."

"Thisisfine of you, Crangton!" exclamed Barth, as he was stepping into the limousine. "But | shall not
accept the latter part of your offer. Assoon as | have reached my destination, | shall send the car back
here. That is" - the commissioner paused - "unless-"

"Unlesswhat?' queried Cranston, quietly.

"Unlessyou should careto go dong,” completed Barth. "Perhaps’ - the commissioner'stone was dightly
condescending - "perhaps you might be interested in observing the law at work."

"Very wel," responded Crangton, with the dightest trace of a smile upon histhin lips. " Supposel
accompany you, commissoner.”

With that he entered the car and passed the speaking tube to Barth. The commissioner gave Stanley the
address of Troxton Vadan'shome. The limousine rolled northward, while Barth talked to Cranston.



"I WAS summoned last night," explained the commissioner, "to view the scene of an extraordinary
mystery. Of course you have read about it in the newspaper, Cranston. | refer to the strange death deep
that overpowered four victims."

"| glanced at the headlines," responded Cranston, "but | did not read the details. Arethevictims
recovering?'

"Their condition had not changed at three o'clock this afternoon. | received areport from the physicianin
charge - Doctor Seton Lagwood."

"I have heard of him. A specidist in such maadies as deeping sSckness.”

"Y es. Somewhat radica in his methods of treatment, | understand, and therefore the very man to handle
these cases.”

"Why s0?"

"Because the victims were overcome by what appears to be anew malady. A more conservative
physician would not give these cases the thorough attention that Lagwood has exhibited. | believe that the
coincidence was most fortunate.”

"To what coincidence do you refer?’

"The episode," explained Barth, "took place in an gpartment building not far from the Taleyrand Hospitd.
Hence the victims were taken there for treatment. The Talleyrand chancesto be the one Manhattan
hospitd that relies solely upon Doctor Lagwood in cases of this sort.”

"Quite acoincidence," responded Crangton. "What of the case which now summonsyou,
commissoner?'

"It concerns the death of achemist named Troxton Vadan," stated Barth. "Nothing to do with last night's
occurrence. We proved conclusively that crime was absent at the gpartment of Seth Tanning. But thereis
evidence of crimeat Troxton Vadan's.

"Detective Cardona- acting inspector for the present - is under ingtructions to notify me of any unusua
cases that he encounters. He called me at the club to tell me of thisone. It appearsthat Troxton Vadan
was found dead in hislaboratory; and the evidence ba ances between foul play and accidental desth. The
very type of casethat requires my persona attention.”

WHEN the limousine pulled up in front of Vadan's house, a policeman gppeared and saluted the
commissioner. The officer led theway up the brownstone steps and down the inner stairway into the
large laboratory. Here Barth and Cranston were met by Joe Cardona, who led them into the smaller
room. They viewed Vadan's body. Barth |ooked toward the police surgeon who had just completed an
examination.

"Death was instantaneous, commissioner,” reported the physician. "Caused by afracture at the back of
the skull. His head must have received aterrific blow."

"A fdl from the ladder would have been sufficient?"

"Y es. Theman looks like he was a hedlthy specimen; but heis certainly well dongin hissixties. Vertigo
would not be unexpected. The effort of climbing the ladder could have caused it.”

"Then the evidence points to accidental deeth.”



Barth made this statement in atone of assurance. It brought a smile from Cardona, who was standing by.
The detective invariably encountered a problem when he dealt with the police commissioner. Barth had a
tendency to be over-critical of Cardonas judgment; to form conclusions that were designed to belittle the
detective'stheories. In this case, Cardona had waited for Barth to form a half-baked decison; and the
commissioner hed falen for theruse.

"Quitesmple" amplified Barth, turning to Cranston. "One must avoid the usua tendency that isa
common fault of policeinvestigators. The average detective attempts to connect crime with every death
that he views.

"Here we have adead man - well advanced in years - lying with fractured skull at the foot of aladder. It
isobviousthat he opened that high drawer" - Barth pointed toward the ceiling - "and lost his balance.
Thefal killed him. Of course, Cardond" - the commissioner smiled indulgently as he turned to the
detective - "I must commend you for notifying me so promptly regarding this case. Even though my
judgment merely supports the obvious conclusion, you showed wisdom in bringing meto this scene.”

"Just amoment, commissioner,” remarked the detective. "There is one point about this casethat | didn't
have a chanceto explain. Thisroom isnot exactly asit wasjust after the death of Troxton Vadan."

"Ah!" Barth's countenance changed suddenly. ™Y ou mean that you have found some piece of evidence?
Or that something has been removed?’

"Neither,” replied Cardona. "I have touched nothing.”
"But you have made some change since your arrival?

"None. Theroomisexactly as| found it. But it isnot as it was when these men" - Cardonaindicated
Benzig and Crowder - "when these employees of Vadan's entered.”

"What!" exclamed Barth. "Y ou mean that they deliberately muddied matters?'

"Not at adl," declared Cardona. "On the contrary, commissioner, they performed avery smple and
necessary action immediately after they opened the door."

"What wasthat?' demanded Barth, perplexed.
"They turned on thelight," responded Cardona, with asmile.

WAINWRIGHT BARTH stood staring. His bald head glistened, while his eyes blinked through the
pince-nez spectacles. Caught off guard, the commissioner was gill puzzled. While Barth stood silent,
Cardona spoke.

"Taking the obvious, commissioner,” the detective stated, "we can agree that VVadan was on that ladder,
looking through thefile. But it isnot logica that he was doing it without any light. Y ou can't go through a
filing cabinet in a pitch dark room."

"Y ou should have told methiswhen | arrived,” snapped Barth. "This places a different agpect on the
entire case. Come; let me hear what the witnesses haveto say.”

"Here arethar satements.”
"L et them repesat them, in brief.”

Cardona beckoned Benzig forward. The assistant was nervous. Cardonaintroduced him, then ordered



the man to repeet his story.

"l wasin herewith Mr. Vadan,” testified Benzig. "He had just returned from atrip out of town. He was
annoyed because he did not find the evening newspaper on histable. So | took the opportunity to go and
find Crowder."

"Why?" quizzed Barth.

"Because it was Crowder's duty to leave the newspaper here, | crossed the outer laboratory. Then |
heard the door of thisroom close. | decided that Mr. Vadan wanted to be done. In fact, | thought Sir -
but I can not be quite sure - that | heard Mr. Vadan dide the bolt after he had closed the door.”

"Wasthat hiscusom?'
"Yes gar."
llWI.V?I

"Because he had experiments of hisown. | never ventured to inquire into their nature. My work wasin
the outer [aboratory. Mereroutine, Sir.”

"What did you do after the door closed?" inquired Barth.

"l continued upstairs,” resumed Benzig. "'l looked for Crowder. | called but he did not answer. So | went
up to the second floor - that is, the third floor, if you count thisasthefirst -"

"] understand. Proceed.”

"When | came down, | found Crowder. He had come from the kitchen, sir. | mentioned the matter of the
newspaper. He was quite surprised. He stated that he had placed it in thislittle laboratory. So he came
aong with me, to inform Mr. Vadan of thefact.”

"Then you both returned together?"

"Yes, ar. We should have knocked at the door; but | opened it without thinking. | was surprised to note
that the light was out. Crowder pressed the switch, sir. Then - then we saw the body."

BARTH cocked his head and studied the mild-faced ass stant. Benzig seemed to shrink under the
commissioner's eagle gaze. Barth waved Benzig aside and spoke to Crowder.

"Y our story," ordered the commissioner.

"l wasin the kitchen," stated the solemn servant. "I was preparing alight supper for Mr. Vadan. |
chanced to come out into the halway; | found Benzig there. He told me that he had been caling for me
and that he had |ooked about on the upper floor.

"Then he mentioned the newspaper, Sir. So | came down here with him. Benzig opened the door. |
turned on the light. | saw Mr. Vadan's body."

Barth studied the servant in the same fashion as he had eyed the assistant. He paced back and forth
beside VVadan's body. He siwung suddenly to Benzig and snapped a question.

"Y ou think that VVadan bolted the door?' questioned the commissioner.

"Yes" replied Benzig. "But it may have been my imagination. Y ou see, sir, Mr. Vadan had spoken about



the outer door - the onein the large laboratory - the door that leadsto the little alleyway between this
house and the next -"

"What did he say about it?"

"He made sure that it was bolted, Sir. That was before he camein here”
"Isthat outer door bolted now?" demanded Barth, turning to Cardona.
"No," replied the detective. "The bolt isdrawn.”

"But | bolted it, Sr!" exclamed Benzig. "After the delivery men left the box of guineapigs. | am surel did
50, for Mr. Valdan checked oniit.”

"Delivery men?' questioned Barth, of Cardona. "Who werethey?'

"l have Benzig's complete statement here," declared the detective. "There was awrong delivery of
equipment yesterday; today the same men brought an unordered crate of guineapigs. Shdl | have Benzig
repeet his satements?”

"No," snapped Barth, suddenly. "Remove these witnesses. We must examine thisroom at once.”

POLICEMEN conducted Benzig and Crowder from the room. Barth closed the door and studied the
bolt very closdly. Cardonaremarked that there were no finger prints. Barth shot the bolt and turned to
the detective.

"Tel me about the ddlivery men," ordered Barth.

"Yesterday," stated the detective, referring to his notes, "several men showed up with three boxes that
they said contained |aboratory equipment. Thisisaccording to Benzig'stestimony.”

"] understand. Proceed.”

"Benzig says he unbolted the outer door and let them in. VVadan had gone away; he had said nothing
about the equipment. So Benzig went upstairs and asked Crowder. The servant knew nothing. Benzig
returned and sent the men away with the boxes.”

"l see. And they returned today ?'

"Yes. With acrate of guineapigs. Benzig let them put the crate in here. Thisisit - over here by the

"Why did Benzig accept the consgnment of guineapigs? Did he say?'

"Vadan used guinea pigs for some purpose. Had them around the laboratory. Benzig thought the
shipment was OK. - 0 he says."

Cardona expected another question from the commissioner. It did not come. With one of his abrupt
changes of tack, Barth began to pace across the room. He stopped by the table. Cardonajoined him,
while Cranston remained quietly observant.

"Heresabox with two guineapigsinit,” declared the detective. "They're dead ones."

"Humph,” grunted Barth, disinterested.



"And thisbig box drawn out from under the table," added Cardona. "Nothing in it but alot of lead pipe.”
"Humph," repeated Barth.

"Foldersin the filing cabinet drawer," added Cardona. "They're arranged according to numbers. One of
them ismissing. Number one hundred and eleven.”

"Ah!I" exclamed Barth. "Did you question Benzig on that matter?"

"Yes," replied Cardona. "He said that Vadan had him arrange folders according to their numbers. That
was about amonth ago. The only trouble - and | checked on this by examining other drawers - isthat a
lot of numbersare missng.”

“Why?

"Benzig saysthey represented old experiments, formulas and so on. Vadan chucked alot of them that
were no use any more and |eft the spaces blank.”

"Then we can assume that number one hundred and €l even was destroyed with the others. That is, unless
we can positively assure oursel ves that something has been taken from this room. Did you question
Benzig on that score?!

"Y es. Helooked around while | was watching him. But he couldn't figure anything missing.”

Lamont Cranston had strolled over to the table. He lifted the cover of the box that contained the two
guineapigs. Barth saw him and smiled indulgently. The commissioner was concerned with matters more
important than dead guineapigs.

"We must quiz Benzig and Crowder," decided Barth. "However, Cardona, we need a starting point. We
must find it. If we could prove that something is missing from thislittle [aboratory - something that we
know should be here but -"

"Y ou have dready gained such proof,” interposed Cranston, quietly, as he leaned above the box that held
thetwo guineapigs.

"What?' questioned Barth excitedly. "Y ou say that something is missing, Cranston? What makes you
believe 207’

"Thetestimony of the witnesses."
"But they knew of nothing that has been removed.”

"On the contrary," remarked Crangton, turning toward the commissioner, "they were very specific in their
satements. In fact, their arrival at this room was prompted by the disappearance of an object that should
most certainly have been here.”

"Y ou mean -"
"The copy of the afternoon newspaper.”

THE commissioner laughed. He seemed to take Cranston'sremark asajest. Then, recaling the
importance of the case, he became serious.

"Thisisno timefor trifles, Cranston,” rebuked Barth. "Why should amurder have been committed over
an afternoon newspaper? Assuming that some unknown person did remove the journa, how could that



act have aided him in his attack on Troxton Vadan?'

"The answer isquite smple,” responded Crangton. "It is possible that Vadan, had he seen the
newspaper, might have had some occasion for immediate darm.”

"What could that have been?"
"The headlines"
"Y ou mean -"

"I mean," asserted Crangton, firmly, "that the phrase 'desth deep’ might have caught the eye of Troxton
Vadan. That seeing it, the chemist might have ingtantly placed himself on guard.”

"Absurd,” interjected Barth. ™Y our imagination istricking you, Cranston. Thereis no connection between
that episode at Seth Tanning's apartment and this death of Troxton Vadan."

"No connection?' Crangton'slipsformed athin smile. "I must disagree with you, commissioner. | have
just been examining the evidence that provesthe very connection of which | have spoken.”

"Whereisit?' cried Barth, in excitement.
"Here," responded Cranston, tapping the cardboard box.

"Two dead guineapigs?' barked Barth. "What isthis, Cranston - a hoax? Two guinea pigs - dead ones -
have nothing to do with murder.”

"Two guineapigs,” repeated Cranston, "but not dead ones. Examine them more closaly, commissioner.
Tell me, did you ever before observe dead animasthat were on ther feet - in astate that resembles
suspended motion?"

Barth stared into the box. Cardonajoined him and stared also. Cranston's even tones came in quiet
regularity, while his companions studied the caviesin the box.

"The two guineapigs,” remarked the firm-faced millionaire, "are not dead. On the contrary” - thetone
was unchanged, but the words came more dowly, drilling home the thought that they expressed - "on the
contrary, those guineapigs are paralyzed -"

As Crangton's voice paused, Joe Cardona came bobbing up from the cardboard box. Hisusuadly stolid
face betrayed sudden excitement. The detective needed no more to complete the idea that Cranston had

begun.

"He'sright, commissioner!" exclaimed Joe. "The guinea pigs are pardyzed. Like those people were last
night! It'sthe desth deep again!”

CHAPTER VII. FURTHER DEDUCTIONS

ONE hour after Lamont Cranston's sartling discovery, ataxicab pulled up in front of Troxton Vadan's
home. A tall, long-faced man dighted, carrying asmal bag. He wasimmediately accosted by the
policeman on duty.

"Doctor Lagwood?" questioned the bluecoat.

"Yes," replied the arrivd. "Where is the police commissioner?!



"In the basement laboratory,” said the officer. "I'll take you there, sir.”

Three men werein thelittle laboratory when Doctor Seton Lagwood arrived. Police Commissioner
Barth, Detective Joe Cardona and Lamont Cranston were still upon the scene of the crime. Troxton
Vadan's body remained in the spot where it had been discovered.

"| received your message, commissioner,” stated Lagwood. "It was at the hospital when | arrived there. |
wastold that you had discovered new devel opments.”

"We have," assured Barth.
"Isthis another victim?' queried Lagwood, indicating Vadan's body.

"Weare not sure,”" returned Barth. "Our examination has centered upon this cardboard box. Could you
give usyour opinion on these two guinea pigs, doctor?"

Lagwood brought the box into the light. He frowned in aquizzica manner. He lifted one of the guinea
pigs and shifted the stiffened creature from hand to hand. At last, he replaced the guinea pig in the box.

"The condition of thisrodent," declared the specidigt, "bears amarked resemblance to that of my patients
at the Talleyrand Hospital. These cavies certainly appear to be in a state of suspended animation. |
cannot, however, state positively that they have succumbed to the same maady until after | have made a
blood test.”

"Ah!I" exclamed Barth. "Y ou have found an unusua blood condition in the victims at the hospitd ?*

"I have discovered such traces," assured the physician. "'l have aso gpplied various methods of treatment.
But asyet, there has been no result. Thevictimsare dive; their sate of rigidity appearsto be lessening. |
hope for their recovery, that isall.

"Sofar, | have been unable to diagnose the exact nature of the malady. To some extent, it resembles
Trypanosomiasis, the African deeping sickness; or it might be an acute form of epidemic encephalitis, to
which the term deegping sicknessis aso gpplied. These diseases, however, show manifestations of
lethargy or torpor, more than complete coma.

"Seth Tanning and the other three patients are in amarked state of catal epsy; they have assumed that
unusual trance condition which, in past years, frequently led to burids of living persons, under the
impression that they were dead.

"Mogt perplexing isthe fact that this action was Smultaneous. At firgt, | wasinclined to believe that they
werevictims of generd anaesthesia, a condition from which they should by now have recovered.

"This, commissioner, should give you abrief idea of the complicationswhich | have encountered. | have
hesitated to gpply any one method of treatment in unlimited fashion. In fact, | am sill experimenting with
pharmaceutica preparations, in hopesthat amild dosage of one prescription may give indications of
SUCCESS.

"These cavies' - Lagwood smiled as he surveyed the two inert guinea pigs - "may proveto bethevery
subjectsthat | require for experiment. | can take risks with them that | would not consider in the case of
my human patients. Firs, thetests. If they coincide with my findingsin the hospitd, | may be ableto find
the solution to the problem.”

IT wasplain to the listenersthat Doctor Lagwood was forgetful of crimein his hope of medica progress.
He viewed the guinea pigs as an important discovery because they might aid hiswork at the hospitd. It



was Commissioner Barth who brought the physician's attention back to the important question of the
present.

"We have adead man here," stated Barth, pointing to Vadan's body. " Apparently, he had climbed up
that |adder when something overcame him. Do you believe, doctor, that he could have succumbed to this
same mysterious maady that has affected those two guinea pigs?”

"Certainly," responded Lagwood, promptly. "Thereis every indication of it. The fact, however, would be
difficult to prove.

"ery $?I

"Becausethe victim is dead. We may assume, however, that he was overcome smultaneoudy with the
guineapigs. My bdlief isbased upon last night's occurrence. Had any of thosevictimsat Tanning's been
upon aladder, they would have fallen in the same manner asthis man.”

"Then you bedlieve that the degth was accidental ?*

"Inasenseyes. Inasense no.” The physician'slong face showed afurrowed smile at hisown
paradoxica statement. "I should say that the fall from the ladder was accidentd. But | cannot speak for
the condition which induced that fal. Y ou are faced by the same problem that you found a Tanning's."

"That'sright," asserted Joe Cardona. "Commissioner, |'ve got atheory about last night. Four people
going out al at once. It must have been some gas that knocked them out.” He turned to L agwood.
"What's your opinion on that, doctor?"

"l had the sameidea," responded Lagwood, serioudly. "In fact, | had planned to try vapor treatmentsin
an endeavor to neutraize the blood conditions of the patients. But my observationsin thislaboratory lead
meto believe that we may be concerned with some amazingly virulent bacillus, not with anoxious ges.”

"That soundsincrediblel” exclamed Barth. "Last night, four persons were overcome simultaneoudy. Here
we have the evidence of the guineapigs, to indicate that VVadan was overcome by the same cause.
Cardonamay beright, doctor. A gas-"

"What of these guineapigs?' interposed L agwood, indicating the crate upon the floor.

A SMILE showed upon Lamont Cranston'slips as Barth and Cardona turned toward the crate.
Commissioner and detective had forgotten al about the shipment that had been delivered. The guinea
pigsinthe crate weredl dive.

"The hypothesis of apoison gas,” stated Lagwood, "isonethat | now find it necessary to rgect. | shal,
however, make experiments upon one of theserigid guineapigs, utilizing avapor asaneutraizer.

"But it isevident that a poison gas, loosed in this closed room, would have had effect upon dl life
smultaneoudy. None of the rodentsin this crate show any signs of lethargy. Besides that, commissioner,
there is another point to be considered. How soon after desth was the body discovered?”

"Almost immediately,” replied Barth.
"Was the door of thisroom opened or closed?' questioned Lagwood.
"Closed," stated Barth. "Vadan's ass stant opened it and entered with the servant.”

"Did ether of them experience any dizziness?"



"They made no statements of that sort.”

"Which proves," concluded Lagwood, "that no noxious gas was present. In thissmall room - with no
open windows - the atmosphere could not have cleared before those persons arrived.”

"That istrue," agreed Barth. "Tdll us, doctor, what would you propose as the next step?”

"For my own part,” responded Lagwood, emphaticaly, "1 should like to return to the hospital and begin
experiments upon these guineapigs at once. This dead man isaproblem for the police. My duty isto
congder thewefare of four who are dill dive."

"You areright,” said the commissioner. "Cardona, cal acab for Doctor Lagwood. Tie up that box with
the two guineapigs. Human lives are dtill at stake.”

The specidist departed with the guinea pigs boxed benegath his arm. The commissioner seated himsdlf at
Vadan's table and began to strum upon the woodwork while Cranston looked quietly about the room.

"A new quiz may bring the answer," speculated the commissioner. "Either Benzig or Crowder could have
been in thisroom. Their meeting upstairs did not take place until some time after Benzig claimsto have
left here.

"Benzig might have remained; or Crowder might have been hidden in that closet. Benzig could have taken
the newspaper; or Crowder could have failed to place it here. The hidden man could have attacked
Vadan; then unbolted this door and lft. Do you follow me, Cranston?”

"Yes," camethe quiet reply.

"Leaving, the murderer could have unbolted the outer door to make it gppear that someone had fled.”
Barth was picturing a scene involving one of Vadan's employees. "The ddivery men could hardly have
had anything to do with Vadan's death. Why should they have made two trips here?"

Thistime, Crangton had no reply. He glanced at his watch and appeared surprised at the lateness of the
hour. Barth sensed that hisfriend was anxiousto leave. He arose from hischair.

"I can come back to the club by cab,” declared Barth. "1 doubt that the coming quiz would be of but little
interest to you, Cranston. Should you care to learn about them, | can tell you of our findingswhen | see
you a theclub."

"Very well," agreed Cranston. " believe that it would be best for meto leave, commissioner.”

FIVE minuteslater, Lamont Cranston's limousine rolled away from the home of Troxton Vadan. After a
southward trip, it turned into a secluded side Street. Stanley parked at his master's bidding. A blackened
form emerged slently from the rear door.

The light clicked in The Shadow's sanctum. Hands appeared benegth the bluish glow. A soft laugh
sounded as deft fingers began to inscribe written thoughts that faded in mysterious fashion. The Shadow
was cons dering facts that he had noted at Troxton Valdan's.

Vadan. Guineapigs.

To Commissioner Wainwright Barth, this written statement would have meant the connection that had
been discussed with Doctor Seton Lagwood: namely, the S multaneous overpowering of the chemist and
the rodents in the box upon the table. To The Shadow, however, it inspired a new deduction.



Why had Troxton Vadan kept guineapigsin hislittle |aboratory? Obvioudy for experimental purposes.
Benzig had not been surprised at the ddivery of afresh supply. Therefore, The Shadow knew that
Vadan must have been gradudly diminating the caviesthat he kept on hand.

Thisindicated that VVadan himself had applied the pardytic trestment to the two guineapigsin the
cardboard box. The chemist was not avictim of the death deep. Theliving guinea pigs proved that fact.
Instead, VVadan, with his secret experiments, was logicaly the discoverer of the gasthat produced arigid
dumber!

Delivery men.

Two vidits. Again, The Shadow laughed softly. He could see the purpose. Y esterday, men had come
with boxes. Benzig had gone upstairs while they werein the laboratory. The men had taken the boxes
away. But they had |eft one of the three and taken another inits place. They had stolen the complete
supply of gas containersthat Troxton Vadan had concealed beneath the table in hislittle laboratory!

Cardona had found a box with pieces of pipeinsdeit. Beside the box, a carpeting that had served to
hideit from view. The box with its usaless contents had meant nothing to Cardona; but it had meant much
to Troxton Vadan. Opening the box, the returned chemist had learned that his precious chemicas had
been stolen!

The newspaper.

The Shadow combined this new thought with an unfinished one - the matter of the second appearance of
the delivery men. Thefirst visit had been to accomplish theft. The second, to offset Vadan's discovery.
Last night, Valdan's gas had been tested. Seth Tanning and three others were the victims.

Today, Vadan was due to return. There was only one course open to men of crime. Vadan had to be
slenced - forever. The second ddlivery - the crate of guinea pigs - had been ablind to enable akiller to
conced himsdf inthe closet of the inner [aboratory, there to await the return of Troxton Vadan.

Someone - either the killer or amember of the crew - had seen the newspaper upon Vadan'stable. That
journal had been removed. Thiswas proof that someone in the crew - probably the killer - knew the
contents of the box that had been stolen on the previous day. That same man might have been the one
who had precipitated a gas bomb into Seth Tanning's apartment.

The murderer.

The Shadow was andyzing the find Situation. He was picturing the attack upon Troxton Vadan. The
chemist had returned. No newspaper had been there to give him an inkling that his stolen discovery had
been used for crime. Y et he must have suspected trouble because of Benzig's report concerning the
delivery men.

Vadan had brought out the hidden box. He had found it to be a subgtitute for the one that he had Ieft. He
had climbed the ladder, to seeif hisfileswereintact. He had learned that one - number 111 - was
missing. Then thekiller had attacked.

The murderer had chosen darkness. Hiswork done, he had fled, probably fearing the prompt return of
Benzig.

He had probably not seen the two guinea pigs in the cardboard box. He had made no attempt to turn on
thelight again.

That oversight marked him as aman of brute strength who lacked craft.



The Shadow could see the scheming of amaster brain; but he knew that the actual murder of Troxton
Vadan had been | ft to an underling. The big shot was out of sight, trusting to crooks of gangster typeto
do hishidding.

THE bluish light clicked out. The Shadow had gonefar in hisandysis of crime. He knew that some crafty
superfiend had learned of Troxton Vadan's experiments, that this schemer had called inthe aid of
ordinary criminasto gain the wegpon that he wanted.

There had been Strategy in last night'stest. Had it failed, the stolen box might have been replaced.
Troxton Vadan would have been left in ignorance, to proceed with his experiments. But the test had
succeeded; the result had been Valdan's degth warrant.

A fading laugh trailed through the sanctum. That sinister taunt marked the departure of the black-garbed
investigator. But its ominous challenge carried athought as well. The Shadow, ready to wage war with
men of evil, had considered the strength of hisfoe.

Asyet, there had been no indication that those who had gained Vadan's secret possessed a means of
protecting themselves againgt its power. Though their test had succeeded, crime must wait until they
could guard against the boomerang effects which made others succumb.

Did friends of crime possess this second secret that they needed? If they did, The Shadow must act
swiftly to offset their coming thrusts. If they did not, there would be time for The Shadow to prepare a
well-formed counterstroke.

The Shadow's deductions had carried him to thisfina point. All else had yielded to his keen reasoning.
Whileinvestigators of the law remained perplexed by baffling mysteries, The Shadow had reached the
period of action.

Crime was coming. Crime with apurpose. Preiminary strokes had involved men of the underworld. Such
minions would be used in the thrusts that were to come. With this conviction, The Shadow had mapped
his campaign. Asyet, the odds lay with those who defied the law. But The Shadow, unseen,

unsuspected, was swinging the balance to hisfavor.

CHAPTER VIII. PLANSFOR CRIME
"LOUSY business

Wolf Barlan growled this assertion as he glowered at Spud Claxter. The big shot was seated by the
window of hisliving room, holding amorning newspaper on hislap. Spud, his shrewd face dejected, was
eyeing hischief. Spud ventured aremark.

"The bullsaint wise, Wolf," protested the lieutenant. "Zug got away with it. That'swhat you wanted,
wasnt it? He croaked Valdan, didn't he?"

"Surehedid," returned Wolf, "but it's awonder everybody else don't know it, along with us. Zug got the
bresks - but he didn't make them for himsdlf."

"He was smart when he swiped the newspaper.”

"And dumb after that. He had every chance to make the whole job look like it was an accident. But he
flivwved it when heturned the lights out.”

"Zug wasn't so dumb doing that," put in Spud. " Suppose something had gone wrong. Suppose Vadan
had got away from him. If the lights had been on, the old geezer would have spotted Zug - and



remembered him, maybe."

"Yeah?' questioned Wolf. "So Zug was kind of weak in the knees, en? Thought maybe he was going to
dip?| didn't figure hewasyelow."

"Zug an't yelow. Hejust played it safe. Putting out the lightsleft Vadan in amess. He didn't make no
trouble after Zug grabbed him."

"No. But Zug made trouble for himself. Why didn't he shoot the lights on again?'

"Y ou'll be asking me next why he didn't walk off with the two doped guinea pigsthat the papersare
talking about. Who made the dip-up on them?"

"l didn't,”" growled Wolf. He paused suddenly as he saw aquizzica look on Spud'sface. "What | mean
is, | didn't figure that they were in the place. Listen, Spud. Thiswasn't the first trip Vadan made out of
town. Every other time he went, he took his guinea pigs dong with him. The onesthat he'd gassed. You
understand?'

"Wel, if hedidn't havethem thistrip-"

"He did have them. That's the catch to it. But he must have doped a couple more before he left. That was
something we didn't figure on - something | didn't know about.”

"All right," grinned Spud. "Zug didn't figure on thelight either. And what's more, Walf, it wouldn't have
made so much difference. He couldn't have bolted that outer door in back of him. Maybe Zug ought to
have croaked thisfellow Benzig, dong with Vadan."

"The police are holding Benzig," observed Wolf, somewhat mallified. "Materid witness, the papers say,
but I'll bet they've got the guy under suspicion. It would have been better though, if the lights had been
on."

"Anyway, we got a break. It was abad set-up, theway Zug left it. Lights off, bolts loose, two doped
guineapigs. Say - it'slucky we shipped that crate of live guineasin there instead of the glass beakers|
thought about sending.

"They've hooked up Vadan's death with those people we knocked out the night before. But they're off
thetrack of gas. That was on account of the live guinea pigs. Did you read this statement by Doctor
Lagwood?'

"Yeah," Spud chuckled. "The croaker pulled abull, didn't he? Y ou couldn't blame him though. He
thought he was pretty smart, | guess, when he said any gas would have doped the whole lot of guinea
pigsinstead of just two."

"It worked out nice for us," asserted Wolf. "Gave Lagwood a big boost, which means there won't bea
lot more medicos horning in on the case.”

"Only the one guy to watch," added Spud. "Wl - when you want the croaker rubbed out, passthe
word."

"I'm not worrying about Lagwood," observed Wolf, narrowly, as helighted a cigarette. "The guy isgoing
to be worth more to us than your whole gang. Say - hell rate ace high when those saps wake up around
midnight. Everybody will think he brought them out of the trance. They won't know that the crowd was
due to wake up in forty-eight hours. That'sthe way the gasworks."



"But suppose Lagwood figuresit out?"

"What difference does that make? Do you think any croaker would go around refusing credit? Y ou bet
none of them would. That sawboneswill hog dl the medals he can get.”

"That's right, Wolf. Hell probably figure he woke up the dummies anyway. But just the same - | can't see
where Lagwood is going to help the game. Skeet dipped me the word that he's been working heavy on
these mugsthat we put under.”

"Yeah?' Wolf'sinquiry came with apuff of cigarette smoke. "1 wasjust going to ask you about Skest.
He's got more brains than that guy Zug. What's Skeet got to say?'

"He landed that job up at the hospital. Pushing whed chairsin and out of astore room. Bringing up
packages. Running errands. Sort of ageneral handy man. Got alook in on Doctor Lagwood's
experimental room, but didn't have achance to snoop around it. | told himto lay off."

"That'sright. Has he seen hisnibs?'

"Yeah." Spud pulled a sheet of paper from his pocket. "Lagwood sent him down to adrug store to bring
back some prescriptions. Herés alist of the stuff.”

WOLF received the sheet of paper. Instead of being listed as prescriptions, in the usua pharmaceutica
fashion, the items bore specid namesthat were apparently of Doctor Lagwood's devising. These were
odd abbreviations and each bore a number.

"That's funny," observed Wolf. "Wonder why the medico made up alist like this?!

"Heexplained it to Skeet," stated Spud. "Told him that if Hoffer - that's the old druggist - wasn't inthe
shop, to give it to anybody there. Said he dways had his preparations marked so that a dumb clerk could
locate them.”

"Not abad idea."

"That ain't al. Skeet got talking to one of them men nurses - atrained sedl, Skeet called him - and asked
him about this drug-store guy, Hoffer. Skeet found out that Lagwood and a couple of other fussy
croakerswon't have nobody € se mix their prescriptions except that old timer. All the stuff that Lagwood
gets comesfrom there."

Wolf began to eyethe list. He noted that aline had been drawn through one item. He read the
abbreviation "Neut-Number 6." He pointed it out to Spud.

" Skeet have anything to say about this?' questioned Wolf.

"Yeah," responded Spud. "Lagwood crossed it off. Told Skeet to tell Hoffer that he wouldn't need no
more of it. Not for awhile, anyway. Wanted the old boy to tuck it off in some safe place.”

"Did Skeet sce Hoffer?"

"Y eah. Old wizened guy about eighty years old. Skeet told him about thisline that Lagwood crossed off.
Showed himthelig.”

"What did Hoffer do about it?"

"Dug under a counter and pulled out agallon jug of some green stuff. When Skeet went out, the old boy
wastaking it down into the cellar. Going to put it with the cobwebs, | guess.”



To Spud, the matter was of little consequence. Wolf, however, had another impression. The big shot
studied thelist; then stared from the window and a smile appeared upon his bloated lips. He picked up
the newspaper and began to turn the pages. Spud wondered what was up when he heard Wolf chuckle.

"A couple of dumb clucks, you and Skeet," affirmed the big shot. "Say - what time does Skeet get off
duty up there at the hospital ?"

"Eight o'clock tonight,” answered Spud. "Why? Got something for him to do?!

"You bet | have. It means he chucksthat job. Get hold of him and have him do something dumb enough
to get fired. Crack up awhed chair - anything - just so he can fade out in aneat way."

"But then he won't be watching Lagwood?!

"I don't want him to watch Lagwood,” Wolf glowered savagely. "He's done enough of that. Look here.
Did you read this statement that the medico made?”

"About degping scknessand dl that With al them long words, in |etters that lay over on one side?’
"That'sit."
"l passed it up,” admitted Spud. "Couldn't figure out that it meant anything.”

"It means plenty,” growled Wolf. "Heres where Lagwood says he has abandoned the theory of agas
causing this death deep. Saysthat he had been working on avapor treatment, using aneutralizer that he
doped out after making blood tests.”

"Yeah? What'saneutrdizer?'

"It'sstuff that would kill the gas fumesif you had it ready. They used neutraizersin gas masksover in
France. A gasmask ain't just abag that you put over your head. It's got anozzle that you put chemica in;
but you've got to have the right stuff.”

"Y ou mean that Lagwood may have doped out the stuff we want?"

"You bet | do. For hisvapor treatment. But he's quit that. Hereiit is- thisthing that he crossed off thelist.
Neut. That's short for neutrdizer. Therésagalon of it down in the cdlar of that drug store.”

"And you've got alot of funny looking gas masks over in the hideout!"

"Yeah, just waiting for the right stuff to go in them. Listen. Here's Skeet's job. He's got to crack that drug
dore, see? It'saoneman job. Nobody'll get himif he hitsa cdlar window. Tell him to find that gallon jug
with the green stuff. Bring it to the hideout. Then were set. That is, if the stuff works.”

"Y ou mean that welll be able to follow in after we heave the gas bombs that we swiped from old
vddan?'

"Y ou guessed it. But we're not going to work it too strong at first. 1've got two jobsin mind. Not heavy,
but plenty of swag if they're worked right. And after that - well" - Wolf chuckled as he reached for a
cigarette - "it'sanything, bo, up to the United States Mint."

Spud Claxter sat staring from his chair. His shrewd brain was visoning the possibilities that the big shot
had suggested. Wolf Barlan was leering, with hisydlowish teeth displayed to their full. Then the big shot's
countenance changed. Wolf snarled an order.



"Scram," he said to Spud. "Get to Skeet and give him the lay. Then start out and pick that mob you've
been talking about. Y ou know the gorillas you want. Y ou've dready got an inside crew. But we need
some tough mugs for the outside.”

Spud lost no time. He was rising as he nodded his understanding. He turned toward the door and was
halfway there before Wolf stopped him.

"Don't get too cocky,” reminded the big shot. "Remember, this stuff is more important than those gas
bombs. With that formulathe boys swiped out of Vadan's place, | can get more bombs made up after
weve used the supply. But this neutrdizer stuff is precious.

"It ought to work on account of asmart croaker like Lagwood figuring it out. But don't forget, those
masks will have to be loaded each time. Remember, the bottle's made out of glass, and aclumsy guy can
spill stuff when he's pouring.

"Those masks don't take much and agallon will be plenty if we don't wasteit. But if it runs out, we can't
go around to the Talleyrand Hospital and send in our cardsto Lagwood. We can't say 'Hello, doc. Got
any more of that green neutralizer? We used up al we swiped.’ Do you get me, Spud?”

"l get you," nodded the lieutenant.

"Well," added Wolf, "tell Skeet it'll be curtainsfor him if he buststhe bottle. I've had guys put on the spot
for alot less

SPUD departed promptly after the final admonition. Wolf Barlan remained leering by the window. Then,
with a chuckle, he reached for the telephone. The big shot was ready to proceed with crime.

Spud Claxter was the head of the strong-arm crew. But Wolf had other associates upon whom he
depended. The big shot was wary when it came to mixing his affairs. He had already picked placesfor
crime. He had been waiting only for the opportunity.

Confident, Wolf dided anumber. He chuckled as he heard the bell ring acrossthe wire. Thiscall washis
first step. He was passing the news where it would be well received. He knew that thisfirst recipient
would be pleased to learn that Doctor Lagwood's neutralizing preparation would be gained tonight by
men of crime.

CHAPTER IX. AIDSOF THE SHADOW

SHORTLY before eight o'clock that evening, ayoung man of marked professiona appearance made his
exit from the portas of the Taleyrand Hospita. As he was descending the stone steps, he encountered
an dderly man coming upward. The arrival paused and thrust out his hand to the young man.

"Rupert Sayrel" exclamed the old man. "What are you doing in this bailiwick? Don't tell me that you have
joined the staff of the Taleyrand Hospital!™

"Hello, Doctor Derry," responded the younger man. "I haven't seen you since the year | graduated from
medica school. No, I'm not on the Taleyrand staff. Just happened to drop in to see Freddy Lawson."

"A fine physician, that young man," nodded Doctor Derry. "1 believe that Lawson will become the finest
dermatologist that we have ever had in thisingtitution. Well, well, Rupert. It isapleasure to see you. Still
engaged in generd practice.”

"Y%, S'rlll



The two men parted. Rupert Sayre walked along the street to an obscure spot and entered the driver's
side of aparked coupe. A low voice spoke from the darkness:

"Did you learn anything, Doc?"

"Yes" replied Sayre. "l don't know how important it is, Vincent; but it may be exactly what you are
looking for. | had along talk with Lawson; he spent an hour showing me around the place.”

"Y ou saw the death deep patients?"

"Yes. | did not meet Doctor Lagwood, however. But | remembered your request - to catch the details of
any unusud incident. | learned of onethat has reference to anew attendant.”

"What wasit?'

"A fdlow named Charles Dowther - a least that was the name he gave for himsdf - was given ajob only
afew days ago. It gppearsthat severa atendants were discharged for drunkenness quite recently. This
man managed to gain employment without giving details of previous experience. Being short-handed, the
ingtitution was ready to take on almost anyone who applied.”

lll %II

"Dowther was put to work moving whedl chairs and running errands. He worked on the floor where
Doctor Lagwood's |aboratory islocated and | believe that he must have been in a position to observe
what was going on there. Well, Dowther held hisjob fine until this afternoon.”

"What happened then?"

"Helet awhed chair get away from him coming down aflight of Sairs. First of dl, he had no right with it
there; he should have taken it down by devator. Asluck had it, the whed chair bounced acrossthe
hallway and bowled over aplaster statue of Hermes - alife-sized object. To make matters worse, the
statue fell upon aglass case that contained an architect's mode of the hospita building and smashed that

beyond repair.”
"Was Dowther discharged?’

"No. That isthe odd part about it. Since the matter appeared to be an accident, he was severely
reprimanded for not obeying rulesregarding whed chairsin the eevator. But he gpparently thought that
he would be dismissed, for he returned late after going out to supper. He arrived only twenty minutes ago
and he was creating agreat scene. That was how Lawson happened to tell meal about him.”

"What was the matter with him?"

"Drunk. He camein through the attendants entrance and began to argue with everyonein sight. 'Fire me
will you? Who's going to fire me? I'll resign.’ That was the burden of histheme. So they werefiring him
when| left.”

"Y ou mean hewas till putting up an argument?*

"Y es. Refusing to take the pay that they were giving him. Said they could keep the money and buy
another statue of aguy with wingson hisderby hat.”

"It must have been funny, Doc.”

"It was, Vincent. Particularly because the man was faking intoxication.”



"You are sure?"

"Pogtively," affirmed Sayre. "But | wasthe only person who detected it. Vincent, that fellow wanted to
befired" - the doctor paused to catch his companion'sarm - "watch there! By that lighted entrance. Here
comes the chap now."

A HUNCHED figure was staggering from the side of the hospita. In one hand the man held severd
dallar bills; in the other, he waved a derby hat. He paused to turn back toward the entrance, where
attendants were watching his departure. Then, with afina gesture of contempt, the man staggered to the
Street.

He passed the parked coupe, muttering to himself and balking in his gait. He stopped suddenly; turned
about and |ooked back. Satisfied that no one was still watching him, he steadied suddenly and laughed.
He moved off into the darkness, shuffling out of sight.

" told you that he wasfaking, Vincent -"
"Solong Doc. I'm following him. Thanks."

Sayre's companion opened the door and stepped to the sidewalk. Sayre waited until he had passed from
view; then started the motor and drove off in his coupe.

To Doctor Rupert Sayre this episode had been both unusua and important. He had cometo the
Taleyrand Hospitd in response to atelephone request from afriend named Lamont Cranston. On the
way, Sayre had stopped at the Metrolite Hotdl to bring aong aman named Harry Vincent. This had been
in accord with Cranston's request.

Once - it seemed long ago - Rupert Sayre had been saved from death by a mysterious personage
cloaked in black. He had never guessed the exact identity of that being; but he connected his mysterious
benefactor with afriend whom he had gained at the same period: Lamont Cranston.

Ever since then, the young physician had been ready to conform to any course that Cranston might
suggest. He had served thisimportant friend more than once. Thus Doctor Rupert Sayre had become an
ad of The Shadow.

HARRY VINCENT, trailing the attendant dismissed from the Taleyrand Hospital, was ayoung man
who had played amuch more active part in The Shadow's enterprises. Harry had been assigned to the
task of watching events at the Taleyrand Hospital. Handicapped, he had reported his difficultiesto
Burbank. His meeting with Rupert Sayre had been the answer.

AsHarry moved easily but rapidly aong the streets not far from the hospital, he redized that he was
trailing aproduct of the underworld. Thiswas a correct assumption; for Harry wasin pursuit of none
other than " Skeet" Wurrick. Thisunderling of crime had used the name of Dowther when he had gained
the job at the Taleyrand Hospitd.

It had required two offenses for Skeet to be fired. His smashing of the statue had been deliberate. Skeet
had made it ook like an accident. Reprimanded but not dismissed, he had feigned drunkennessin order
to carry out Spud Claxter's orders. Skeet was now bound for the little drug store that bore the name of
Hoffer's Pharmacy.

Skeet made a shifty detour that brought him to the entrance of ablind aley. He ducked out of sight.
Harry Vincent, coming from the corner that Skeet had just turned, was deceived by theruse. The
Shadow's agent kept along the block.



Skeet had not suspected that someone was following him. At the end of the dley, he found abasement
window &t the back of the pharmacy. He pried it loose, did hiswiry body into the opening and found
himsdlf in Hoffer's cdlar. Skeet ingpected with aflashlight.

Luck favored the gangster. He found the door of a closet, opened it, and spotted the gallon bottleon a
shelf. Skeet recognized the greenish liquid and examined the labd . Extinguishing hisflashlight, he grabbed
the prize that he sought and made hisway back to the window. Three minutes later, he sneaked from the
blind aley and hastened across the street.

It wasthen that Harry Vincent spotted him. The Shadow's agent was returning from the opposite
direction. He caught sight of Skeet's shifty form passing beneath an isolated street lamp. He saw the
bottle that the fellow was carrying. Then Skeet reached the corner.

Harry pursued, swiftly, but with caution. He reached the corner and spied Skeet nearly ablock away,
just about to turn another corner. Harry hurried forward. He wastoo late. He reached the corner just in
time to see a car shoot away from halfway down the block.

The Shadow's agent was chagrined at hisfailure. There was only one course left to him. That wasa
report to Burbank. Harry walked along until he found a cigar store near acorner. He put in acall to the
contact man, made his report, and recelved ordersto return to the Metrolite Hotel.

WHILE Harry Vincent was encountering thisfailure, another agent of The Shadow was at work within
the confines of the underworld. Seated at atablein adive called the Black Ship, asturdy chap with a
chisded countenance was listening to the boastful talk of ahusky mobster sitting opposite.

The firm-faced man was Cliff Mardand, The Shadow's agent in the underworld. Cliff had gained aname
for himsdlf in the badlands. It commanded the repect of tough gorillas. The fellow opposite him - Luke
Gonrey - wasthe type of gangster whom Cliff could maketalk fregly.

"I'm sayin' nothin' to nobody," Luke was confiding, inalow growl. "But that don't mean you, Cliff. You're
somebody. | know when an' how to keep mum,; but | know the few gazebos it don't hurt nobody to talk
to - an' you're one of ‘em.”

Cliff shrugged his shoulders. A bottle was beside him; he shoved it across the table and watched L ukefill
his glass. Cliff knew that something was in thewind. He had been watching for gorillaswho were
spending money. He had spotted L uke, begun a chat with the fellow and let Luke do the talking.

"l got agood breek, Cliff," asserted Luke. "That'swhy I'm tellin' you about it. Real dough init. Got some
mazuma dipped to mein advance. That means there's more comin'.”

"It generally does," observed Cliff. "Sometimes it means a catch.”

"Not thistrip,” retorted Luke. "I'll tell you why. The guy that dipped methe cash” - heleaned acrossthe
table and reduced his voice to awhisper - "was Spud Claxter."

"Thought he was out of town," responded Cliff.

"Spud?' chuckled Luke. "Guess again. Thiswad of dough' - he exhibited a bankroll - "meansthat Spud's
inthecity. An' thisgreen ain't al fins an' sawbucks, neither. Say, Cliff - I'm goin' to wise up Spud. He
ought to have you in the outfit."

"Y eah? What'sthe game, Luke?"

Luke grinned.



"Might aswell spill it," he decided. "Spud's givin' me half agrand. Two centuriesin advance - that'sthe
wad | just showed you. Well - Spud picked me because | know how to use a smokewagon. No Boy
Scoutsin his crew. No argument about the dough. He coughed up what | asked for."

"Not bad."

"You bet it ain't. Say - there's plenty of gazebos would bump off their whole family for haf agrand. But
that ain't the point. What I'm drivin' at isthis. If Spud wanted me, hell want you. Savvy?"

"For hdf agrand?’

"Naw. That'swhere | was dumb. Thought | was shootin' high, but found | was low. Say - Spud won't
find no better guy with arod than you. I'm goin' to tell him that. Savvy?"

" And what then?"

"You'll get abid from Spud. Hold out for agrand. HEll come through. Then" - Luke'stone waswary -
"you an' me makeadivvy."

"Onthegrand?'

"Haf of it," responded Luke, eyeing Cliff warily. "Haf agrandisyours. The other half goestwo ways.
You an' me, fifty-fifty. Worth it, aint it, for thetip?"

"Maybe," ssid Cliff.

"Say," argued Luke, "if Spud cometo you straight an' wanted to talk turkey, you'd hook up with his outfit
for haf agrand, wouldn't you? Wl - I'm tellin' you how we can both split half agrand besides.”

"When are you going to see Spud?' questioned Cliff.

"That's the tough part,” growled Luke. "There ain't no chance of your hookin' in on thisfirst job, because
we're goin' out tomorrow night an' the outfit'sal set. But there's morejobs comin'.

"Same dough for each job. All right. Tomorrow night | buzz in Spud'sear. Fix it for you. You'll beinthe
outfit next trip - an' | figure Spud'll have plenty more dough by then. Y ou get the grand. We split half of it

"Onthefirg job I'm in on? Only that one?"
"All right," agreed Luke, reluctantly, seeing he could get no further. "Areyou in?"
"Yes," replied Cliff, "if you tell Spud that | won't work for lessthan agrand.”

"I'll fix that. Listen. Spud wants me to be here tomorrow night. Thisiswhere I'll get word whereto meet
him. See? I'm to be here every night, because thisisthe joint where | hang out most of thetime.

"Tomorrow, | go out with Spud's crew. The next night, I'll chew the fat with you. Right here, at this
table

Cliff nodded. He made awarning gesture; then arose and strolled from the Black Ship.

Luke smiled gpprovingly. Good business, not to be seen with Cliff any longer. The gorillacrinkled hisrall
of bills. He was looking forward to the rest of hisfive hundred; then another payment, plusacut from
Cliff Mardand.



Outside, Cliff sauntered dong until he reached a dilgpidated store some distance from the Black Ship. He
entered, found a battered telephone booth and put in acall to Burbank.

LATER, The Shadow entered his sanctum to find the tiny bulb glowing on the far wal. Hisinvisble hands
lifted the earphones. He heard the prompt voice acrossthe wire:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Report," ordered The Shadow.

The word came through. The earphones moved to the wall. The Shadow did not turn on the blue light
after the call wasfinished. Ingtead, he uttered awhispered laugh; the token that brought the sllence of his
departure.

Two reports. Harry Vincent had admitted failure; Cliff Mard and was counting on prospectsonly. Y et
The Shadow's laugh denoted satisfaction. His keen brain had divined the reason for the theft made by
Skeet Wurrick. The information gained from Cliff Mardand was sufficient for his plan of campaign.

The Shadow knew that crime was due. It would strike tomorrow night. When crime arrived, The
Shadow would be present at the scene of action.

CHAPTER X. OUT OF THE DARK

EARLY the next evening. Newsboys were shouting the merits of thefinal editionswhen Lamont
Cranston sauntered from the entrance of the Cobalt Club. The millionaire purchased a newspaper. He
entered hislimousine, gave an order to Stanley, then turned on the dome light and began to peruse the
journd.

The big feature of the day's news was the recovery of the four patients at the Taleyrand Hospital. Doctor
Seton Lagwood had gained an unprecedented triumph. He had varied his treatments during the preceding
evening and results had followed.

Shortly before midnight, one of the death deep victims - Mrs. Tanning - had shown definite signs of life.
Her cataleptic condition had relaxed. Respiration had become norma. The trance had changed to

peaceful dumber.

Atintervasof lessthan haf an hour, the other patients had shown smilar response. Then they had
awakened, one by one, to stare in bewildered fashion at their surroundings. Doctor Lagwood had
remained in attendance. At nine o'clock in the morning, he had alowed Seth Tanning to make a brief
statement. The others had a so spoken before noon.

Though the recovered victims showed but littleill effect from their experience, none of them could shed
light upon the strange event that had overpowered them. They could only remember that they had been
playing bridge. It seemed evident that they had lost al recollection of the time period just prior to thefall
of the death deep.

Doctor Lagwood's statement was a brief one. He declined to discussthe cases until later. He was
fatigued and ready for deep himsdlf. Heleft ingtructionsto be called if any of the patients showed signs of
relgpse. Otherwise, he was not to be aroused until eight o'clock in the evening. According to the final
newspapers, no cal had been necessary. The patients had improved constantly during the day.

Lamont Cranston turned off the dome light as the limousine neared a glittering East Side thoroughfare.
When the car rolled benegth the sted structure of an elevated, black cloth came tumbling froma



briefcasein the back seat. When Stanley pulled up beside a secluded curb, Cranston's voice gave new
indructions.

THEN arear door opened slently; a phantom shape emerged and glided off into darkness. Stanley was
holding awatch. Two minutes passed. The chauffeur started the car and headed back toward the Cobalt
Club.

Narrow dleys, grimy street lamps; fronts of buildings where streaks of light issued through cracked
window shades - such were the surroundings that The Shadow had chosen. Skulking forms were moving
through the gloom. Pasty, ratlike faces showed at every corner. Y et none of these furtive passers spied
the cloaked figure that moved with the stedlth of night.

The Shadow had reached the heart of the underworld, that district where every person was his enemy.
Y et he remained unseen in the midst of this hostile terrain, moving stedlthily toward a desired destination.

Had any pair of beady eyes glimpsed that shrouded passing shape, the alarm cry would have risen on the
ingtant. Rats of the underworld dreaded The Shadow; yet the cowards felt security within their own
domain. It wasin these parts that The Shadow had been hunted; where he had been forced to use every
possible measure to escape the hordes that sought him. A soft laugh, whispered in the darkness of a
secluded dley, formed The Shadow's mirthful recollection of those desperate adventures.

For The Shadow, his presence unknown, expected no molestation. Only when shrewd crooks had
scented his approach had he been forced to combat in thisregion. Tonight, he was on amission of
sedth. Though ready, on the ingtant, to match any chalenge that the underworld might offer, The
Shadow was deliberately keeping clear of al encounters. Those would come later - else where.

The Black Ship. The Shadow paused in darkness opposite the notorious dive. His keen eyes, closed to
narrow silts, kept tabs on those who entered and |eft the joint. At last abulky figure appeared upon the
steps. The Shadow recognized L uke Gonrey. Someone had dipped the word to the gorilla. Hewas on
hisway to join Spud Claxter's crew.

Luke was cautious. He looked over his shoulder as he stalked aong the street. But he did not spy the
black-garbed form that followed him. The Shadow, stedlthy as ever, was|ost in the surrounding
blackness. Even when he glided past lighted corners, The Shadow remained unseen. The only
manifestation of his presence was a splotch of blackness that moved across the lighted sidewalk.

The Shadow was working done tonight. He had left Cliff Mardand out of the game. The agent'sturn
would come later. It would have been impaossible to bring Cliff dong the course that The Shadow - no
one else- could follow.

Luke Gonrey reached the back of an old garage. The place was supposedly empty; its diding doors had
long since been ripped away and used as firewood. But the garage was not empty tonight. Luke seemed
to know that fact, for he entered through a blackened door.

Edging from abrick wall, The Shadow followed. This course wasto hisliking. Mobsters had chosen
pitch-darknessfor their rendezvous. Unknowingly, they had formed ideal conditionsfor The Shadow.

LUKE blundered into the back of atouring car. A gruff voice chalenged him. Luke made reply and was
recognized. A group of men clustered close together. Silently, The Shadow approached and stood within
fivefeet of the assembled maob.

"We'regoin' out in two cars," announced one mobster. "Louiesdrivin' thefirst. Gabby follows with the
second. Four in each boat. Louies goin' to pick up Spud. Wefollow where he leads.”



Growls of gpprova. Then came afina admonition from the spokesman:
"No lights 'til we get out of thisjoint. Get that, Louie? An' you, Gabby?'

Grunts of understanding. M obsters entered the touring cars. Louie's automobile coasted down an incline
of planks; the motor did not start until the car had reached the street. Gabby's car followed with its
crew.

Asmotorsroared in the street, lights came on. Thetwo cars filed through narrow thoroughfares, with
cautious mobsters douched deep in the seats. The back of Loui€'s car was reveded by Gabby's
headlights. But the rear of the second automobile was visible to none.

Hence not one of the armed mobsters knew that a stranger was accompanying them. The Shadow had
chosen his course. His cloaked form was resting upon the rear bumper of the second car, huddled
motionless over the sparetire, unreveded by thetiny glare of thetail light.

The Shadow had chosen this perch with the assurance that the gangster cars would keep away from
thoroughfares where traffic was heavy. This proved correct at first. While the two machines wererolling
aong an isolated street, a coupe suddenly appeared in front of them. Blinks of thetail light told Louie that
thiswas Spud Claxter's car.

Thetouring carsfell inline. A haf mile more aong the almost deserted street. Then came the contretemps
that forced a change in The Shadow's mode of travel. The three cars were nearing the approach of a
huge bridge acrossthe East River.

Asthetouring car dowed for atraffic light, The Shadow dropped to the street. He quickly glided toward
the curb. He saw that the three cars were about to make the turn on to the lighted suspension bridge,
where rows of cars werethick in both directions.

A taxicab was parked near the corner. The Shadow entered it. The driver, half-adeep, was surprised by
the quiet voice of an unexpected passenger. The Shadow ordered the jehu to drive across the bridge to
Long Idand.

The driver shrugged his shoulders. He started the cab and obeyed the unusua instructions. The taxicab
fel automatically into line behind the gangster cars. When the far end of the bridge was reached, The
Shadow ordered the taximan to keep on.

After ajourney of about two miles, the gangster cars swung from the main highway. They followed a
street where traffic was lighter than on the boulevard. Peering from the cab, The Shadow saw Spud's
coupe pull up in preparation for aleft turn. He hissed an order to the driver. The taximan stopped at the
curb, thirty feet behind the last of the two touring cars.

A ten-dollar bill fluttered into the driver's hand. While he was examining it, the door opened silently on
the street side of the taxi. Traffic had cleared; Spud's coupe was waiting only for aswift car that was
approaching from the opposite direction, beyond the intersection. Quickly, The Shadow glided across
the street and merged with the darkness of signboards on an unbuilt corner.

Spud's coupe swung |eft. The touring cars followed. Asthelast one swung past the corner signboards, a
bolt of blackness sorang from itslurking place. With swift strides, The Shadow gained hisformer perch -
the rear bumper of thefind car.

From then on, The Shadow's position was secure. Spud was leading the way along secluded roads.
When the carsfinally cameto a stop, they were on adirt lane beside a hedge that marked someone's



edtate. It was here that gangsters dropped to the ground to hear their leader's orders.

"Through the hedge," growled Spud. "Keep clear of the house. We're going to cover the bunch that's
goingin. Let 'em get away an’ don't use no rods unlessyou haveto.”

Mobsters responded their understanding. They scrambled through the hedge and gained positions as
Spud had ordered. Louie and "Gabby" remained in the touring cars, watchful, while Spud went with the
crew. It was shortly afterward that The Shadow followed.

Unseen, unheard by ether Louie or Gabby, The Shadow glided through the hedge. He paused ina
darkened spot to view the bulk of a huge, square stone house that occupied the tract of ground inside the
hedge.

DIM lights from lower windows indicated halways. Upstairs, blocks of light showed an occupied room.
That spot, The Shadow knew, must be the point of attack. Moving forward, dipping past the forming
cordon of mobsters, The Shadow reached the side of the looming house.

He knew that he must reach that lighted room. He decided that the best mode of entry would be from the
back of the house. Moving along the wall, The Shadow reached a secluded spot where adarkened
window showed above. Clinging vines of ivy offered arapid means of ascent.

The Shadow knew Spud Claxter's scheme of action. Chosen workers were due to enter this house and
perform some crime. Meanwhile, the squad of gorillasthat included Luke Gonrey were posted as an
emergency crew. They would cover the escape of the actual raiders.

The Shadow's plan was to enter; to surprise the raiders on their arrival. Working from theinside, he
could throw terror into the ranks of mobsters. After driving the raiders back, he could resist any invasion
by the outer cordon.

The Shadow had started up the wall. He paused suddenly. From within the house, he caught the dull
sound of adamming door, the scuffle of feet upon astairway. The Shadow recognized the noise. It
meant that men were going down - not coming up.

Instantly, The Shadow dropped from thewall. Ingtinctively, be swung aong the ground, heading for the
far sde of the house. As he gained the corner, he heard a crash near the front of the building. Swinging
doors were hurled open from asun porch. Out from the house legped four ruffians, masked and carrying
boxes.

These were the raiders. They had come ahead of the cordon. There had been some mistake in timing.
Spud Claxter and his gorillas had arrived after crime had been consummeated - not before. The Shadow's
scheme of defense was balked.

Asthe scurrying raiders landed on the ground, they siwung toward the front of the house and turned a
stone corner. This course was alucky one. Had they cut across the side lawn; had they headed toward
the back of the house, they would have been targets for The Shadow'saim. Asit was, they gained an
immediate protection.

An automatic barked. The last of the four raiders staggered but dodged on beyond the front wall. The
Shadow's quick shot had wounded the raider but had not dropped him. Thus it was due to cause new
complications. Theflash of the automatic had been seen by two of Spud's outside crew; the report of the
gun had been heard by all.

As The Shadow sprang forward to pursue the raiders who had rounded the front of the house, revolvers



barked from dl about. Powerful flashlights glimmered toward the stone walls of the house. Shouts arose
as mobsters sprang inward across the lawn. Half a score of gorillas were ready to trap the enemy who
had delivered the surprise shot.

The Shadow, balked in his plan to frusirate crime, was enmeshed within the sharpshooting cordon that
Spud Claxter had summoned from the underworld.

CHAPTER XI. THE SILENT HOUSE

HAD The Shadow paused to fire from a spot aong the sde wall of the house, his predicament would
have been magnified. The reveding flash of an automatic would have betrayed his exact postion. Had he
dashed on in pursuit of the fleeing raiders, he would aso have become atarget for the closing cordon.

Mobsters were everywhere, acting with skillful promptness. Those who had seen theflare of The
Shadow's firgt shot were shouting the news to their comrades. Bullets were flattening againgt the sde
wadll. A barrage was forming; mere seconds alone promised safety to The Shadow.

Ducking as he passed the dull light of the sun porch, The Shadow gained the front corner of the house.
Here an open porch extended, with astone parapet. It was the bulwark that The Shadow needed. With
aquick spring, The Shadow gained the top of the wall. There, histemporary flight changed to challenge.

Upon the parapet, The Shadow paused. At that spot, he ddlivered amocking laugh. The taunt rose high
above the scattered gunfire of the sniping cordon. Stout gorillas paused as they heard the gibing tones.
They knew that laugh - the mirth of The Shadow!

Wild, eerie mockery, clear through the night air. Notes of sinister merriment that brought shuddering
echoes from the gray walls of the house. From about came snarled curses, the responses of aroused
mobsterswho knew the mettle of their hidden foe.

The fleeing raiders had gained the front of the lawn; they were diving into aclump of trees, carrying their
swag and aiding their wounded comrade. The Shadow had no thought for them. He was concerned with
the surrounding foemen who had placed him in atrap.

A flash of the automatic would have reveded The Shadow's position. Hence he had delivered his
sardonic laugh ingtead. Itstones did more than spur the escaping raiders to swifter flight. 1t brought Spud
Claxter's crew out toward the front of the house. Their flashlights spun toward The Shadow.

Thelaugh had given them an idea of The Shadow's position. It had aso made them stay their shots for
the moment. They wanted to locate this dread enemy. Individua mobsters who would have cowered at
the sound of The Shadow's taunt were relying upon mass strength. They knew that they had put The
Shadow on the run. Thisburst of defiant mirth incited them to solid attack.

"Hold it!" came Spud Claxter'scry. "Hold it until you spot him. 1t's The Shadow -"

At that ingtant, a swinging flashlight found the corner of the front porch parapet. There, haf crouched,
was The Shadow. A laugh came from his hidden lips as wild revolvers barked. Then The Shadow
dropped suddenly behind the parapet; and upon that instant, hisweird mirth lost its crescendo. Silence
followed the laugh.

MOBSTERS came piling forward toward the corner of the porch. Their object wasto scalethewall, to
pounce upon their common enemy. Suddenly, their shouts of triumph changed to snarled oaths. From the
corner of the parapet came tongues of flame, accompanied by the echoed roar of automatics. Dropping
flashlights marked the spots where cursing gorillas crumpled.



They had learned The Shadow's sirategy too late. The Shadow had known that the first shotswould be
wild. He had ddliberately been waiting for a chance light to reveal him on the parapet. With thefirgt shot,
he had dropped. Other bullets had whistled above, after he was safe behind the wall.

The Shadow worked in split seconds. Hisfall had been with the shots; not after them. The bresking of his
laugh had been thefind touch. The end of the strident mirth had given the mobsters the impression that
they had clipped The Shadow.

All had chosen the shortest route to the front porch parapet. They had scurried in from the open. Then
The Shadow had changed his method. He had lured the enemy into afrontal attack. All but afew late
gorillaswerein the spot he wanted them.

The Shadow's position had become a stronghold. It was a perfect redan, where two parapets met in a
salient angle at the front corner of the porch. The Shadow covered an areaequa to three quarters of a
crce

Mobsters dropped to the ground. Heaving their betraying flashlights, they opened viciousfire. Bullets
chipped chunks of sone from thewallsthat formed The Shadow's bulwark. Shifting, gaining new vantage
points, The Shadow returned the fire, choosing the spots where revolver flashes showed.

Gorillas groaned. Their fire lessened. Half of the crew was silent. The othersfatered. One of the men
leaped to hisfeet and fled. Others copied the example. The Shadow's laugh rose high as his head and
shoulders came up from the wall. His automatics thundered as they sent dugs after the scattering crooks.

Mobstersturned in flight, to deliver wild shotsin response. Whenever arevolver barked, The Shadow's
probing aim chose the flash for anew target. Ensconced in his chosen stronghold, The Shadow had won
the fray. From the moment that he had coaxed the mobsters out into the open, the victory had been his.

Y et The Shadow sensed other danger. He had ended the frontd attack. Some of the gorillas lay
motionless; others were crawling, wounded, for cover. The Shadow wheeled to face the unprotected
area of thelong porch. He was expecting an attack from the parapet at the other end.

THE SHADOW'S action was well timed. During the fray, two fighters had escaped the frontal attack.
They had circled the house, knowing that arear attack was the one method of entering The Shadow's
improvised redan. As The Shadow swung, arevolver barked from the distant end of the porch. A bullet
singed the flowing side of The Shadow's cloak.

Luke Gonrey was the mobster who had fired that shot. He had come up the parapet, boosted there by
Spud Claxter. The gorillahad taken quick am, just as The Shadow whirled. Had The Shadow merely
spun about, Luke might have dropped him. But The Shadow, ever dert, had swung toward the front
parapet as he turned.

Before Luke could deliver asecond bullet, The Shadow pressed the trigger of an automatic. Hisaim was
hastier than Luke's; it was also better. The dug clipped the gorilla's shoulder and sent L uke groaning from
the parapet, into the arms of Spud Claxter.

The Shadow's laugh resounded. Spud did not wait for more. Shoving Luketo his feet, the mobleader
darted for the hedge, dragging his henchman with him. Meanwhile, The Shadow was weaving swiftly
along the porch, firing shots at the blackness above the parapet, to stop any new attackers.

The Shadow had exhausted one brace of automatics. He had drawn a second set and <till had dugs
remaining. As he neared the end of the porch, he dropped to the new shelter that the wall afforded; then
suddenly arose and peered into the darkness below. He sensed that the last attackers had fled. Then, as



proof of The Shadow's belief came the roar of starting motors from beyond the hedge.

The Shadow fired through the darkness. Had the path been clear, he might have stopped the final flight.
A clugter of big trees stood between this end of the porch and the hedge. Bulletslodged in massive
trunks; those that sped clear were not sufficient to halt the carsin which Spud and others were escaping.

The Shadow knew that the raiders were beyond reach; the men with the swag had probably gained acar
parked in the road below the house. Staring though the darkness, The Shadow saw lights glaring from a
house three hundred yards away. He knew that the gunfire had caused an darm. The police would soon
be here.

The Shadow tried the front door of the house. He found it open. He crossed a gloomy hall and ascended
aflight of stairs. He found an open door; alight from an inner room beyond it. The Shadow entered.
Close by the inner door, he stumbled across the body of a servant. The man wasrigid.

Peering into the inner room, The Shadow saw four other figures. One was that of asecond servarnt,
sprawled upon the floor. The man held agun. There was adesk in the center of the room; there The
Shadow observed the other three.

One was aman some sixty years of age. He was seated behind a mahogany desk. His hands were
resting upon the woodwork. His dignified face, embdllished with awhite mustache, was straight toward a
younger man who sat opposite. Thisfellow, too, had been caught in the midst of conversation.

The third man was at the side of the table. He was middle-aged, with a thick-set, hard-boiled
countenance. His position was the most unusud of al. The man had hdf risen from his chair. Hewas
leaning heavily upon the desk, hisweight supported by hisleft hand.

The man'sright hand was just above his pocket. It clutched the buit of agun; The Shadow could seethe
glimmer of the haf-drawn revolver. Like the others, this man was stiffened in the stupor of the death

deep.

THE SHADOW did not enter the room. His keen eyes could seetiny drops of moisture upon the surface
of the mahogany desk. These were rapidly evaporating. They were the last traces of the condensed gas
that had produced this strange scene.

Therewas il achance that fumes remained; if so, they would be gone when thefina drops had dried.
The Shadow did not need to enter. He looked across the room and saw the closed door of asafe. That
told thefina story.

The swag had come from thisroom. The raiders had entered after delivering the knock-out bombs. The
Shadow's laugh was soft but grim. He knew the reason for the handkerchiefs that had been upon the
faces of the fleeing raiders.

Those had not been necessary so far asthe victims were concerned. They had been used to hide
something that chance, distant witnesses might otherwise have observed. Benegth the covering of large
bandanna handkerchiefs, the successful raiders had worn small gas masksto cover their nogtrils.
Goggles, perhaps, in addition, to protect their eyes beneath the handkerchiefs.

Shouts from in front of the house. Police had been summoned by the neighbors. The Shadow took alast
glance at the desk in thissilent room. Thefina drops of moisture had dried. The Shadow moved into the
outer room, found an unlocked window and emerged. He descended by the heavy ivy on the sconewall.
As hereached the ground, he could hear thumping footsteps pounding up the inner stairway.



The arriving rescuers had made straight for the house. They had not yet begun to search the grounds.
Ghostlike, The Shadow moved off through the hedge. His hidden shape followed the sdelane. The
Shadow had found no need to linger.

The raiders had escaped; the surrounding mobsters had been overpowered. The Shadow had seen the
new victims of the death deep. He had learned the motive of crime - the robbery of that safein the
second story room.

Though he had not frustrated crime, The Shadow had wreaked vengeance upon a horde of mobsters. He
had broken up the forces which opposed him. He had forced a change in coming plans, he had made it
necessary for Spud Claxter to produce anew crew before further crime would be possible.

But most important of al, The Shadow had verified afact which he had suspected. The scene of the
crime had told him the definite truth. The raiders had been equipped with more than the gas bombs that
had been used as Seth Tanning's. They had worn masks that had proven an efficient protection against
the fumes that they had loosed.

The crooks had gained the neutralizer that they needed. How? Where? The Shadow knew; and that
knowledge inspired the whispered laugh that sounded in the darkness of thelittle lane. The Shadow was
thinking of Harry Vincent's report.

He knew that the false hospital attendant had been a crook. He knew why Skeet Wurrick had visited the
blind aley in back of Hoffer's Pharmacy. Crooks had profited through the experiments made by Doctor
Seton Lagwood.

A preparation had been stolen; it had served as an effective neutrdizer. Men of crime were ready for
new endeavor. Thelaw wasin ignorance of their methods. But not The Shadow. When crime again rode
high, The Shadow would be prepared to meet it with an unexpected thrust.

CHAPTER XII. THE BIG SHOT PLANS

ONE hour after thefray at the house on Long Idand, Spud Claxter arrived at Wolf Barlan's apartment.
Spud's face was glum. When Wolf received him in the lighted living room, he knew at once that disaster
had been encountered.

"Well?' snarled the big shot. "Did you fliv the job? What happened out at Currian's?"

"They got the swag," returned Spud. " Skeet and Zug - the two guyswith them - knocked out Currian
and the others who were in the house. What happened after that was the trouble.”

"Let'shear it," growled Wolf.

"Wadl," reported Spud, "there was alucky break to begin with, Skeet must have got the glim before |
showed up with the outside crew. Any way, he and the bunch werein before we got there.”

"Skeet got thesignd dl right,” acknowledged Woalf. "I told you | had agood guy planted in there. It don't
hurt if you know his name now. His part of thejob isdone. It was Tully Newe, working in Currian'sasa
servant. He scrammed as soon as he flashed the glim. Gave me acall and hopped arattler to Buffao.
Wl - that'sthat. Go on with your story.”

"We covered the house," related Spud. " Seen the insgde crew come out. Then somebody fires a shot
alongside the house. Wings one of the bunch with Skeet. That started us.”

"It ought to have. What did you do? Closein?'



"Y eah. We knew the guy was by the house. We was out to get him, Wolf. Then all of a sudden we hear
alaugh. Handed me the shivers, that laugh did. Somebody spots the front porch with aflashlight - and
there hewas."

"Who?'
"The Shadow."

Wolf Barlan had paused to pluck acigarette from the box on the table. His fingers relaxed when he heard
Spud's statement. The cigarette struck the table and bounced to the floor.

"The Shadow!" exclaimed Wolf.
"Big aslife," responded Spud. "Up on the stonerail of the porch, giving usthe ha-ha"
"And | suppose you dummiestook it on thelam, en?'

"No. That's where we made our big mistake. Those gorillas | picked wouldn't run from nobody. They
began to open up with their smoke-wagons. The Shadow did anose dive.”

"Clipped him!"

"That'swhat they thought" - Spud'stone was rueful - "until they barged in on that porch. Then the boys
got theirs. The Shadow had pulled astdl - that was histrick. Up he comes and gives the outfit the
works."

"Yeah?' barked Wolf. "What was the mob doing? Standing by and giving him a college cheer? Where
wasther gats? Did they throw them away?'

"They used their rods," retorted Spud. "But they couldn’t do no more than knock off hunks of rock from
that porch wall. The Shadow was behind it, picking off every gazebo that fired at him. | saw what was
happening. | ducked around the house with a gorillanamed Luke Gonrey. Tried to plug The Shadow
from in back. Luke took a pot shot at him and missed. Then The Shadow crippled Luke.”

"So you scrammed?”

"Y eah, dragging Luke with me. There was one other gorillamanaged to get back to the cars. We best it
inahurry."

WOLF grunted. The big shot's face was troubled. Wolf was picturing the events that Spud had rel ated.
Heredized that Spud's mob had at least covered the get-away of the raiders who had the swag. Spud
caught the thought.

"l cameinto the hideout," he stated. "Found Skeet and the others there. They had the guy that The
Shadow wounded. He ain't bad off. But Luke Gonrey and that other gorilla- well - we got to get them
somewhere."

"Whered you leave them?"

"The other side of the bridge. Lucky | did, too. There's cops on the bridges looking over al the carsthat
are coming in. Guess The Shadow scrammed and after that the bulls showed up at Currian's.”

Wolf Barlan paced back and forth across the floor. He was worried; but his menta state seemed to spur
his planning. A fierce leer showed on hisugly face.



"Fguring on something, Wolf?" queried Spud.
"Yeah," returned the big shot.

"Don't forget them two guys," reminded the mobleader. ™Y ou ought to know some place where | could
lug them. There'sa sawbones | know down on the Bowery; | don't think the bulls have been watching
him."

"Leavethat to me," assured Wolf. "I got a couple of placeswhere | could send them. Used to have
plenty of gorillas get in trouble when | was handling that night-club racket. I'm just thinking of the best
place.

"But I'm thinking of alot besides. I'm thinking of The Shadow. Hestrying to crimp the game. That means
welve got to shift our plans. Sit down, Spud, whilel go over this. I'mworking it out.”

Spud seated himsdlf in an easy-chair and watched Wolf pace back and forth. At timesthe big shot's
expression denoted worry; at intervalsit cleared, findly it showed atriumphant grin. Wolf took achair
opposite his henchman.

"Listen, Spud," announced the big shot. "When you ded with The Shadow, you've got to be smart.
That'swhy I'm making new plans. First of al, I'm trying to figure out how he got wise about tonight'sjob.
Theresonly one way he could have.”

"Traling my mob?"

"Y eah. It'sacinch he don't know about the hideout; but he probably knowsyou'rein the game. That
worriesyou, en? Well, it worries me just as much; but | see an out for both of us. I know away that'll fix

everything.”"

SPUD managed asickly grin. Wolf'swords had actualy worried him; the assurance that the big shot had
some scheme began to give him restored confidence.

"The Shadow don't know you're hooked up with me," stated Wolf, in positive fashion. "That's something
that he's not going to know. | waswisewhen | picked you" - Wolf paused to chuckle - "on account of
your having worked for alot of guysthat were running rackets. How's The Shadow going to know which
oneyoure with? Get that idea?"

"But if hetrailsme here, Wolf -"

"Hewont. You're not coming here. Y ou're not going round the hideout, either. Leave that to Skeet and
Zug. Say" - something important occurred to the big shot - "did you look over the swag?"

"Yeah. A couple of hundred grand, mostly in securities.”

"Including the bonds that Throckmorton brought with him?"

"Y eah. Skeet grabbed them first."

"All right. WEll leave them lay at the hideout. Y ou stowed them in that hidden safe, didn't you?”
"Yegh"

"Either of us can get them when we want them. They're hot right now; well let them cool. When | say
you're not going round to the hideout, | mean not unless there's something specia that's got to be done.
Don't chanceit unless you're sure The Shadow's not on your trail.”



"| getit.”

"We're going ahead with the next job," assured Wolf. " Skeet and Zug work from the hideout. They're
safe enough. But you keep on the move; never let nobody track you."

"I got to get anew mab," reminded Spud.

"Yeah," agreed Wolf, "to do the cover up on the outside. But you can do that on the quiet. Be careful of
the gorillas you pick. Don't get any more than you have to. Send messagesto them, like you did before.
And pull that stunt of having them start out from the garage and come across you on theway."

"l did it tonight, Wolf. But The Shadow wised -"

"Maybe hell wise again. All the better. Y ou and the mob will be watching for him. If we've got to blot out
The Shadow, well doit. Anyway, the big point isthat no matter what he does, he can't find the hideout
through you and he can't trace me.

"You're safe, too" - Wolf was prompt in adding this assurance - "if you use your noodle. Let the gorillas
do the heavy work. Stand back and keep the old skull working. Y ou used good judgment tonight. Say,
Spud, maybe you'll get The Shadow."

The thought seemed to please the mobleader. Wolf grinned, satisfied that he had aroused his chief
henchman's eagerness for new combat. The big shot arose from his chair. Hewalked over to the door.
Spud arose and followed.

"Scram," advised Wolf. "Phone me, but don't come around. Be careful, dl thetime."
"What about L uke?"

"I'm thinking of him. Give me acal when you get back to where heis. I'll tell you where to take him and
that other gorilla”

"We may have to dodge the cops at the bridges.”
"Don't worry about that until you hear from me.”

As soon as Spud had gone, Wolf went to the telephone. He put in acall and held a short, cryptic
conversation. That completed, he settled in his chair, to await telephoned word from Spud.

THE mobleader had been wary when he |eft the apartment house where Wolf lived. Spud had parked his
coupe half ablock away. He reached the car and drove eastward. He crossed a suspension bridge and
noted bluecoats il on duty, inspecting westbound cars that |ooked suspicious.

Spud reached asmall cluster of storesthat fringed a portion of the boulevard. He stopped the coupe and
aighted. He entered astore and put in acdl to Wolf's gpartment, hoping that by thistime the big shot
had decided what to do with the wounded gorillas.

"That you, Wolf?" queried Spud, speaking into the mouthpiece. "Y eah... Thisis Spud... Over on Long
Idand. Say, about those two fellows. Y eah, they'reright near here...”

Spud paused. He was listening to the ordersthat clicked through the receiver. His eyes began to blink;
his mouth opened as he heard the unexpected instructions which came from the big shot. When Wolf was
through, Spud could not find his voice for the moment. Then he blurted his understanding.

"l getit, Wolf," were Spud'swords. " Say. That makesit soft... Sure... I'll have Louie and Gabby boost



the two of them in my coupe... Yeah, I'll send Louie and Gabby in with the empty touring cars... That's
right, they won't have no trouble passing the bulls at the bridge...

"That'sright. | won't have no trouble elther... Thismakesit acinch... Luke and the other mug? Say - they
won't have no ideawhat I'm going to do with them... No. They won't know where I'm taking them...
Sure. I'll tell Louie and Gabby that I'm looking after the two gazebos... Y eah. That'sdl Louie and Gabby
need to know."

Spud hung up the receiver. He left the store, chuckling as he went. He drove his coupe from the
boulevard and took a side road that |ed to the spot where he had | eft Louie and Gabby with the
wounded men in the touring cars.

From now on, Spud would look after Luke Gonrey and the second gorillawho had been dropped by
one of The Shadow's dugs. Spud was el ated by the cleverness of Wolf Barlan's orders. He had gained
new confidence in the big shot's craft. For of one thing, Spud was sure.

The mobleader felt pogitive that when he had followed Wolf Barlan'singtructions, the two wounded
gorillaswould be safely stowed in aspot where not even The Shadow would think of finding them.

CHAPTER XIIl. THE SHADOW'SMOVE

AT noon the next day, Police Commissioner Wanwright Barth encountered Lamont Cranston in the
lobby of the Cobat Club. Barth had come there for lunch. By mutual consent, he and Cranston went to
the grill room and there took a secluded corner.

Barth needed the quieting cam of a chat with Cranston. For the police commissioner had been on the go
ever snce midnight. Crime on Long Idand had kept him busy. The new appearance of the desth deep
hed made him anxious.

"Think of it, Cranston!" exclaimed the commissioner. " Five men overpowered. Helplessvictims|ft in the
grip of aterrible pardyss. Thereisonly one consolation. Only one."

"The recovery of the previous group?'

"Y es. We removed thefive new victimsto the Taleyrand Hospital where they are under the persona
supervision of Doctor Seton Lagwood. He believes that he can restore them to consciousness.”

"What was the motive of the crime?"

"We do not know as yet. We know that crime wasinvolved, because of the terrific gunfight that took
place outsde the home of Felix Currian. Half adozen dead mobstersthere - dl, apparently, members of
the same band.

"We bdieve that they tried to interfere with the activities of those who actudly entered the house.
Therefore we estimate that there must have been at least one dozen of the origind raiders.”

"Why one dozen?' inquired Cranston.

"It would have required that many," assured Barth, staring upward, through his spectacles, "to have
eliminated so many enemies. That ismy opinion.”

"Does Detective Cardona shareit?"

"He seemed rather doubtful at first. He was rather reluctant, but he findly agreed with me.”



A thin smile showed on Cranston'slips. Joe Cardonawould naturally have been reluctant to state hisown
theory. For Joe Cardona was one member of the Manhattan force who had previoudy viewed the results
of The Shadow'swork. Well did Joe know of The Shadow's power.

Commissioner Barth, however, had branded The Shadow as a myth. Barth's term of office had been
short. It would probably end when Ral ph Weston, the previous commissioner, returned from the
Republic of Garauca, where he was restoring order as head of the Nationa Police.

Barth, asyet, had not learned what experience had taught Weston: namely, that The Shadow actudly
existed and was active in the eradication of crime. All of Barth's success as commissioner had been due
to the regime that Weston had so effectively established in New Y ork. Weston's success, in turn, had
been made possible through the hidden service of The Shadow. Though Weston was gone, The Shadow
dill remained.

"FELIX CURRIAN isamillionaire," explained Barth, unwittingly giving factsto The Shadow, "and his
guest last night was aman named Gerdd Throckmorton. We believe that they were discussing financia
matters and that certain sums of money may have beenin view.

"Throckmorton isfrom Boston. A third man present was from the same city. His nameis Parker
Howland, and heisin the employ of a private detective agency in Massachusetts. A wire from Boston
has informed us that Howland was assigned by the agency to accompany Throckmorton on histrip to
New York."

"What about the others?' questioned Cranston.

"Two servants,” replied Barth. "We have learned their names from Mrs. Currian, who returned from
Washington when informed of the case. There was athird servant, however, whom we have not yet
located. He was employed there under the name of Thomas Devin; but we bdieve that he was a crook,
working for the ones who made theraid.”

"I see. What about the victims, commissoner?"
"Y ou mean their condition?"
IIYSII

"It is unchanged. When Detective Cardonareached Currian's, he ordered them to be taken to the
Tdleyrand Hospital. Then he put in acdl for Doctor Lagwood. He was just too late; Lagwood had |eft
the hospital after deeping there dl day. He was on hisway to his sanitarium on the Sound.

"The hospital called the sanitarium. Word was left for Doctor Lagwood to cal back. After Cardona
reached the hospital with the new batch of victims, the return cal camein from the doctor. He gave
orders concerning the new patients; then he came back to New Y ork. He has been with the new victims
snce midnight. I am going up to the hospital immediatdy after lunch.”

Thetopic ended for thetime being.
When the two club members were finishing their dessert, Cranston put a quiet question to Barth.
"Y ou learned no more about the dead man, Troxton Vadan?'

"Not agreat deal," replied Barth. "He had made atrip to Providence, Rhode Idand, and stayed therein a
hotel over night. It was not the first time that he went to that city. We believe that he may have held a
conference with someone there,"



"On what subject?"

"Chemicad inventions. Vadan was aqueer sort. Hisfied of investigation seemed unlimited. Hewasliving
on roydties gained from formulas that had shown commercia vaue. Paper bleaching, imination of
carbon monoxide in garages, other ideas of various description.

"We cross-examined Benzig and Crowder to assure oursalves that neither of the men knew more than
they had said. We have made no further progress with the case. It till remainsamystery. We have been
utterly unable to trace the ddivery men of whom Benzig spoke.”

With this statement, Commissioner Barth arose and glanced at hiswatch. He remarked that he must
hurry to the hospital, as he wished to be there when Doctor Lagwood examined the patients. He added
that the only other physicians whom Lagwood had alowed to be present were members of the hospital
gtaff. With that, Barth departed.

LAMONT CRANSTON finished acigarette. In deliberate fashion, he arose and strolled upstairsto the
lobby. He put in atelephone cal and spoke in the quiet tones that were Lamont Cranston's accustomed
voice. But when the receiver dropped in place, a soft, whispered laugh came from those thin lips. It was
the laugh of The Shadow.

There was areason for the quiet mirth. The Shadow knew that it would require Commissioner Barth fully
thirty minutesto reach the Taleyrand Hospita . But the man whom The Shadow had called would be
therein fifteen. The Shadow - using the tones of Cranston - had spoken to Doctor Rupert Sayre.

TWENTY MINUTES &fter he had received Cranston's call, Rupert Sayre was seated in the little office
which formed the headquarters of his college friend, Freddy Lawson. The two men were engaged in brief
conversation.

" Speaking of these death deep victims," Lawson was saying, "theruleisthat only staff physicians can
view them. Then, of course, only when Doctor Lagwood permitsit. They arein hischarge. There have
been times, though, when the rule has been stretched.

"Some of the gaff are going up there now; and | think that it would be dl right if you came aong with me.
After al, half the members of the staff hardly know each other. Smply act asif you were accustomed to
the place and | don't think you will be chalenged by anyone."

They went upstairs. They found asmall group of doctors studying the patients. Doctor Lagwood, tall and
dignified, was making afew remarks. Sayre listened while the specidist briefly dedlt with different modes
of treatment that he had applied. A few minutes after Sayre'sarrival, Commissioner Barth gppeared.

Lagwood completed his discussion. The staff physicians|eft. Sayre, however, plucked Lawson's deeve
and held hisfriend in the hallway just as Lagwood appeared with Barth. The specidist was nodding; he
crossed the hdl to his experimental room and made a beckoning gesture. Barth followed. Sayre dso
stepped forward, drawing Lawson with him.

Lagwood seemed a bit surprised when he saw the two doctors who had followed the commissioner.
Then, recognizing Lawson as a staff physician, he made no objection to their presence. The question
which Barth was putting referred only to matters which Lagwood had aready discussed. The speciaist
was merdly pointing out items of equipment with which Barth was not familiar.

"| used thisfor the vapor treatment,” explained Lagwood, indicating alittle tentlike object. "1 tried a
speciad compound” - he picked up asmall, empty bottle - "that | prepared after making blood tests. A
neutraizer. | used it but sparingly. It produced no noticeable results.



"That, of course, waswhen | till believed that the effects of some gas might have been experienced by
thevictims. | knew that the use of aneutrdizer was entirdly experimenta; but it was worthwhileif only as
atest. | abandoned it, however, when the VVadan case proved so conclusively that noxious gas was not
the cause of the death deep.”

Sayre had edged forward. He was looking at the bottle. Lagwood saw hisinterest and handed it to him.
Sayre noted that the [abel merely bore the word "Neutraizer" and the number 6. These were typed
beneath the printed title: "Hoffer, Pharmacist.”

"Does Hoffer prepare your prescriptions aso?" questioned Lagwood, still accepting Sayre as a staff
physcian.
"Yes, indeed," responded Sayre promptly.

"A remarkable pharmacist," commented Lagwood, receiving the bottle and replacing it on the shelf.
"Exacting in his methods, thoroughly relidble. Hisonefault isthe fact that he will alow no other
pharmacist to work with him.

"That iswhy | use my own titlesfor his compounds. For instance, | have caled this particular prescription
‘Neutraizer Number Six!" Should | require more of it while Hoffer is absent from his place, any one of his
inexperienced clerks could find the large bottle and pour out the quantity desired.

"I usethat method with all of my prescriptions. It savesme agreat ded of delay. When experimenting, |
frequently need fresh supplies. Well, commissioner” - Lagwood paused to turn to Barth - "I can only say
that | hold the same hopes for these patientsthat | did for the others. | doubt that we shall have results
within forty-eight hours; after that, we can look for prompt recoveries.

Sayre gtrolled out while Barth was following. Lawson followed. He smiled as he spoke to hisfriend.

"I'll bet Lagwood would have hit the calling if held redlized you weren't on the staff,” remarked Lawson.
"He'sagreat gickler for rules. | nearly fell over when he handed you that bottle. Y ou fixed it, though,
when you chimed in about Hoffer."

"How?'

"Lagwood thinks that Hoffer isthe only rea pharmacistin New Y ork. So that made it fine when you
agreed with him. No one ever argues about Hoffer when they talk with Lagwood. After dl, Hoffer does
know hisbusness™"

"Whereishis place?'
"Two blocks over. Very conveniently located."

WHEN Rupert Sayre drove away from the Taleyrand Hospita, he drove past Hoffer's Pharmacy. When
he reached his office, he put in atelephone call and talked with Lamont Cranston. Sayre'sface, usudly
serious, wore asmile. The young physician knew that his millionaire friend was pleased.

For Cranston had particularly requested Sayreto learn if Lagwood had tried any vapor treatments; and if
30, to find out regarding the particular compound used and the quantity that had been prepared. Sayre
had learned that Hoffer had made up such a prescription; and that only asmall quantity of it had been
sent to the hospital. He told Cranston that Lagwood had none |ft; but that Hoffer probably had alarge
amount available.

AT the Cobalt Club, The Shadow made another telephone call promptly after he had talked with Rupert



Sayre. A thick voice came over thewire. The Shadow spoke; but he used neither his own whisper nor
the quiet tones of Lamont Crangton. Instead, he talked in a voice that was a remarkable imitation of
Doctor Seton Lagwood's. The Shadow remembered the physician's accents, as he had heard them at
Troxton Vadan's,

"Hello. Mr. Hoffer?' There was adight upward inflection in the pretended voice of Lagwood. "Yes...
Thisis Doctor Lagwood... Ah. Y ou recognized my voice..."

"Tdl methis, Mr. Hoffer. The neutrdizer... Y es, number six. | wish to be sure of its exact quantity...
Yes... You aresure? | see... Ah, yes, | had forgotten that | told you to Store it away... | think it would be
best to make certain. Yes, | shal hold thewire..."

Thin lipsframed a smile as minutes passed. The Shadow knew that Hoffer was searching the cdllar for
the stolen neutralizer. He prepared for the conversation that was to follow Hoffer's return. The thick
voice suddenly recurred, in gpologetic fashion. Feigning Lagwood's tone, The Shadow became
indignant.

"What! Y ou cannot find it..." The Shadow paused to hear Hoffer's sputtered excuses. "'l cannot
understand your negligence... No. No... | do not need it today, but it should be available... What isthat?
Ah - you still havetheformula... Of course... | see. Y ou will make up anew supply... The same
amount... Very good, Mr. Hoffer... Yes, storeit until | requireit... Thistime, be sure of where you place
it."

Afternoon passed. The Shadow remained at the Cobalt Club. No calls came from Burbank. The efforts
of the agentswere in temporary abeyance. Y et The Shadow, cam in hisguise of Cranston, was quietly at
ease.

He had learned data regarding Troxton Vadan, but he saw no reason to trace the dead chemist's
previous actions. If Vadan's visits to Providence concerned the gas that induced the desth deep, the
schemer who had met the chemist in the Rhode 1dand metropolis would certainly have covered up his
tracks.

The Shadow had dso learned details regarding Felix Currian and those who had been at the house on
Long Idand. Those facts merely backed up The Shadow's knowledge that crime had been perpetrated.
The battle at Currian's was now no more than a past episode.

THE SHADOW was|ooking toward the future. He was planning his own actions, he was counting on
the aid of one agent, Cliff Mardand. Through Cliff, The Shadow had aready gained information that had
led to athrust againgt crime. He was postive that Cliff would play an even more important part in the

next epoch.

Dusk arrived. Lamont Cranston left the Cobalt Club. He became a cloaked being of blackness. As The
Shadow, he emerged from his limousine and arrived in the vicinity of Hoffer's Pharmacy. He entered the
blind dley that Harry Vincent had described. He used the same method as Skeet when it cameto
dropping into Hoffer'scdllar.

A tiny flashlight blinked. The Shadow, as readily as Skeet, discovered the closet shelf. A new jug had
replaced the stolen one. The Shadow noted itslabel. Hisflashlight went out. Silently, The Shadow |eft the
place and returned to the limousine, parked afew squares away.

Stanley drove to anew destination when he heard the bidding of his master's voice through the spesking
tube. Again, the chauffeur parked and waited while a shrouded form glided from the car.



Stanley knew his master for an adventurer. He was accustomed to these peculiar tripsin the limousine.
He adso was used to the extended periods of absence - months at atime - that marked Lamont
Cranston's globe-trotting tours. Stanley, like Cranston's other servants, had been trained to obey orders
and to avoid dl speculation regarding his master's effairs.

Stanley had never once suspected that there were two Lamont Cranstons. The real one and another who
frequently took his place while the genuine Cranston was abroad. At present, Lamont Cranston was
actudly journeying in the vicinity of Timbuktu. The master whom Stanley was serving was dwelling asan
impostor a Cranston's New Jersey home.

Knowing nothing of this, it was not surprising that Stanley had never identified these limousinetripsin
Manhattan with the activities of The Shadow. Blissfully ignorant, Stanley was parked within half ablock
of the most carefully hidden spot in al New Y ork - the entrance to The Shadow's sanctum.

One hour passed. Stanley was dozing. Again came the quiet voice of Lamont Cranston, ordering Stanley
to return to the uptown street near Hoffer's Pharmacy. The chauffeur obeyed in his accustomed fashion.
Once more, he was oblivious when the figure of The Shadow |eft the car.

Thetiny flashlight glimmered through the cellar of the drug store. It gpproached the closet. Then came
darkness. A pause; atrifling noise; afind glimmer. Therays reveded the big bottle on the shdlf, exactly
as The Shadow had found it. The green liquid glistened while the flashlight blinked.

The Shadow departed. He laughed softly as he moved through the blind aley. The Shadow had
completed histask. He had discovered the new supply of neutralizer. He had gone to the black-walled
laboratory that adjoined his sanctum, there to make the tests that he desired.

The bottle was back upon the shelf, where it could be found when again required. Nothing in its position
or gppearance could reved thefact that amysterious intruder had temporarily removed the bottle and
replaced it.

Out in thelimousine, Stanley sat up promptly as he heard the voice of Lamont Cranston ordering him to
drive the car to the Cobdt Club.

CHAPTER XI1V. THE NEW MOB
"HELLO, Cliff."

Cliff Mardand looked up from atable at the Black Ship. He recognized the hard-faced rowdy who was
diding into an opposite chair. The fellow was known as"Muggsy" McGilly. He was another gorilla of
Luke Gonrey'silk.

"Hello, Muggsy. What's new?"

The rowdy looked about. Seeing no one close by, he leaned across the table. His tone was both cautious
and confidentid. Cliff sensed that serious business was afoot.

"Luke Gonrey wastakin' to you two nightsago,” informed Muggsy. "Right here a thistable. Supposed
to meet you last night, wasn't he?"

Cliff made no reply. Muggsy laughed.
"It'sO.K., Cliff," he assured. " Spud Claxter sent me here.”

"Spud Claxter?' Cliff acted asif he had never heard the name.



"Sure," chuckled Muggsy. "L uke wasworkin' for him. Y ou know al about it."
"Yeah?' Cliff wasdill quizzicd. "Say - wherés Luke? Have you seen him?'

"Luke got crippled in that fight out at Currian's," stated Muggsy. "Him an' alot of other guys. Hetold
Spud about you. Spud needsanew mob. I'minit. So are you."

"For when?'

"Tonight. Listen. Therésred dough init. One grand. Areyou on?'

Cliff nodded.

"Upin Soklow'sold garage,” stated Muggsy. "Haf an hour. The mob's goin' out. Be there.”
Muggsy started to rise. Cliff sopped him. He had one question - anatural one.

"Say," heinquired. "What's come of Luke?"

"I don't know," answered Muggsy. " Spud says he's been taken care of . But | ain't seen him. Maybe he's
in abadder way than Spud wanted to say."

"When did you see Spud?’

"Half an hour ago. I've been sort of hidin' out, lately, an' he knew where | was. Snook in there an’ dipped
metheword. Told meto seeyou.”

Cliff sat dlent after Muggsy had left. He had figured that L uke Gonrey had been dropped in the battle
with The Shadow. But Cliff, following his chief'singtructions, had made the Black Ship hishabitat in
hopes that the missing mobster might show up. This news from Muggsy explained why Luke had not
arrived. It dso gave Cliff the very break he wanted.

HALF an hour from now; at Soklow's garage. Cliff knew what histask would be. He wasto serve as
one of the outside crew, just as Luke had served in theraid on Currian's. Thiswas better than before. It
would beto The Shadow's liking. Cliff got up and strolled from the dive. He reached the store with the
battered phone booth and put inacall to Burbank.

The contact man ordered him to remain. Five minutes passed. The bell rang in the phone booth. Cliff
snatched the receiver from the hook. He spoke. Burbank responded. The contact agent had
communicated with The Shadow; the orderswere for Cliff to go along with the mob.

It had been after nine o'clock when Muggsy had dropped into the Black Ship. It was nearly ten when
Cliff entered the old garage and growled his name to the first mobster who chalenged him. He was being
initiated into Spud Claxter's methods. Louie and Gabby were again assigned to the whedls of the touring
cars. They wereto pick up Spud'strail somewhere dong acertain stret.

The cars started from the garage. Tonight, however, the second touring car had no excess passenger
upon itsrear bumper. One block from the old garage, asmall sedan took up thetrail of the touring cars.
It followed dowly, nearly ablock behind. It was till trailing when Spud Claxter's coupe appeared up
ahead.

"Say" - avoice growled beside Cliff, in the rear seat of the second touring car - "there's arattletrap sedan
tailing us. What about it, Gabby?"

"Watchit," ordered the driver.



Thetouring car turned a corner. Back in the sedan, atail light blinked. A trim coupe, one block behind,
came speeding forward. It followed close as the sedan turned the corner. The mobsters were turning
another corner up ahead. Again thetal light blinked as the sedan swung to the curb.

The coupe pulled up ongside. A man legped from the driver's seet, out into the seat. At the same
instant, blackness arose from behind the whedl of the sedan. The Shadow shifted swiftly to the coupe.
Thetrim car shot forward. Harry took charge of the sedan.

The Shadow's new car swerved the corner. It gained rapidly upon the mobster cars, but did not
approach too closaly. The effect was apparent in the car wherein Cliff wasriding.

" See anything more of that mug in back?" queried Gabby.

"Thereésacar coming dong,” informed the fellow beside Cliff. "A coupe. Good-looking buggy, what |
canseeof it

"| thought you said an old sedan wastailing us.”
"That'swhat was. But it ain't anywhere around.”
"Thenit wasn't tailing us," decided Gabby, with ashort laugh. "That's that.”

The other mobster agreed. Neverthel ess, he cast wary glances toward the coupe asit il kept alongin
back. The mobster cars had reached alighted thoroughfare; they shot forward in procession just asa
traffic light changed. The coupe waslost on the other side of the crossing. It pulled up to the curb, just
behind a taxicab.

WHEN traffic changed, the cab sped forward. The driver had a passenger. The Shadow had abandoned
his coupe and taken the taxi instead. Within afew blocks, hiskeen eyes spied the last touring car asit
swerved acorner to theright.

"Takethat Street," ordered The Shadow, in aquiet tone. The driver obeyed.

Upin thetouring car, Gabby was till thinking about sedan and coupe. Chuckling, he shot aremark to
the silent gunman who was seeted beside Cliff.

"Hey, Goofy," laughed Gabby. "What's following usnow? A delivery truck?"
"Therésataxi coming aong in back," growled the disgruntled mobster.

"About twelve thousand of them in New Y ork," snorted Gabby. "Say you can't go anywherein thisburg
without ataxi being on your trail. What kind of acabisit?’

"I'll look. No" - the gangster paused as he stared from the rear window - "I can't make it out. What did
you want to know for?"

"Thought maybe it was one of themwith aradio init," chuckled Gabby. "If it was, I'd dow up soit could
comeaongsde. Get alittlefreemusic.”

The mobster growled an oath from the rear seet. Gabby laughed and turned another corner on to awide
avenue. Here amedley of cabs came into the picture; the mobster in the rear seat could not have
identified The Shadow'sif he had tried.

Cliff Mardand fdt sure that the cars were nearing their destination. Spud's coupe had led a shifty course,
northward and westward. At last the front car swung toward the blackness of a side street, negotiating a



left turn that gave difficulty to the touring cars. While Gabby was maneuvering, ataxi cut left with awild
swing and headed over toward the far curb of the Side strest.

"Right here," cameaquiet order.

The driver stopped short in front of agloomy, old-fashioned apartment building. He did not know what it
was al about. His passenger had given one new order after another. On the last avenue, he had caled for
asudden left turn, in ahurry. Now it was stop. The driver turned to express an opinion. A hand thrust
him agreen bill.

"Keep the change," said the quiet voice.

Thefirg touring car had swung past the cab; the second, freeing itsalf from traffic, negotiated theturn. As
it coasted close by the cab, the street door of the taxi opened. Whilethetaxi driver was gill fondling the
money that he had received, the figure of The Shadow performed a series of swift legps.

The cloaked shape gained the touring car just as Gabby gave it the gas. Once more, The Shadow was
riding with the mob. Like Cliff, he had sensed that the end of the journey was close. Along this darkened
street, he could risk another trip on the rear bumper.

THE three cars swung right. They came to a stop upon a short, wide street - one of those peculiar,
little-used thoroughfares that run parale with the upper avenuesin Manhattan. Mobsters cameto the
sdewak. They followed Spud's lead through a passageway between two old gpartment buildings.

It was here that Spud gave hisinstructions as he pointed ahead. He was explaining the location of an
old-fashioned apartment building, the corner of which wasjust visible from this spot. Spud wasterse,

"Weve got to cover it dl around,” said the mobleader. "Muggsy and Mardand pick the fire tower. The
rest keep farther off. Two of you opposite the front door. Louie and Gabby will do. We don't need you
inthe carstonight.”

Mobsters moved toward the designated positions. Cliff found himsdf with "Muggsy,” in ashort, blind
alley that was by the bottom of the fire tower. Muggsy moved forward to inspect the darkness. Cliff was
about to follow when a soft hissrestrained him. Cliff caught awhispered command. It wasfrom The
Shadow, unseen in the darkness.

Muggsy returned, passing the lighted entrance to the tower. Cliff put aprompt question, onethat The
Shadow had ingpired by hiswhispered command.

"Say, Muggsy," suggested Cliff. "Get out to Spud and ask him wheat floor the job is on. We ought to be
posted. Somebody might start afool racket upstairs. If we don't know the floor, we won't know what to
do about it."

"Guessyou'reright, Cliff."

Muggsy sdled out from the dley. Cliff caught sight of a blackened shape that moved swiftly into thefire
tower, unseen by the departing gangster. Once ingde, The Shadow's form became unseen. Muggsy
returned. He had found Spud across the street.

"Fourth floor," informed Muggsy. " Side toward this street. Number 4G, Spud says."

Within the fire tower, The Shadow moved into the blackness of the dairs. Silently, hisform wasgliding
upward. His keen ears had caught Muggsy's words. The Shadow was moving to his post.



CHAPTER XV. CARDONA FINDSLUCK

WHILE The Shadow was trailing mobsters bent on new crime, Commissioner Wainwright Barth and
Detective Joe Cardona were concerning themsalves with old events. The two representatives of the law
were at the Talleyrand Hospital, in conference with Doctor Seton Lagwood.

Thefirst of the death-deep patients had recovered. The others were showing signs of life. Doctor
Lagwood's hopes had been redized. Aswith thefirst group of victims, the time eement of forty-eight
hours had done its hel pful work.

"My former patients' - Doctor Lagwood was speeking from his chair in the experimental room -
"recovered a midnight. We dlowed them until morning before they were questioned regarding their
experience.”

"Would you advise the same in this case?' asked Barth.

"I would," nodded Lagwood. "Unquestionably their mindswill be clearer then. Of course, if itis
imperative, we could alow one or two of them to speak. But | advise the utmost caution for the
present.”

"Very well," decided Barth. "Come, Cardong, let usleave.”

"Just aminute, commissioner,” inssted the detective. "I want to find out which one of that bunch woke up
first. Which onewasit, doctor?’

Doctor Lagwood picked up achart from the table. He consulted it carefully, then made hisreply.
"Gerdd Throckmorton," stated the physician. "L et me see - heisthe man from Boston, is he not?!

"Yes" Cardonaturned to Barth. "Commissioner, I'd like to ask that fellow just one question. Why he
came down here with a private detective.”

"Could we dlow that?' Barth asked Lagwood.

The physician pondered. At first, he seemed on the point of refusing the request. Then, after giving more
thought, he decided that it would be alowable. He conducted Barth and Cardona aong a halway and
into a private room. There they saw Gerald Throckmorton propped, white-faced, upon the pillows of a
cot.

Despite his pallor, Throckmorton seemed very much awake. His eyeswere clear asthey saw the visitors.
Hislips opened and he amiled as he put a greeting to Lagwood.

"Hello, Doc," said the young man, "you're back again, en? Who are your friends?"

"Commissioner Barth," introduced Lagwood, "and Detective Cardona. The latter has a question which he
would like answered. Y ou were accompanied to New Y ork by a private detective. Why was he with
you?'

"That'salong story," smiled Throckmorton.

"Just give the primary reason,” urged Lagwood. "Did you fear robbery? Did you have vauables with
you?'

"Yes," responded the young man, haf closing hiseyes. " Securitiesto ddliver to Currian.”



DOCTOR LAGWOOD turned to Cardona. The detective nodded. This gave him the start he wanted.
Throckmorton had been robbed, but apparently did not know it. Lagwood's gesture indicated that it
would be unwise to worry him with the news.

Barth turned toward the door. Cardona was about to follow when Throckmorton opened his eyes and
again smiled. He spoke, half in atone of surprise.

"You'releaving?' he queried. "l wanted to talk longer -"
"Wait until the morning,” interposed Lagwood. "Detective Cardonawill be back then."

"All right," agreed Throckmorton. "Tomorrow morning will beal right. Just so long as| can talk before
Wednesday night."

Joe Cardona stopped abruptly. Almost involuntarily, he spoke doud, responding to the statement that
Throckmorton had made.

"Wednesday night?' he queried. "Thisis Wednesday night.”

Throckmorton swung in the bed and propped his head on one e bow. He was completely aroused from
his lethargy. His tone, though bewildered, was clear.

"Wednesday night?' he echoed. "It - it can't be. Why | wasat Currian'slast night - Monday night. | - | -
have been adeep for two days? | thought it was only one.”

Doctor Lagwood stepped forward anxioudy. Commissioner Barth was also apprehensive. Joe Cardona
remained stolid, as Throckmorton blurted objections to the two men who tried to quiet him.

"I've got to talk!" he cried. "I know that crooks must have grabbed my securities. Currian's safe was
open. They could haverifled it, too. But that's nothing! Tonight - Wednesday night - you can't stop me!
I'm going to talk!"

"The result might be serious,” warned Lawgood, turning to Barth. "He can speak if you order it; but the
consegquences will be your own. | spegk asaphyscian.”

"Quiet him," agreed Barth. "Hislife may be a stake."

"Perhaps," broke in Cardona, thrusting forward between the physician and the commissioner, "but maybe
other lives are dready at stake. I'll stand for the consequences, commissioner. | want to hear thisman's
Satement.”

For an ingtant, Barth boiled with indignation. He glared at Cardona while Doctor Lagwood stood by,
shaking his head in troubled fashion. Angered at Cardona's insubordination, the commissioner was ready
to use forcible measures. It was Throckmorton who changed the situation. Already the recovered patient
was gripping Cardona's coat, pouring out his story to the detective.

"Somebody knew | was coming to Currian's," blurted Throckmorton. "A servant there - one Currian was
suspicious about - that's why he had armed the others. | had the dick aong with me. He was armed,
too.

"But nobody - not even the dick - knew why | was bringing those securitiesto Currian. Even Currian
didn't know. He knew | wanted to borrow as much as | could get on them; he was giving me a check.
But he didn't know why | wanted the money.



"I'll tell you why. Did you ever hear of Rufus Galder? Big millionaire who collectsrare jewels? Well, he's
sdling some of them tonight. Going to have the wholelot a his gpartment. Herein New Y ork -
Wednesday night - Rufus Galder."

THROCKMORTON paused for bregth. He was defiant as he looked toward Barth and Lagwood.
They could not stop him now. He spoke again to Cardona.

"Nobody knew | was borrowing money from Currian so | could show up at Gader's and bid for some of
those gems. A friend up in Boston told me about the sdle. Big banker there, Tony Sharman. He couldn't
makeit. Said to use hisnamewhen | called on Galder.

" Sharman seemed worried. Said Galder had been pulling these private sales too often.” Throckmorton
wastaking in syllabic utterances. "Told meto hireadick. Said to call Galder. Advise him to have police
there. Sharman's advice to Galder. Asafriend.

"I never called Gader. Went to Currian's. Woke up here. When you came in, the whole thing came
back. Idea hit me. Crooks must have got us at Currian's. If they knew there was money loose & his
place, they ought to know there would be jewels at Galder's. Get it? Only afew people a Currian's -
two of us, detective, servants. Lot of people at Galder's maybe. Crooks found out about Currian's-"

"And you figure," interrupted Cardona, "that there's a bigger chance they'd know about Galder's.”
"That'sit!" exclaimed Throckmorton, dropping back on the pillows.

"It'swhat | figure, too," asserted Cardona, turning to Commissioner Barth. "We're up againgt hot crime.
The crooks are moving fast to keep ahead of us. There was an insde man at Currian's, aservant, and
you can bet therell be aninsde man at Gader's."

Cardonaturned to Doctor Lagwood. He indicated Throckmorton, propped in the bed.

"The patient'syours, Doc," declared the detective. "Hope he didn't overtax himself, but he looks better
now he's got that worry off hischest.”

Without further hesitation, Cardona strode toward the door. Commissioner Barth, excited, stalked after
him. Barth had forgotten the insubordination. He was willing to follow Cardona's lead even further, in
face of thispossible crisis.

"Y ou're caling heedquarters?' questioned Barth, asthey reached the hal together. " Getting some men up
there?'

"Y ou're the boss, commissioner,” replied Cardona, stopping short. "But if you want a suggestion, I've got
it. Thefirst personto call is Rufus Galder. If you do that, to put him on guard - he'd listen quick to you - |
can be on another phone starting the bal rolling.”

"Theradio patrol," nodded Barth, "dl the available police in the vicinity, squad of plain-clothes men.
Form acordon around -"

The commissoner had reached aroom where atelephone showed on atable. Cardonakept on while
Barth went in to send his call to Rufus Galder. Seizing atelephone book, the commissioner found the
number that he wanted. Rufus Galder waslisted asliving at the Castdlan Apartments. His phone number
was Drury 8-3155. Barth picked up the telephone.

GERALD THROCKMORTON'S story was bringing prompt results. It was no shot in the dark. For the
Castdlan Apartments were located in the building that Spud Claxter's mob had already surrounded; and



the number of Rufus Galder's gpartment was 4G.

Joe Cardona had found luck. The detective'sing stence was bringing the forces of the law to acombat
with Wolf Barlan's minions. Cardona had heard Throckmorton out. Following the Bostonian's hunch, Joe
was getting somewhere.

Commissioner Barth had caught the contagious excitement of the ace detective. Indinctively, hewas
following the hunch. Like Cardona, Barth believed that crime was due at Rufus Galder's. The
commissioner was out to Stopit.

So was The Shadow. Whereas the law was springing to belated action, on the supposition that evil was
impending, The Shadow had aready |earned the truth and was present on the scene.

CHAPTER XVI. THE RAID

THE SHADOW had reached the fourth floor of the fire tower. Here he had found a steel door that
opened outward. Its outer knob would not turn. It was latched. Y et it had not troubled The Shadow.

Using blackened tools, he had removed the knob, then probed within. The latch had yielded; The
Shadow had ended its usefulness. Y et The Shadow, after entering, had paid but a short trip to the
hdlway.

He had satisfied himsdlf that all waswell in gpartment 4G. He had heard muffled voices from within. Then
he had returned beyond the steel door. It was opened only to anarrow dit. The Shadow, through this
crevice, commanded aview of the hall.

The Shadow had deduced facts concerning theraid at Currian's. He was sure that the masked crooks
had entered the millionaire's house ahead of the time gppointed. That waswhy The Shadow had been
too late. Tonight, The Shadow was sure that the cordon of outside mobsters had arrived in advance.

How did the crooks intend to enter? Not by the fire tower. Cliff would have been tipped to that fact;
besides, the stedl doors were too formidable. They must be coming either by the front door, where Spud
could tip off Louie and Gabby of their arriva; or elsethey were dready in the building.

Thislast suppostion wasalogica one; for gpartmentsin this district were only partly tenanted. The
squad of raiders could easily find ahiding place until the zero hour. That, however, did not matter. All
that concerned The Shadow was the fact that the crooks attack through the hallway that he was

guarding.

INSIDE Rufus Gader's gpartment, nearly adozen guests were enjoying acollation. Two servants were
producing trays from a buffet, serving hors d'oeuvres and fancy liquorsto the vistors. Most of those
present were men; only three ladieswere in the throng.

Rufus Gader, tdl, portly and genial, was talking to two guests when a servant approached and spokein
alow tone. The millionaire put a question; receiving a cautious reply, he waked hurriedly from theliving
room and entered his study.

"Did you hear that, Huring?' questioned one of the two men to whom Galder had been talking.

"What?' inquired Huring, atall, dark-browed fellow whose coarse face seemed out of placein this
group.

"What the servant said,” repeated the speaker.



"I didn't catch it, Plman."

"Hesad" - PAlman'stone was awhisper - "that the call was very urgent. From the police commissioner,
Mr. Wanwright Barth."

"Odd, wasn't it?" questioned Huring.

With that he walked away. Pelman, a pudgy, lethargic individua, showed sudden keenness. He watched
Huring stroll toward thelittle entry that led from the living room to the outer door. A moment later, he
noted adight darkening from the entry, as though someone had extinguished the light. The glow came on
again. Huring came back into the living room.

Pelman grew suddenly suspicious. He did not like Huring. The man looked like an interloper, despite his
smooth fitting full-dress suit. He wondered how the fellow had crashed into this high socid gathering.
Then he recdled that Huring was reputed to be aman of considerable wedth.

Severd persons here were interested in the jewelswhich Galder shortly intended to display. The
millionaire was anxious to dispose of part of his collection. That wasthe rea purpose for the gathering.
Had Huring been invited here as a potential buyer? Probably. Wasthat ablind on Huring's part?

While Pelman was still pondering on this question, he kept his eyes toward Huring. Hence he did not see
the cause of the sudden gasp that came from nearly everyone present. Pelman turned. Rufus Galder had
stepped from his study, followed by a servant. Both the millionaire and the menid were holding leveled
revolvers,

"No oneisto move," ordered Gader sternly. "I am acting with authority of the police commissioner. My
ingructions are to hold everyonein place; and | have full right to take any measuresthat | believe

necessary."
A hush fell over the group. Galder looked from man to man. The millionaire had grit. So had the servant
beside him. Satisfied that he had full control, Galder resumed.

"Fortunatdly,” he said, "I have not displayed my jewels. Hence the moment of danger has not yet arrived.
The commissioner has warned me that someone present may be the agent of criminalswho plan an
attack upon this apartment. The police are dready on their way to offset such araid.

"My servants are trustworthy. | can vouch for their honesty. | can do the samefor certain of my guedts.
But there are others whom | might suspect. | am looking for one man, some person who plansto make
an escape when the crooks attack. If anyone can aid mein that search, | should be grestly obliged.”

Pelman looked toward Huring. The heavy-browed felow was calmly lighting acigarette. In that very
attempt to show poise, Plman saw new suspicion.

"Theresthe man!" he exclaimed. "Huring! He heard the servant say the commissioner was on the wire."

Huring raised his head to stare at the accuser. His forehead furrowed. He was momentarily nervous, then
he retorted quickly.

"I heard nothing,” he growled. ™Y ou were the man who heard what the servant said. Y ou heard him,
Pelman, and you mentioned it to me -"

Huring broke off, suddenly redlizing that this statement was aboomerang. He had admitted that he knew
who was on the telephone. He shifted nervoudly.



"And then," asserted Pelman, stepping forward, "you went out into the entry. Y ou turned the light off and
turned it on again. | saw thereflection againg thewall. It waslikeasignal.”

"Enough!" exclamed Gader. "Huring isthe man we want. Cover him, Rinehart” - thisto the servant -
"and shoot to kill if he makesamove. Come, Huring. Let us hear you talk. Who are the others behind
thisgame?'

OUTSIDE, inthe halway, adoor had opened on the side opposite to Galder's apartment. From it came
three roughly clad men, wearing bandanna handkerchiefs about their faces. The Shadow could detect the
bulge of gas masks beneath. Each raider was armed with gun and small bomb shaped like a pineapple.

Thetrio came forward with a suddenness. They were making for the door of Galder's gpartment when a
sudden hiss brought them to a pause. From the door to the fire tower came afigure cloaked in black.
Crooks stared as they saw The Shadow.

A fourth man was coming from the door of the empty apartment. Hisleft hand held arevolver, hisright a
pinegpple bomb. He did not hesitate for an instant. He threw the bomb. Itsinterior came lobbing down
the hall and struck the floor three feet in front of The Shadow. A soft shell burst; athick cloud of green
vapor rose about the shrouded figure. Pungent fumesfilled the end of the hdlway as the cloud
disntegrated.

Thefigure of The Shadow, back against the stedl door, was standing asrigid as a statue. The crooks
were slent; to have uttered alaugh might have meant inhaation of those pardyzing fumes. But eation
seized them asthey Stared at the motionless automatic muzzles that projected from The Shadow's
black-gloved fidts.

These fiends knew the tilling power of the gasthat one had loosed. They redlized its shortcomings a so.
There had been no occasion to deliver death to previous victims; but there was causeto day The
Shadow.

Almost with one accord, the three crooksin the halway swung their guns, intent to riddle The Shadow
with bullets that would spell his certain doom. The raid was forgotten in that moment. Degth to The
Shadow! The desire of every gorillawas about to be achieved. The password of the underworld could
be made aredity!

As guns swung, the incredible happened. The Shadow's form moved forward. The autometics broke the
slence before asingle finger pressed trigger of revolver. As crooks staggered in the gas-filled room, the
collar of The Shadow's cloak fell loose. The light revealed what lay beneath; but it did not show the face
of The Shadow. Instead, it enabled the staggering mobstersto glimpse a gas mask that The Shadow
wore. He, too, had prepared himsdlf againgt the deadly fumesthat he knew would play apart in tonight's
rad.

Asthree wounded mobsmen went sprawling away from the door to Galder's apartment, the man at the
opposite door managed to fire one quick shot in behaf of his overpowered companions. The bullets
whistled past The Shadow's shoulder. An automatic spoke; the crook came tumbling head foremost into
the hallway. Then came adam of the door behind him. The Shadow stood triumphant. Two of thefirst
three crooks had staggered to the far end of the hall. They had collgpsed. The third lay moving weskly
close by Galder'sdoor.

THE SHADOW'S shots had meant destruction to the masked raiders. But to the crook within Galder's
goartment, it had given inspiration. Hearing the shotsin the hall, Huring made asudden legp in that
direction, yanking arevolver from his pocket as he fled. Rinehart fired. His shot went wide. Huring
reached the door, yanked it open and staggered back.



He was face to face with The Shadow. The master fighter had heard the shot from within. Cloak collar
raised, he held an automatic straight between Huring's eyes. The crook moved backward; then dropped
his gun. Rinehart and Galder pounced upon him.

The Shadow had reached the edge of the living room. He wanted to make sure that Galder's jewels were
safe. He saw that the Situation was in control. At that instant, he whirled as he heard asound behind him.

The last wounded raider had risen and was staggering in dizzy, hopd ess fashion. His hands were clutched
to hisbody. He could not have aimed his revolver even had he held it. But as The Shadow whedled, the
crook performed alast, hopeless action. Sprawling forward, he launched one arm and sent a gas bomb
hurtling into Galder's living room.

The missile sped low past The Shadow's forward sweeping form. It struck squarely at the feet of amilling
group, where Huring had wrested free and men were trying vainly to clutch him. One second later, the
shouts of the strugglers had died, with the screams of excited women. The Shadow stared.

Every person had stiffened. The few who were seated or who were close to the wall remained balanced,
in the very poise wherein the gas had captured them. But the others could no longer stand. Bodies
thudded to the floor and rolled into grotesque positions. The place looked like an overturned wax
museum, with exhibits srewn willy-nilly.

Crime had failed; but the death deep had struck. Though The Shadow knew these victims would recover
as had the others, the episode gripped him and held him, unmoving. Even to The Shadow, master of the
impossible, the prompt and irresistible lull of the incredible death deep was asght that crowded out dl
other thoughts.

OUT inthe hall, the mobster who had made the find thrust was crawling on hands and knees away from
Galder's door. He reached the nearest of the other silent raiders and sprawled dead on the floor. The gas
had cleared from the halway; its action seemed as short asit was certain.

The door of the opposite apartment opened. A crouched figure emerged. This man, like the other
raiders, was wearing a bandanna handkerchief about his eyes. Hisgait told hisidentity. The man was
Skeet. There had been five raiderstonight. Skeet, canny and cautious, had sent the others ahead.

Skeet stared toward the far end of the hall. It was from there that he had heard the shots that had laid
low his crew. He saw the closed stedl door. He formed an opinion that was only partialy correct. He
was sure that The Shadow had stopped the raiders, but he believed that the master fighter must have
done his shooting from the edge of the door in order to avoid the gas fumes. Skeet had no inkling that
The Shadow, too, had worn a mask.

Theraid was off. Flight wasthe only course. But Skeet had aquick task to perform. Stooping, he loosed
the gas masks from his dead comrades. He seized their unused bombs. The work was quick. Within a
half minute, Skeet had gained these objects. He scudded aong the hal, heading for the stairway insde
the building.

The Shadow broke suddenly away from the strange sight which his eyes commanded. He swung out into
the hall. He saw the unmasked raiders, their bandannas tumbled above their heads. Swiftly, he started in
pursuit, knowing that someone must have escaped. Skeet had reached the stairs before The Shadow
arrived. His pursuer heard his footsteps pounding downward. The Shadow followed.

Whigtleswere shrilling round about the apartment building. Barking revolvers; shots outside. Spud's outfit
had spotted the arrival of the police. They were taking it on the run. As Skeet came plunging down into
the gloomy lobby of the apartment building, the front doors swung open and half a dozen policemen



arrived face to face with the fleeing mobster.

Revolvers spat. Skeet ducked back. The gas masks went bouncing down the steps. An officer sprang for
them, recognizing what they were. The othersfired wildly. Then Skeet chucked abomb. It burst inthe
center of the lobby.

Bluecoats becamerigid. The stooping man held his position; the otherstoppled, al save one who was
just within the door. He wavered sideways and stood leaning in crazy fashion, revolver leveled, finger on
trigger.

Skeet scudded forward. He grabbed the gas masks and sprang toward the door, just as The Shadow
arrived at the head of the stairway. An automatic barked. Its shots, clipping downward from an angle,
was deflected by abrass bar just above the door. That bit of luck saved Skeet'slife.

A taxicab was standing in the street. Skeet pounced into it and rammed arevolver againgt the driver's
neck. The cab shot away as The Shadow reached the door. A radio patrol car was rounding the corner.
The Shadow waited asit swung in between him and the cab. Revolvers barked from the patrol car; then
came aburst of greenish smoke.

The car went skidding across the street and smashed againgt the wall, just as the cab rounded the corner.
Skeet had tossed another bomb. The men in the patrol car had passed out ingtantly. They were seated
rigid in their wrecked car.

Skeet had eliminated the police squad. He had stopped the patrol car. For the moment, no other forces
of the law were near. The Shadow took that opportunity to make his own departure. Swiftly, he glided
across the street and chose a darkened spot between two buildings.

A SINISTER laugh sounded through the gloom. It carried no mirth. The Shadow had held the winning
hand tonight; yet his efforts had not brought the full success he should have gained.

Men of crimewere dill at large. Shattered hordes would rise again. More grim work lay in The Shadow's
path. The fading laugh, however, carried aforeboding note.

Strategy had served The Shadow well. He had used the unexpected to defy the gas bombs and strike
down the raiders. His methods of surprise were not yet ended. The Shadow could foresee new ways
with which to quell therisng foe.

Hewould not wait for men of crimeto strike. The next thrust would be The Shadow's own. After that
would come the settlement. With underlings eiminated, The Shadow would force the hand of the master
who had designed thisevil game.

CHAPTER XVII. THE BIG SHOT DECIDES

ON the following morning, Wolf Barlan was seated by the window of hisliving room reading thetorrid
details of lagt night'sraid. Aninvoluntary snarl came from the big shot'slips. Wolf knew that crime had
failed; he could not, however, understand all that had happened.

The latch of the door clicked softly. Wolf looked up and gripped a short-nosed revolver that he carried
in the pocket of his dressing gown. The door opened. It was Spud Claxter. The mob leader had a
duplicate key to the gpartment.

"What's the idea?" quizzed Wolf, as soon as Spud had dlosed the door behind him. "I told you to stay
away from here, didn't 1? Say -"



"It'sdl right, Wolf," interposed Spud. "I used my bean. Nobody followed me here. Listen, Wolf - |
couldn't give you al the low down over the phone. | had to get here, to tell you about last night.”

"Y eah? Well, what's the dope?’
"The Shadow again.”
"The Shadow? Where did he horn in?"

"That fight up in the hall. The news hounds got it from the police that some of the guests must have put up
abattle. But that wasn't thelay at al."

"Shoot it, quick."

"Heréswhat happened,” explained Spud. " Skeet and the five guys with him were over in the empty
goartment. They got thesigna dl right. From the ingde man. It meant to comein five minutes, if there
wasn't no other sign. That wasiit, wasn't it?!

"Y eah. That was the dope | had you passto Skeet. Go on."

"Skeet sends the boys out ahead. Back in the empty apartment, he knows there's something wrong. The
last of the crew chucks one of the bombs."

"Inthehdl?'

"Y eah. He heaves it from the door of the empty apartment. Then comes shots. Thisguy useshisrod. It
was Zug. Skeet seen him fire. Then comes another shot. Zug pitchesflat. Out in the hal. So Skeet dams
the door."

"Yelow, eh?’

"Y ellow nothing. Didn't he see Zug toss the bomb? Skeet knowed it was some sniper out there, shooting
from where the gas couldn't get him. He figures The Shadow, so he waits. When he does snesk out, the
gasisdone. Thefour guysarelyinginthe hall. Door of the gpartment is open. Skeet knowsthey must
have heaved abomb in there, because there's no noise.

"He seesthe sted door of the fire tower and figures it was from in back of that The Shadow doesthe
sharpshooting. No sign of The Shadow no longer. So Skeet moves quick. He snatches the masks off
them dead gorillas and takes the couple of bombsthey got left. He heads down the stairsin ahurry.”

"Wherewereyou dl thistime?'

"Outside, laying back, with gorillas dl around the gpartment house. | spotted the bulls coming up. |
knowed there was going to be trouble. Some tip-off. So | busted loose with my gat. Give the boysthe
alarm. | best it over to the coupe and made a getaway."

"The others?'

"They was quick. Put up arunning fight and took it on the lam. Nobody scratched. But wait'll | tell you
the rest about Skeet. He heaved another bomb in the lobby, square into the middle of alot of cops.
Knocked them out. Grabbed a cab; plugged a bomb into a patrol car. Made his getaway."

"Did anybody see him work?" quizzed Wolf.
"Only thetaxi driver," replied Spud, with agrin, "and Skeet fixed him right. Picked a place to drop off



and told the guy to dow down. Just as Skeet did from the cab, he laid another bomb in the front seat.

"Boy! That cab goesright through atraffic light, hits the curb, and busts through a plate-glass window.
Traffic cop goes piling over to givethe driver blazes. Finds him stting a the whed, stiff asaboard.”

"That meant another mug for the hospital. Thetaxi driver wasthe only one that saw Skeet use the bomb.
It gave Skeet achance for an easy getaway besides. | met him over at the hideout. He dipped methe
whole gory."

WOLF had risen. He was pacing back and forth, recalling all that Spud had related. The big shot was
tabulating losses, considering consequences. Spud watched him hopefully. He started to speak once or
twice, but caught himself each time. When Wolf spoke, histone was anaytical.

"Firgt off," declared the big shot, "you're out araiding crew. The only guy left is Skeet. Helooksto be the
best of thelot. Y ou'reright about him using brainslast night. We can count on him to lead the next raid.
You'll haveto pick the four best gorillas you've got in the outside crew. Who arethey?'

"Louie and Gabby, to begin with," returned Spud, promptly. " Then therestwo other guys. Muggsy
McGilly and the fdlow that came with him - Cliff Mardand."

"Mardand, eh?I've heard of him. Did time up in the big house. He's been doing good since he got out of
dir. Say - how'd you land him for the outfit?"

"Luke Gonrey knew him. Lukefixed it."

"Well, hésworth a couple of ordinary gorillas. Get hold of those four bimboes tonight. Send them up to
the hideout. Skeet can bresk themin.”

"For ajob tonight?'

"Y eah. Ligten, Spud, we're going to pull something that'll turn thistown upside down. Something | just
got wind of from asmart guy | know. Did you ever hear tell of Teladron?”

"Who is he? One of them Greeksthat owns a chain of restaurants?’

"The name's Greek dl right," snorted Wolf, "but it don't refer to a person. Teladron isthe name of aplay.
Wheat they call amodernized version of aclassic tragedy. Here's the dope onit. In the newspaper.”

Wolf fumbled through the pages of the journa that he had been reading. He noted an advertisement and
acolumn article. He chuckled.

"Thisplay opened in Philadelphia," he stated. "They tried it down there and it clicked like wildfire. All the
ritzy folks were making week-end tripsto Philly just to see that show. Well, Teladron closed in
Philadelphia, and it's opening here tonight.

"The promoters have opened the old Galloway Theater. Seats fifteen hundred people, and you know
what the prices are going to be? Five bucks up to twenty bucks top; and there won't be a seat empty.”

"How come?' questioned Spud, amazed.

"The censors weren't going to let it open,” explained Wolf. "The box seats were sold; before the regular
advance sale sarted, the censors put the ban on it. They'd seen the show down in Philly. They said nix.
Then the promoters pulled asmart one. They got an injunction against the censors on the grounds that
they couldn't pass decision on a show that hadn't appeared in New Y ork.”



"Soit's opening?’

"Y eah. Teladron tonight at the Galloway. Maybe it'll be toned down; maybe it won't. The whole cast may
be pinched. But the show runsthis one night, at least. That'swhy the prices skyrocketed. The promoters
aren't going to deal with agencies. Ticket sale Sartsat five o'clock, at the theater.”

"Where do we comein?"

"Firg of al on the box office receipts. | figure they'll take between ten and fifteen grand. That goesup to
the manager's office. One guy with agas bomb can take care of that. But that's chicken feed.”

"I told you the boxes have been sold. I've learned who's got them. This show isgoing to be asbig asthe
opening of an opera season, except that it'll be flashy aswell asritzy. Y ou've heard of Peter Caldoon,
haven't you?"

"Y eah. The South African diamond king. Has a couple of Pinkertons with him for a bodyguard.”

"That's the guy. The rocks he wears are worth fifty grand, and he never carries|ess than that amount of
dough with him. Wéll, he's got one box, with the dicks there with him. In another box well find Halwood,
the banker. Hiswife's due to show up with abig layout of sparklers. That ain't dl; but thereésno usein
going through the wholelist. The point is, were going to get dl the swag in sght.”

"By gassng the boxes, eh? But what about the rest of the folksin the theater? What about the actors?”

"Listen, Spud. Y ou know what those bombswill do. Their action isterrific. The gas goes everywhere;
then drops. Vadan invented it for war purposes. Claimed that a big-sized bomb could cover the area of
hdf acity block.

"Maybe he exaggerated; but it'sabet that if your outfit chucks ahalf dozen, there won't be nobodly Ieft to
squawk. The newspapers say that the audiencesin Philly were paralyzed with laughter when they saw
Teladron. Wdll, welll givethisNew Y ork crowd ataste of real paralyss. Actorsaong with the

audience.

"Y ou've got five men. One comesin from back stage. One goes up to the manager's office, while another
coversthelobby. The other two cut down in by the boxes. The first guy busts abomb square on the
stage. Changesthe action into atill picture. That'sthe cue.

"The guy that's after the box office dough iswatching from the ba cony. The mug from the lobby is
lamping the stage from downgtairs. The fellows by the boxes are looking in too. Masks ready; on they
go. Out come the bombs."

SPUD was staring open-mouthed. The tremendous scope of this scheme stunned him. His lips moved,
but made no utterance. Wolf watched him, chuckling, while Spud findly found hisvoice.

"You - you mean" - the mobleader stuttered - "we're going to hand the death deep to everybody in that
theater? Fifteen hundred of them -"

"That'sit," returned Wolf, leering. "Customersfor alot of hospitalsthistrip; not just the Talleyrand. When
the gas hits, the fellow upstairs hops for the manager's office and drops another bomb. He grabsthe
dough and comes downstairs. Meanwhile the two by the boxes are making grabs for bank rolls and
jewdry.

"There's two ways out. Across the stage and through the back aley; or out by the lobby. Remember -
both those ways are covered. The fellows there have extrabombs. The pinegpples will work in the open



if they're needed.

"Y ou be around, but not too close to the theater. The crew headsfor the hideout with the swag. That's
where you meet them. Remember, the bulls don't know yet that we're using gas. They won't be thinking
about the desth deep hitting in awhole theater. If they got the gasideaat dl, they'll figureit'slimited. Not
big enough to parayze fifteen hundred people dl at once."

"What about an outside crew?" inquired Spud.

"Get one," ordered Wolf, "but do it cagey. A big bunch of cheap gorillas; have them report in different
places near the theater and stay there. They won't know what job we're pulling. Tell them if they see any
guys with masks making agetaway, they'reto help out. Get it?"

"I'vegot it," nodded Spud. "Even if The Shadow does get on thetrail of some small fry, hewon't be able
to figure out what's happening until it'sover.”

Wolf motioned with his thumb. Spud arose and moved dowly toward the door. It wasthe signd to
scram. On the way, he paused to put a question on a different matter.

"Say, Wolf," heremarked. "There's one guy in that bunch of victimsfrom last night - lying up there a the
hospitd - one guy who might blab -"

"Thetaxi driver?'

"Well, him, too. But he wasn't the one | was thinking about. | mean the inside man you had at Galder's.
Hedidn't have no chance for agetaway. Suppose Cardona picks him out and beginsto quiz him after he
wakes up. It may lead back to you -"

"Don't worry," interrupted Wolf, with an evil leer. "He's not the only bird | know. Thefelow you meanis
Bud Jarddll; he was at Galder's under the name of Huring. He's being watched by another fellow - an
insde man - that I've got planted at the hospitd.”

"But Skeet ain't up at the place no longer -"

"I know that. | was only using Skeet to keep tabs on Doc Lagwood. This other guy | refer to iswatching
the patients. I've tipped him to see that Huring doesn't pull anything. We didn't know about this guy
Throckmorton being wise to the Galder set-up, or we'd have handled Throckmorton like we're going to
do with Huring."

"And thetaxi driver?"

"I'll pass the word about him. If Cardonais still dumb enough not to know we're using gas, the taxi man
won't get achance to squawk. But after tonight, there won't be much doubt about the bomb business.
Fifteen hundred dummiesin athester will tell their own story.”

"Maybe Cardonaknowsit already. There was a dozen people at Galder'sthe -"

"What if he does? He won't figure the big scale job that's coming tonight. If he knows dready - if hefinds
out tonight - well, then we won't have to worry about the taxi fellow. But Bud Jardell, that Cardona
knows as Huring, well - it'sgoing to be too bad for him."

"After tonight?" queried Spud, his hand on the door knob.
"We're leaving New Y ork," chuckled Wolf. "Remember what | said about the United States Mint? Well



- that wouldn't work; but theres ajob that will, even though it ain't in this country.

"We're going abroad, Spud. Y ou and me and - well, othersthat welll need. To London. Takeit easy for
awhile; then welll tackle the Bank of England. That crib can be cracked when we've made up anew
supply of bombs. Well pick anew crew over there.”

Spud grinned. Then he delivered one more parting remark, based upon Wolf's previous statements.

"Say," mentioned the mobleader. " About thisinsde man up at the hospitd. Y ou mean that when
Lagwood was -"

"Scram,” ordered Wolf. "I'm taking care of things up there. Lay low until dark, Spud. Then round up
your new raiding squad and get them to the hideout. After that, grab any bum gorillasfor the outside

Spud departed. Wolf picked up the telephone. Chuckling, the big shot settled back in his chair, satisfied
that al waswell. Tonight, so Wolf pictured it, crime without parallel would strike in Manhattan.

CHAPTER XVIII. THE SHADOW'S THRUST

DUSK. Cliff Mardand was standing by atable in atawdry room. Thiswas a place that The Shadow's
agent used for temporary living quartersin the underworld. The door was locked; Cliff washolding a
small package that he had brought in his pocket.

An hour ago, Cliff had |eft the confines of the badlands. Respectably garbed, he had visited the office of
an investment broker named Rutledge Mann. There, Cliff had received the package with ingtructions not
to openit until hewas safely aone.

Mann served as a contact agent of The Shadow. When Cliff opened the package, he was, therefore, not
surprised to find afolded envelope accompanying the small cardboard box that lay within.

Last night, Cliff knew, acrew of sdlected raiders had met their Waterloo in the service of Spud Claxter.
Shock troops eliminated, it was obvious that Spud would have to draft new raiders from his outside
crowd. Cliff knew that he was eigible. He had reported that fact to The Shadow.

Thiswas The Shadow's answer. Cliff placed the little box upon the table. He opened the envelope. He
read coded lines that had been inscribed inink of avivid blue. Cliff wasfamiliar with the code. He read
the message eadlly, then watched the writing vanish. That was the way with orders from The Shadow.
CIliff tore the sheet of paper, tossed the blank piecesinto a cracked wastebasket and stood in thought.

The Shadow had planned a clever thrust. The delivery depended upon Cliff Mardand. The agent was
picturing the work that lay ahead. He fancied that he would encounter no greet difficulty, provided, of
course, that Spud chose him to act asaraider. Would that be tonight or later? Cliff considered.

Spud knew where Cliff was located. But Cliff had no ideawhere Spud could be reached. The
mobleader's orders were to stay either here or at the Black Ship. One thing had bothered Cliff. He
imagined that contact with The Shadow might be difficult should he receive asudden summons from
Spud. But that worry was ended.

The Shadow's ingtructions had placed Cliff on his own. Should Spud require him for the new band of
raiders, The Shadow would know that Cliff had accepted thejob. Lack of acall to Burbank would
establish the fact. Once with the inner group of mobsters, Cliff could follow The Shadow's orders.

Thetask might be easy. If so, Cliff would be able to report after he had accomplished what The Shadow



required. The one hitch would be an emergency. Work done, the thrust made, Cliff might find himsdf ina
position from which there was no immediate escape. If that difficulty arose, there would be an out. Cliff
smiled as he picked up the cardboard box. Within this container - according to The Shadow's note - lay
an instrument which Cliff could usein emergency. The Shadow had provided for whatever might occur.

Cliff opened the box. Inddewas atiny leather bag. From the bag, Cliff drew acylinder of metd. It wasa
hypodermic syringe, fully loaded. Cliff examined it carefully, then replaced it in the bag. He put thebag in
his coat pocket.

A cautious knock sounded at the door. Cliff tossed the little box in the wastebasket. He went to the door
and growled achallenge. A whispered voice gave apassword. Cliff unbolted. A scrawny, pasty-faced
gangster entered.

CLIFF knew thefellow. Skeet Wurrick. He redlized ingtantly that Skeet must be amember of the
selected raiding squad. Spud had not informed him that Skeet was in the game; but Spud had told Cliff to
follow anyone who gave the password.

Skeet beckoned. Cliff followed. They went down the Sairs of the rickety building that Cliff had chosen
for arooming place. Skeet glanced cautioudly about as he stepped into the darkened street. Then he
whispered to Cliff to follow. Thelittle mobster led the way through an dley.

Cliff wondered if The Shadow were nearby. He doubted it. The Shadow probably had other work to
do. He had left thistask to Cliff alone. The odds were that Cliff could report back. If something went
wrong, Cliff could take care of himsdlf, thanks to the completeness of The Shadow's plan.

Cliff and Skeet reached atouring car parked on the next street. They climbed in and the vehicle set out.
Growled voicestold Cliff the identity of hiscompanions. Louie, Gabby and Muggsy were the other three
who had been chosen to work with Skeet.

Louie was a the whedl. He followed the twisting course that Skeet ordered. When the car cameto a
stop, it was north and west of Times Square. Louie pulled into awide, blind alleyway in back of an old

garage.

Thewadl of the building had no windows. No one could have seen the crew that dighted. Skeet used a
flashlight. He led the way to agrating and raised the bars of metal. He ordered the othersto drop in and
push their way through the open window beneath. Skeet followed last.

They werein aportion of the cellar. This part of the garage had evidently been abandoned. Skeet's
flashlight showed where archways had been waled on the right. They followed anarrow passage and
cameto an iron door that Skeet unlocked. The passage continued on the other side, but at the left were
small doors, dso of iron. All were closed.

Skeet turned on alight that hung from the celling. Its rays could not be seen, for Skeet had closed and
locked the outer door. The scrawny mobster led the way to the final door on the |eft of the passage. He
unlocked it, turned on alight and introduced the new crew to asmall, sone-walled room, where atable
stood in the corner.

Upon the table was a heavy wooden box. Skeet lifted the lid and showed the interior. It was divided into
sections like an egg crate. Half of the compartments were empty; the rest contained small objects shaped

like pinegpples.

"Bombs," explained Skeset. "L oaded wid stuff dat'll knock you cuckoo in ajiff. One of desell put you
under for two days. Worser dan a sniff of snow. Dat's wot's been de matter wid al dem mugsupin de



hospitdl.

"Dereain't no trick to usin' dem. Just give aheave; de end pops off an' goes blooey." He picked up one
of the pinegpples. "Likedis. Only let deting go. Don't hang ontoit likel did. Get me?'

The others nodded. They formed atense group in thislittle room behind theiron door that Skeet had
locked as an additiona precaution. Skeet dived under the table and fetched up a stack of gas masks.
They were provided with goggles that projected above asmdl cylinder that was made to cover the
nose.

"Dese take the stuff dat queers de gas," explained Skeet. "We wear dem under big handkerchiefs so no
guy gets no chanct to lamp dem, see? Now dese masks ain't no good if dey don't have de stuff in dem.”

"Y ou got to empty dem after each trip. De stuff keeps, just so long asit don't get hit by de gas. But dat
putsit on de blink. De gas does. Dese masks are empty. Watch while fill dem.”

FROM benesth the table, Skeet brought out agallon jug, which was about one third empty. It contained
agreenish liquid. The bottle was corked; atin funnel wasinverted on top of it. Skeet ordered Muggsy to
hold a gas mask with the cylinder open. He set the bottle on the table; produced a small sponge which he
thrust into the cylinder of the mask; then inserted the funndl.

Carefully, Skeet uncorked the big bottle and poured asmal quantity of the fluid into the mask. He
replaced the bottle, leaving the cork out. He showed the gorillahow to close the cylinder and lock it.
Then he took the mask from Muggsy's hands.

It was Skeet'sintention to replace the mask on the table and proceed with the filling of others. Before
Skeet could do so, however, Cliff reached forward and took the gas mask from Skeet's hands. He
examineditinthelight.

"Thisthingisall s&t?' questioned Cliff. "Ready to use when we go out?'
Skeet nodded.
"And al you've got to cover isyour eyes and nose?'

"Dat'sright. But keep your mouth shut. Don't breathe dat way. We ain't got no piece to cover de mouth
because we want de bandannas to cover de whole mask. See?’

"l getyou."

In naturd fashion, Cliff attached the gas mask to his head. The others looked on curioudly, interested to
see how easily the job could be done. Skeet paused with his hands on the large bottle, figuring that this
was good ingtruction for the new crew. Grins gppeared when the others saw Cliff in his outfit.

"All sst," remarked Cliff, smiling in return. "All | need" - he looked toward the table and thrust hishand in
the big box - "isone of these."

"Look out dere!" exclaimed Skest, as he saw Cliff pluck abomb from the box.
"Don't monkey wid dem pineapples yet. Easy dere, easy -"

Cliff had stepped back with the bomb. Skeet started forward with an expression of alarm, which the
others shared. Before the little crook had taken more than asingle step, Cliff performed the unexpected.
He had raised his hand; now, with a quick motion, he swung hisfist forward and hurled the pinegpple to



the sconefloor.

The bomb burst with a seething hiss. Ingtantly, agreen cloud filled the room, obscuring the figures of
those who stood therein. The vapor settled. Cliff, staring, saw the amazing result. His companions were
rooted to the floor.

Skeet had settled back toward the table. Muggsy was leaning up against thewall, in arigid pose. Gabby
and Louie, awvay from table or wall, were balanced oddly on their feet in strained positions. Their bodies
were swaying. Gabby's toppled as Cliff stared; then Louie'sform lost its balance and went tumbling.

Only Cliff had evaded the desth deep. Thiswas by virtue of the mask that he had donned. Cliff stepped
over and found Skeet's keys. He unlocked theiron door to the hall. It opened inward. Cliff saw no need
for hurry. The gas had subsided promptly; drops of moisture were drying on the floor.

Onetask remained. Cliff went back to the table and pushed the big bottle over the edge. The jug
smashed; the precious neutrdizer splashed across the floor and formed greenish streamsthat trickled in
the direction of the doorway.

THE atmosphere had cleared. The neutrdizer was following the evaporation process that had marked the
disappearance of the gas drops. Cliff removed his mask, pulled out the sponge and dropped it down a
grated drain that he found in the corridor.

Hisjob was done. He had orders to |eave the bombs untouched. The whole affair wasto look like an
accident - asif Cliff had not been here. A bomb set off by mistake; the neutraizer spilled - that would be
al. But it left Spud Claxter without a crew; and it meant that no new raiders could fare forth protected
agang the fumes of the bombsthat they might throw.

As Cliff turned back into the little room, he heard a click from down the hall. Someone was opening the
door in the passage. Cliff dived back into the little room and shut the door. He locked it. Then heredlized
thefutility of hisaction.

Thismust be Spud, coming alone, to seeiif the crew had assembled. Had Cliff drawn agun, he could
have made abreak for it. That wastoo late. The light in the passage told Spud that Skeet and the others
were here. The fact that Spud had akey for the outer door indicated that he had one for this door aso.

Spud would be on the dert. He would see trickles of green that had gone out through the doorway. The
chances were that Cliff would be trapped. A fight offered the way out even yet; but Cliff feared thet it
might injure The Shadow's plans. The game was to make thiswhole affair [ook like an accident.

Quickly, Cliff drew thelittle bag from his pocket. He brought out the syringe and jabbed it in hisforearm.
Someone was pounding at the door: Spud had arrived. He was announcing himsdf by name. Cliff was
orim.

The keys! He had amogt forgotten them. He shoved them back in Skeet's pocket. The syringe! He must
dispose of it. Cliff thrust the needle through the bag; leaning against the table, he reached beneath and
pressed the point deep into the woodwork.

Neither object would be found. Spud could comein any time. He was still pounding at the door, but that
meant nothing to Cliff. The opiate from the syringe wasworking. Cliff swayed dizzily and dumped softly
to the floor. Consciousness faded.

Two minutes later, Spud Claxter decided to unlock the door. The barrier swung inward. The mobleader
gtarted in congternation. Five henchmen - dl in astupor. The neutralizer gone! Fierce curses came from



Spud'sevil lips.

Crimewas off for tonight. This crew of rookies had made some blunder. A dropped gas bomb; a broken
jug. That ended the game that Wolf Barlan had planned. Spud fumed; then became cam. He knew that
he would have to take care of these henchmen. That meant acall to Wolf for instructions.

Spud looked the crowd over before heleft to call Wolf. Cliff Mardand, like the others, waslyingina
rigid posture. He passed Spud's inspection. The mobleader took Cliff - like the others - for avictim of
the desth deep.

That emergency measure, the use of the quick-acting hypodermic, had been the final touch of The
Shadow's scheme. It had served Cliff Mardand when he needed it. The thrust was made. All waswell.
Through his agent, The Shadow had ddlivered astroke to forestal crime.

CHAPTER XIX. AT THE HOSPITAL

EARLY the next evening, Lamont Crangton's limousine drew up in front of the Talleyrand Hospital. Two
persons dighted; one was Cranston, the other, Commissioner Wainwright Barth. They were chatting as
they went up the steps.

"It isnearly forty-eight hours since the crime was attempted at Galder's,”" Barth was explaining. "If the
present victims responded as did the others, they should be recovering very soon."

"Do you intend to quiz them immediately?" inquired Cranston.

"Yes," responded Barth. "Throckmorton showed no ill effects after making his statement two nights ago.
Hence we will question the recovering patients. But upon one point only."

"And the point?"

"Theidentity of the ingde man who was working with the crooks. There were indications of amelee at
Gader's. Detective Cardona believes that they had discovered the maefactor.”

They had reached the devator and were riding upward when Barth resumed his statement.

"Some supercrook isin back of it al," assured the commissioner. "Once we have discovered which of
the victimswasin the game, we shdl quiz that particular man when he awakes. Through him wewill learn
theidentity of thebig chief."

THEY arrived a Doctor Lagwood's experimental room. Joe Cardonawas there alone. The detective
arose to greet the commissioner. He stated that Lagwood was visiting the various patients. While Joe
was making this explanation, the physician entered.

Lagwood smiled wearily. He nodded and extended his hand when Barth introduced him to Cranston.
The specidist sank in the chair that wasin front of his desk.

"I am thoroughly exhausted,” declared Lagwood. "I thought that those last cases would end thistrouble.
Two nights ago, | was ready to go hometo Long Idand and take agood rest. Then adozen victims
came here”

"We hopethese will bethelast,” Sated Barth.

"| sharethe hope," smiled Lagwood. "Another sege like this could make me afit subject for my own
sanitarium on the Sound. By the way, commissioner, when these new patients recover, it might be



advisable to send afew of them out there"
"For further obsarvation?'

"Yes. Thereisaposshility that the death deep may leave someill effects. If | have afew patients
convaescing under my personal observation, | shal be able to note any tendency toward recurring
symptoms.

"There are savera persons out there now who have partly recovered from various forms of deeping
sickness. Others are para ytics who have shown recurrent tendencies. Thereis one woman who is
subject to occasiond trance conditions. It ismy practice to study al new aillments even after the patients
have apparently gained complete recovery.”

"A wise procedure.”

Thetak had become too medical for Joe Cardona. The detective's mind could not deviate from crime.
Finding opportunity, Joe put in aremark.

"l was talking with Doctor Lagwood before you arrived,” asserted the detective, to Barth. "Y ou know
what | said lagt night, commissioner. Twelve people knocked out in the middle of what looked likea
brawl. | think someform of gas got them.”

"We disproved that theory at Vadan's," objected Barth. "What is your opinion, doctor?

"The gastheory has merit," replied Lagwood, propping his head wearily upon his hand. "But the blood
condition of the victims does not proveit. | am inclined to rgject it for the present. Later, perhaps, | may
make tests with the conval escents.”

"How?'

"By my vapor treatment. | tried it with but little success. | did not care to apply it too strongly whilethe
victimswere dill in their catdeptic Sate. But with convaescence, a my sanitarium, | might make more
concentrated experiments.”

Doctor Lagwood paused. His eyes closed; he seemed half dozing. Y et his ears detected the approach of
footsteps from the hall. Awaking from his catnap, Lagwood was the first person to witness the entry of a
younger interne.

"Ah, Jennings!" exclaimed the specidigt. "Y ou have areport to make on the patients?’

"Yes, gr," replied theinterne. "Rufus Galder is showing the first Sgns of consciousness.”

"Good. We shdl go into hisroom promptly. What € se, Jennings?"

"| called Hoffer, g, to ask about the neutralizer. Y ou said you wanted some to take to the sanitarium.”

"Yes, incasel try the vapor treatments on the convaescents. | wanted to be sure that he had the full
supply avaladle”

"He hasit, sr. Hoffer was not there, but one of the assistants told me that he had made up anew supply
fromtheformula”

"A new supply? | asked about the old.”

"Apparently something happened to it, from what the assstant said. He told me that Hoffer raised abig



fussthe other day because he could not find it and that the old man immediately made up a duplicate
amount.”

"Very wdl. So long as Hoffer has some ready when | need it.”
"l an surethat it isavailable, Doctor Lagwood. | made certain of the fact when | talked with the clerk.”
Jennings left and Lagwood smiled wesrily as he spoke to the police commissioner.

"Thereisan efficient helper,” remarked Lagwood. "A new interne, that young chap, Jennings, yet heis
the most cagpable man in the hospitd. | have hesitated to call other physiciansin on these last cases; but
twelve persons are more than | can attend. Other physicians might want to prescribe according to their
own methods. Not so with Jennings.

"He has carried out my ingructionsto the letter. In fact, some of the patients have been dmost entirely
under hiscare. Well, gentlemen” - the physician arose - "let usgo in and view the first man to recover. If
Rufus Galder appears strong, | can permit you to question him.”

LAGWOOD led the way while the others followed. They found anurse arranging pillowsin back of
Gdder'shead. The millionaire had come out of histrance in surprising fashion. Though Jennings had
reported but afew moments before, Galder was aready wide awake.

Doctor Lagwood motioned the othersto remain in the corridor. He entered and made a brief
examination. He came to the door, just as Jennings appeared bes de those who were waiting there.

"Three others are recovering,” said theinterne. " think you should see them, Doctor Lagwood."
"At once," replied the specidig. "All right, commissioner. Y ou may enter and talk to Rufus Galder."

Barth and Cranston entered. While they stood beside the bed, the commissioner gave the nod to
Cardona. The detective had questioned Throckmorton; Barth wanted him to do the same with Galder.
Joe gpproached, told the millionaire his name and came to the point.

"I want to know about what happened at your place," explained the deuth. "Tell methis, Mr. Gader.
After the commissioner caled you, did you make any effort to learn if acrook was among your guests?'

"l did," affirmed Gader, steadily. "What ismore, | learned the man.”
"Y ou mean you got thefdlow?"

"Y es. One of my servants - Rinehart - aided mein trapping him. But he made no statement. He would
not tell the name of the man who had sent him on hismission of crime.”

"Hell tel it to me," growled Joe. "Wait until he comes out of his snooze. He'sright herein this hospital.
Leaveit to me, Mr. Galder. Say - what was the fellow's name? Which one was he?"

"HisnameisHuring."

With this statement, Galder closed his eyes and rested easily back upon the pillows. Joe Cardona swung
abruptly toward the door. His purpose was obvious. He was going to make prompt use of this
information. Joe reached the corridor. Barth and Cranston arrived just as the detective ran squarely into
Doctor Lagwood.

The physician pressed Joe aside. He approached Commissioner Barth and spoke in alow, serioustone.



"Bad news," declared Lagwood. "I am sorry, commissioner, but | have cometo report my first failure.
One of the patients succumbed just as he was coming from histrance.”

"Dead?"
"Yes"
"Who washe?'

Lagwood turned to Jennings who had just arrived. The interne had caught the commissioner's question.
Hewas holding alist, which bore the numbers of the patients. He referred to it.

"The name of the dead man," declared Jennings, quietly, "was Huring. James Huring."

TWENTY minuteslater, Commissioner Barth and Lamont Cranston were riding back to the Cobalt
Club. Barth was glum. He had |eft Cardona at the hospital, to quiz other recovering patients.

"They'red| coming out of it,” remarked the commissioner, "dl but the one man we wanted. | wonder,
Crangton, why this misfortune should have befalen us."

"Huring wasacrook," camethe quiet reply. "It is better that he should have died than an innocent
vicim."

"That istrue," agreed Barth. "We should naturally have expected some deaths among so many patients. |
am afraid that Lagwood was forced to leave too much work to that chap Jennings. Y et | must not
criticize. Lagwood has gained marvelous results. Hiswork has been magnificent.”

The car was at the club. Barth dighted. Cranston remained. The millionaire, presumably, was returning to
New Jersey. Thelimousine drove off. After it had traveled two blocksin the direction of the Holland
Tunnel, Lamont Cranston's quiet voice sounded through the spesking tube.

Stanley promptly turned a corner. He drove in anew direction and parked at the same spot where he
had gone before - the point so near The Shadow's sanctum. A black shape glided from the rear door of
the limousine. Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow.

CHAPTER XX. STRANGE QUARTERS

CLIFF MARSLAND awakened. He sat up and rubbed his forehead in a dazed fashion. He felt dopey
as helooked about. He was in strange surroundings: A room, lighted by asingle dull lamp. Windows,
below ground, barred with heavy gratings.

Cliff wason asmal cot. In the same room were others. He made out the faces of Skeet and the three
crooks who had been in the underground hideout. It was then that Cliff began to redlize what had

happened.

Spud must have engineered the removal of the victims. He had decided that Cliff was one of those
overcome by the gasfumes. Cliff grinned. He owed thanks to the injection with which The Shadow had
provided him. Moreover, he had recovered in advance of the others.

Though il half groggy, Cliff managed to make atime caculation. It was night; at |east twenty-four hours
had elapsed since the affair in the hideout. That wasit. He had been snowed under for one day. These
otherswould not waken until tomorrow night. Cliff would have plenty of opportunity to escape before
they aroused and testified againgt him.



Cliff arosefrom his cot. Fully dressed, he moved groggily toward the single door of the room. Hetried
the barrier and found it locked. He rattled the knob; gaining no result, he returned and sat down on the
edge of his cot. He began to study the rigid poses of the men whom he had gassed.

A key turned in the lock. Someone had heard Cliff'srattle at the door. A solemn-faced young man
entered. Cliff stared a him. The man was wearing awhite coat. He looked like aphysician. He
approached and studied Cliff. Since the man did not speak, Cliff took that task upon himself.

"Wheream 7' he questioned.

"Never mind," wasthe response. "How do you fed ?"

"Dopey," admitted Cliff.

"Wesk, d0?'

"Yes"

"Liedown awhile. I'll take care of you later. Don't worry. You'redl right."

Cliff caught aglint of suspicion in the man's eye. He watched the white-coated visitor turn and go out of
the room. The man apparently left the door unlocked. Roused to sudden action, Cliff followed.

Beyond the door, he found a short, stone-walled passage. There was another door ahead. Cliff
approached and listened. He could hear a voice on the other side, but he could not make out the words.
Phrases were short and interrupted. Then the discourse ended. Cliff heard footsteps moving away; then
came the sound of aclosing door.

CAUTIOUSLY, Cliff opened his own door and moved through. He found himself in what appeared to
be an office. Thisroom also had barred windows. Cliff moved to the opposite door and found that it was
locked. He looked around the room. He spied a telephone.

That was why the man had been talking. Making areport - to someone e se - areport that might have
concerned Cliff. The Shadow's agent was momentarily dizzy. He steadied; then headed for thetablein
order to use the telephone himsealf. He stopped as he heard footsteps from beyond the far door. A key
grated in the lock. Cliff dived out through the portal by which he had entered. He closed the door behind
him.

With effort, Cliff tiptoed back into the room where the cots were located. He dropped on his own bunk.
Hewasjust intime. The door opened and the solemn-faced man regppeared. He cameto take alook at
Cliff and the others. Without comment, the man departed. Thistime he locked the door.

Cliff scented danger. He had a hunch that his position was precarious. He felt in his pocket. His revolver
was gone. He frisked therigid forms of the silent crooks. Their pockets, too, were wegponless. Finaly,
Cliff decided that rest would be advisable. Drowsily, he dropped back upon his cot. Escape il
dominated his mind; but it was hopeless for the present.

WHILE Cliff was thus concerned with his strange surroundings, a different episode was taking placein
the gpartment of Wolf Barlan. There, the big shot had just completed atelephone cal. He was hanging
up the recelver when the door opened and Spud Claxter appeared.

"| got the stuff, Wolf," informed the mobleader. "Out of Hoffer's cellar. Took it to the hideout. We'redl
st again. It won't be no trick to line up that new crew.”



"How soon can you get them?" inquired Wolf.
"Inside an hour,” responded Spud.

"Ligten" - Wolf'stone was serious - "we're moving out. Get that? Moving out. There's been dirty work.
We're taking no chances from now on."

"Dirty work? Who by?"

"Thisfelow Mardand. There's something phony about him.”

"He was knocked out with the others.”

"Yeah? Well, heswaked up ahead of them. Y ou know what that means?*
"That hedidn't get the gas?"

"That'sit. Nobody's recovered in less than forty-eight hours before this. Heres aguy that's back on his
feet insgde of twenty-four. What's more, he's dopey.”

"Shouldn't he be?!

"No. That gasdon't leave aguy groggy. They come out of it just asfine aswhen they went under. That
is' - Wolf chuckled - "most of them do.”

"Who didn't?"

"Bud Jardell didn't. He croaked up at the hospitd. | got the tip from theinsde man. But let's get back to
Mardand. I've got a hunch he's been working for The Shadow."

"Mardand? A guy with hisrep?’

"That'sjust it," decided Wolf. "It'sacinch that if The Shadow picked birdsto help him, he wouldn't use
guys like police stoolies. HEd use afelow like Mardand, wouldn't he?

"Well, there's one way to find out. That'sto get to Mardand and make him talk. That'swhat I'm going to
do. I'm through with this place. Were taking it on the lam. Heading for London later.”

"Then you don't want the new mob?" inquired Spud.

"Get themob,” ordered Walf. "Listen. I'm going to the place where Mardand is. | won't be the only one
there. Were going to make him talk. Meanwhile, you line up the mob.

"Takethe crew to the hideout. Fix them up with masks and bring the gas bombs. Y ou, like the rest of
them. Bring dl the pinegpples. Y ou carry the swag. Come and join up with me.”

"But if The Shadow trailsus-"

"How's he going to trail you if hewas usng Mardand to get his dope? Weve got Mardand, haven't
we?'

"That'sright.”

"Have the masksready, just in case something funny happens. There's no telling about The Shadow - and
theway things are hitting, the bulls are liable to horn in on the game, too. That'swhy | want the crew to
be ready with the pinegpples.”



"l get you."
"All right. Scram.”

Spud left. Wolf put in ahurried phone cal, scowling as he made short, disgruntled statements. That
completed, the big shot moved about, packed a bag and |eft the gpartment.

MEANWHILE, atrim coupe cameto a stop near Hoffer's Pharmacy. The Shadow had abandoned his
limousine. He had sent Stanley back to New Jersey. Swiftly, The Shadow entered the blind aley and
made hisway into Hoffer's cdllar. Hislight glimmered on the shelf of the closet. The bottle of neutralizer
was gone. A grim laugh whispered from The Shadow'slips.

The Shadow moved from the cellar. He regained the coupe and drove eastward. The next token of his
mysterious presence came when Joe Cardona, douching in acorridor of the Taleyrand Hospitd,
recelved a summons from an attendarnt.

"Someone on thewire, Sr," was the information. "Detective headquarters, they said.”

Joe followed the atendant. He picked up the hanging receiver of the telephone and growled ahdllo. He
expected to hear the response of some dick at headquarters. Instead, he caught the tones of asinister
voice. For amoment, Cardona stiffened like avictim of the death deep. He knew that whispered tone.
Thevoice of The Shadow!

Steady, hissng words came over thewire. Cardona still stood dumfounded. At last he found hisvoice,
after The Shadow's speech had ended.

"l getit..." Cardonawas gasping. "Right away... Here, yes. About the death of Huring..."

The line was dead. The Shadow's tip had been given. Cardona hung up and sprang out into the corridor.
He hurried at firgt, then dowed his pace as he reached Doctor Lagwood's experimental room. He found
Jenningsthere.

"Hello," growled the detective. " Say, where's Doctor Lagwood? | thought he was till about.”

"He has|eft for the sanitarium,” replied Jennings. "All of the other patients have recovered. He required
rest so heleft as soon as possible. Isthere anything that | can do?

"No," responded Cardona. "Y ou'll be here, won't you, if I come back to make another quiz?'
"On duty until ninein themorning,” responded theinterne. ™Y ou're sure there's nothing -

"Nothing at dl," interposed Joe. "'I'm going down to headquarters. Just wanted to say so long to the Doc
before | left. | probably won't be back until the morning” - Joe was eyeing Jennings while theinterne
poured aliquid into atest tube - "and | can wait to see Doc until after he comes back here.”

Cardona sauntered from the room. He descended in an devator. He hurried from the hospital and put in
atelephone call. He ordered asquad of men to cover the Taleyrand Hospital, another to meet him for a
different misson.

A grim smile had formed upon Cardonas lips. He had forgotten the unfortunate desth of the man caled
James Huring, who had been the inside crook at Rufus Galder's. The Shadow had supplied information
that would offset the testimony that Huring had never given.

Thanksto The Shadow, the ace detective was on thetrail of the big shot; and in his quest for the



supermind of crime he had hopes of capturing the lesser lightsaswell.
CHAPTER XXI. THE FINAL STROKE
"COME dong."

Cliff Mardand looked up from his cot. The man in the white coat had returned; it was he who had given
the terse summons. Cliff arose; dizzily for the moment, he straightened and followed the course that the
other led. They went through the passage. The man opened the door to thelittle office and ordered Cliff
to enter. Cliff obeyed and dumped into aconvenient chair.

The white-coated man went to the far door. He opened it and Cliff observed the broad, low-roofed
space of acdlar room, with a passage beyond it. Then his gaze concentrated on a newcomer who
entered the office and stepped forward while the white-coated man closed the door. Cliff knew that
arrival. It was Wolf Barlan, one-time racketeer.

Wolf approached and stood leering. Cliff, his grogginess ended, met the big shot's gaze. He knew that
thisman wasto be hisinquisitor. Wolf had lost no time in making that fact evident. The big shot snarled.

"With The Shadow, eh?' quizzed Wolf. "Wdll, you're the mug weve been gunning for. We knew
somebody gave him the tip-off. Weve picked you for the guy.”

"l don't get it," retorted Cliff.

"Youwill,"” sneered Wolf, "before I'm through with you. Y oure dated for the spot. But you're going to
talk first - get me? Y ou're going to spill al you know about The Shadow."

Cliff'sreply was a contemptuous smile.

"Grinning, eh?" gibed the big shot. "Well, it won't be so funny - that mug of yours - when they find you
stretched out on apile of tin cansin some Long Idand dump.”

"So that'swherethis placeislocated,” parried Cliff. "I was wondering about that, Wolf. Thanksfor the
information. I'll know which way to head when | start back to town."

"Smart guy, en?"

Cliff retained hisgrin. He knew that Wolf wanted to make him talk. The longer that Cliff could gtl, the
better. His best policy would be to side step al mention of The Shadow. Cliff, despite his predicament,
had confidencein theinfdlibility of his mysterious chief. The Shadow had saved him from degth in the
past; there still might be hope for the present.

Wolf fumed oaths. He saw that he was getting nowhere. Cliff was ready to face death. He was different
from the yelow welchers whom Wolf had cowed in the past. Thisfellow - the big shot redized it - was
no ordinary gorilla. Tough on the surface, cowardly at heart: such was Wolf's analysis of the average
mobsman. Cliff was not of that brand.

"If you tak," snarled the big shot, with ascowl, "there may be an out for you yet. Savvy? Spill the dope
and I'll give you abreak. If you don't, I'll have Spud and his crew use you for target practice -"

Wolf broke off suddenly. The outer door had opened. The big shot turned; so did Cliff. Wolf recognized
the man who had arrived, but Cliff did not. Tal and dignified, the newcomer wore asuave smileon his
lips. It was an expression, however, that Cliff did not like; for the smile was twisted.



"Hello, Doc,” greeted Walf, shortly. "Thisisthe guy.”

THE newcomer nodded. He closed the door partly, but left it dightly gar. He had heard Wolf'sfina
gpeech to Cliff. He motioned the big shot to one side; then took upon himself the task of quizzing The
Shadow's agent.

"Your nameisMardand?' quizzed thetdl arriva, studying Cliff with ashrewd, steely gaze. "Allow meto
introduce mysdf. My name is Seton Lagwood. Doctor Seton Lagwood.”

Cliff gared in astonishment. Lagwood smiled in dry fashion.

"You aremy guest," purred Lagwood, smoothly. "Y ou have been confined in the cdllar of my sanitarium,
which islocated on Long Idand Sound. This portion of the establishment iskept well covered. The actua
sanitarium isupdairs.”

"A blind!" blurted Cliff.

"Precisaly," agreed Lagwood. "This gentleman” - heindicated the whitecoated fellow - "isMr. Carson. |
should say Doctor Carson, for he bore that title until he was disbarred for unethica practice. It wasthen
that he took his place as resdent physician in my underground hospitd."

Cliff stared. Doctor Lagwood continued to smile. He knew that this open form of discussion would
produce more results than atirade of thrests. Wolf looked on, haf puzzled, haf lost in admiration of
Lagwood's suavity.

"I have played agame," resumed the unmasked physician. "So have you" - Lagwood paused to eye Cliff
with aglittering gaze - "and in order to befair aswell asimpartia, | shall sketch my activitiesfor a
beginning.

"I have known Wolf Barlan ever since his racketeering days. This underground hospital was used for
treatment of convaescent gangsters. Then that game ended. | resumed my ethica practice; but | ill
maintained this hidden establishment.”

"| gained areputation for the treatment of paralytics and victims of trance conditions. Because of that, |
was approached by achemist named Troxton Vadan. He had devised a gas that induced that strange
condition which has been termed the desth deep.

"Vadan and | met secretly. He brought me guinea pigs that he had gassed. He wanted my opinion of the
efficacy of the gas before he took it to the War Department a Washington. Vadan was indiscreet. He
mentioned that he had asupply of gasbombsin hislaboratory and that file one hundred and eleven
contained two formulas: onefor the gas, the other for the neutraizer.”

The physician paused. He saw that Cliff was drinking in these revelations. This pleased Lagwood. He
resumed.

"| contacted with Wolf Barlan," declared Lagwood. "Vadan was to meet mein Providence. Whilethe
chemist was away, Wolf operated through Spud Claxter. Henchmen stole the gas and the formulas. The
bombs went to the hideout. The formulas came to me from Wolf. The gas wastested on Seth Tanning
and the personsin his gpartment. It proved its merits. Tanning's place was chosen because of its
proximity to the Taleyrand Hospitd.

"When Vadan returned, he was murdered by one of Spud's minions. Guinea pigsin the laboratory nearly
gavethe policeaclueto the gas. | diverted their suspicions. Meanwhile, | had a pharmacist make up the
neutralizer, supposedly for avapor treatment. Spud sent aman to stedl it.



"Then" - Lagwood paused and resumed in a cold tone - "then came crime. With it, The Shadow. Y our
friend, Luke Gonrey, was wounded, aong with another mobsman. Spud reported it to Wolf, who cdled
meinturn. | said to bring the men here and let Carson take care of them. When you and four others were
found parayzed in the hideout, thiswasthe logical place to bring you. But" - again Lagwood paused -
"you made the mistake of recovering too soon. That fact, coupled with your dopey condition, proved that
you had not been gassed. Carson caled me at the hospitd to inform me of hisdiscovery.”

LAGWOOD became silent. Chaotic thoughts were passing through Cliff's brain. He saw the whole
game. Lagwood had devised it and had left the work to Wolf. The big shot had hired Spud. Wolf aso
had other workers, unknown to Spud. They were men who spotted opportunity for crime. Aninside man
a Currian's, an insgde man at Galder's. Y et Wolf, who managed crime, was but atool for the man higher
up. Doctor Seton Lagwood!

The physician had both formulas. More gas could be manufactured when needed. Lagwood had been
crafty in the matter of the neutraizer. He had ordered it made by a pharmacist, as an experimenta
prescription. The green liquid had been stolen by Skeet, who knew nothing of Lagwood's connection
with crime. Subtlety had been Lagwood's watchword!

"Tonight," remarked Lagwood, seeing that the time had come for further speech, "one of the desth deep
victims died because he knew too much. | refer to aman who caled himsdaf Huring, who worked inside
at Galder's.

"Y ou, too, shdl dieif you prove dangerous. But not by the smple method that my friend Wolf has
suggested. Suppose Mardand, that you should experience the death deep. Two days of oblivion; then
recovery. Just long enough to make you fed that lifeisgood - that recovery. For promptly upon it, you
would receive the death deep once again.

"Think of it! Life worse than desth! Up from benegth the surface long enough to gain respite; then
submerged again. So on, for weeks, for months, for years. What would you do? | shdl tell you. After a
few periods of that sort, you would talk. Y ou would tell your story as| havetold mine. Y ou would
frankly give usfull word concerning The Shadow.

"Why not confess and save yourself that dread existence? Do you wish to become a dead man who
lives? Hardly. Y ou have your opportunity to avoid the fate that | have outlined. Y ou have served The
Shadow. We can use you in our service. Take your choice: life or the death deep.”

Lagwood's tone had become dmost hypnoatic. Cliff was staring into the physician's cold eyes. He found
himself yieding to the persuasive, purring words. It required an effort to break that spell.

"No!" chdlenged Cliff.

Lagwood made a gesture with hisleft hand. Carson stepped forward to take Cliff away. Wolf Barlan
leered. Let Cliff be snowed under for forty-eight hours. Maybe the fellow would talk after that interval.
The big shot saw the merits of Lagwood's scheme. Wolf was gloating when he heard a sound from the
outer door. He turned; the other followed his example.

THE loose door had swung open. There, cloaked in black was an ominous figure. The Shadow stood
upon the threshold. Burning eyes glared from benesath the brim of his douch hat. Automeatics loomed from
hisgloved figts.

The men in the room stood silent. The Shadow's whispered laugh broke the stillness. There was meaning
in the mirth. The Shadow had heard dl that Doctor Seton Lagwood had said to Cliff Mardand.



"Y our confession, Lagwood," sneered The Shadow, "was unnecessary. | had divined the truth of your
evil game. Two events, today, were the conclusive points. Y our order for new neutralizer, to replace that
which had been destroyed at my command. Y our deliberate murder of the tool who caled himself James
Huring.

"l took no chanceswhen | prepared my find stroke. | gave the police an inkling of your nefarious game.
They covered the hospital, while | came here. At either place, your apprehension was made certain. It
has been my privilege to effect the capture.”

As The Shadow's tones ended, Lagwood acted with sudden fury. Like amadman, the treacherous
physician hurled himsdf forward toward the cloaked avenger. His spring was made with amazing
swiftness. It left The Shadow but one course. An automatic barked. Lagwood's long hands clutched The
Shadow's cloak; they logt their hold as the physician dumped to the floor.

Wolf and Carson had yanked gats, aiming for The Shadow. The second automatic thundered; its bullet
found Wolf's heart before the big shot could discharge hisrevolver. At the same ingtant, Cliff Mardand,
legping in Carson's path, delivered aleft hook to the man'sjaw. As Wolf crumpled, Carson dumped.

Echoes died. Then the silence was broken, by the croaking voice of Seton Lagwood. Mortally wounded,
the supercrook was gloating even though he faced death. His words were directed to the Shadow.

"Youwill die," was Lagwood's prophecy. "Y ou are trapped. This house is surrounded. Those shotswill
bring Wolf's henchmen. Y ou have no escape. For you" - Lagwood coughed - “for you, the death deep -
then - death itsdlf."

The Shadow's cloak collar fell to reveal agas mask beneath. Lagwood stared with blurred eyes asthe
cloaked avenger brought forth a second mask and passed it to Cliff Mardand. Y et Lagwood managed
another chuckle as Cliff donned the device.

"They are coming" - footsteps echoing from stony corridors proved the statement - "and you have no
retreat. Y ou may avoid the death deep - but death - will be - yours.”

Lagwood lay gasping, hislife dmost ended. The Shadow's cloak collar moved up under pressure of his
hand. The gas mask was hidden. Whirling, The Shadow, swung to the outer door. His gesture warned
Cliff not to follow. Then, with a shuddering laugh, The Shadow opened the barrier and stepped into the
vaulted room outside.

LAGWOOD wasright. The place was atrap. Stepping into full view, The Shadow was covered from
three corridors. Each passage contained four mobsters. All held revolvers. Superfighter though The
Shadow was, the Situation offered impossible odds. Y et The Shadow laughed.

Someone barked an order. It was Spud Claxter. He and al his new mobsmen wore gas masks, as
Lagwood had predicted. Spud did not know The Shadow was also masked. As he gave the word to
fire, the mobleader performed thefirst action - one that he believed would assure The Shadow's doom.
He hurled apinegpple.

The bomb burgt at The Shadow's feet. Its greenish vapor spread on the ingtant, filling the room, sweeping
into the corridors. Cliff saw the cloud; he knew that it would be the target for the gunmen. He expected
quick shots from the automatics and replies from the revolversthat gorillaswielded.

Instead, there was silence. The green cloud cleared. The Shadow, moving forward, beckoned Cliff to
follow. Amazed, Cliff obeyed. When he reached the big room, he stood astounded. In every corridor
were rigid mobsters. They had toppled, to aman, overpowered by the death deep before they had time



tolaunch asingle bullet!

The Shadow strode through the central passage, pushing forms aside. Cliff followed and hisbrain found
the answer to the climax. Cliff knew that the mobsters had gained anew supply of neutrdizer; that they
had stolen it from the same place asthe first. He redlized, of a sudden, that The Shadow had been there
before them.

The Shadow had removed the fresh supply for hisown use. Inits place, he had substituted an impotent
liquid! The Shadow's mask - Cliff's mask - both were protection against the gas fumes. But Spud and the
mobsmen were equipped with useless masks!

The Shadow had known that a bomb would come before the shots. He had counted on Spud chucking
the pinegpple. That waswhy The Shadow had stepped ddliberately into the trap, ready to face the
three-way odds that were againgt him!

They reached the outer air. The Shadow hissed. Cliff edged beside his chief, into darkness awvay from the
building. Carswere arriving. Cliff heard the growled voice of Detective Joe Cardona. The police had
followed The Shadow'stip. They were hereto raid the fake sanitarium.

The Shadow led Cliff through the darkness, off toward his coupe, parked a hundred yards away. Men of
thelaw did not hear that stedthy departure. They were entering the building. There they would find Seton
Lagwood and Wolf Barlan, the team of supercrooks, dead in the lower office. Carson unconscious.
Spud and his mobsmen rigid in the death deep.

BUT before then, they were to learn of The Shadow's presence. Joe Cardona, ordering his men into the
sanitarium, stopped short as he heard the sudden roar of amotor. The lights of acar twinkled from
among the trees. Then the automobile shot away.

Cardonawas about to order prompt pursuit when the token came to his ears. It was the sound of a
fading laugh, atrailing burst of triumphant mockery that died as the throb of the motor lessened. Cardona
withheld his order. He knew the laugh of The Shadow.

More than that, Cardona knew that the way was clear. No need for caution any longer. Gruffly, the
detective ordered his men to enter the silent building. For Joe Cardona knew that where The Shadow
had been, no man of crime could linger except in death or helplessness.

THEEND



