THE STRANGE DI SAPPEARANCE OF JOE CARDONA
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne,"” Novenber 15, 1936.

The weird purple death nmenace which The Shadow battles is but a prel ude
to
a nore amazing event - the Strange Di sappearance of Joe Cardonal

CHAPTER |
THE PURPLE DEATH

"LOX at this, Cardona."

Fi ercely, Police Conmi ssioner Ral ph Weston brandi shed a newspaper before
the eyes of his ace inspector, Joe Cardona. The headline, in a big-typed
streaner, read:

PURPLE DEATH STRI KES AGAI N

Hi s swarthy face grim Cardona received the newspaper with tight-fisted
hands. He gri naced when he noted that the newspaper had foregone the usual red
ink that it used for sensational headlines. The big letters were printed in
purple; the very hue that represented death itself.

Car dona wat ched Conmi ssi oner Weston pace the floor. Wston seenmed cranped
for space, in this little office that was situated in his apartnment. Cardona
saw t he commi ssi oner pause and stare through the darkened wi ndow, where the
rattle of an early winter sleet stormwas clashing agai nst the panes.

Beyond were the lights of Manhattan, blurred by the sweeping sleet. The
tops of skyscrapers were |lost, enveloped by the swirl. The frown that showed
on
Weston's firm square-jawed face was proof that the police comm ssioner was
utterly befogged by the trend of recent crine.

Cardona t ook another | ook at the newspaper. He saw a subhead in smaller

type:
Detective Mssing After Finding Button O ue

Car dona grunt ed.

"These norning sheets work quick," comented the ace. "I didn't think
they'd get the news of Dool an's di sappearance in time for the bulldog
edition.”

West on swung about fromthe w ndow.

He said wearily, "Five deaths in three nights; four of our best nen
m ssing. Lacey, Kirk, Jenkins - now Dool an. What's becone of them Cardona?"

Joe shook his head. Even his poker-faced countenance coul d not concea
t he
enotion that he felt. Mirder was bad enough; the evani shment of every
detective
detailed to a case nade the situation acute

"Fi ve disconnected deaths," nused Weston. "An obscure mechanic, a

university instructor, a radio announcer, a Wall Street pronoter, a
pawnbr oker .
None, apparently, ever knew the others. Four conpetent detectives m ssing. Two
Lacey and Kirk - gone before they |earned anything. Two others - Jenkins and
Dool an - vani shed after delivering clues that have not hel ped us.

"Jenkins found a fountain pen, significant only because it contained



ordi nary purple ink. Doolan found a comon button froma shirt cuff; not the
commonest sort of button, but one that is comobn enough. These clues nmay be
val uabl e, should we find a suspect; but in thenselves, the clues are useless."

CARDONA pondered over Weston's words, then renarked:

"Maybe the clues mean nore than we think, comni ssioner. They were
i mportant enough for the man who's behind these deaths to snatch the
detectives
who found them"

West on shook his head.

"I don't think so," he declared. "The perpetrator of the purple death is
merely flaunting his power in our faces. He wants us to know that our efforts
to unearth himw |l prove futile."

Weston drove a heavy fist down upon his desk. This was characteristic of
hi m

"Five men have died," announced Weston, "fromthe effects of sone
baf f1ing
poi son that turns their bodies purple. W know that the poison is simlar to
known ones, but it coagul ates the blood of the victinms to such extent that we
have been unable to learn the tine at which death struck them That fact,
Cardona, has masked the nurderer's novenents."

Cardona nodded, listening to facts that he already knew. Suddenly,
however, he put a question

"\What about those new types of bl ood tests, conm ssioner? The ones you
nment i oned yesterday?"

"I have talked with three experts," returned Wston. "Only one believes
that results are possible. He is Professor Kinsley Mirkden. He has nade a
speci al study of chenical reactions in the blood stream In fact, he has been
delivering |l ectures on the subject.”

"Did Murkden nmake any tests for you?"

"Yes. Using blood fromthe nost recent victim The test failed because

t he

vi ctimhad been dead too | ong. Miurkden believes that he could ascertain the
exact time of death if he could nake tests within twelve hours after a
victims

deat h. "

"Per haps he may have the chance.”

Weston gl ared, for the nmonent, at Cardona's utterance. Then he sank back
in his chair, nodding soberly.

"You may be right, Cardona,"” he declared, solemly. "W may have to neet
new murders. If they cone, let us hope that we |earn of them soon enough to
t ake advant age of whatever aid Professor Mirkden may give us."

A minute of silence passed, disturbed only by the sweep and rattle of the
outside sleet. At last, Weston spoke nethodically, passing Cardona a sheaf of
report sheets.

"It is unfortunate, Cardona," he remarked, "that you were away on
vacati on
when t hese deat hs began. However, beginning with to-night, you will have ful
charge of investigation. These reports are copies of those supplied us by the
m ssing detectives. They are quite sketchy.

"You will, at least, learn sonething about the purple death itself, as
t he
descriptions of the victims are quite detailed. | nmay say" - Wston seened to
shudder as he spoke - "that the horror of the purple death is somnething that

can not be described with nere words. |If you had seen the victins, as | have,
you woul d understand that fact."

Cardona received the duplicate reports. Rising, he donned a heavy
over coat .



VWHI LE Cardona was tightening his overcoat collar, the tel ephone rang.
Weston answered it; Cardona heard the commi ssioner's end of a brief
conver sati on.

"Hello..." Weston's brisk tone slackened. "Ah, good evening, Ms.
Tabor . ..
Quite an agreeable surprise, to hear fromyou... Certainly, | shall be glad to
do the favor... Yes, a nessage to M. Tabor, at his studio..."

Weston wote an address on a pad. Cardona saw the comm ssioner smile, as
he added:

"I understand... Yes, | shall detail a tactful nman to the duty. | have
such a man right here at present..."

Hangi ng up the receiver, Wston chuckl ed.

"There, Cardona," he declared, "is an exanple of how results can be
obt ai ned by going to the man higher up, no matter how slight a task is
requi red. The Tabors are friends of mne; socially prom nent persons who |live
on Long Isl and.

"Frederick Tabor is an architect; he has a studio here in town, where he
goes when he does not wish to be disturbed. Here is the address."” Wston
passed
the nmeno to Cardona, added, "It is ten o' clock. Tabor prom sed to arrive hone
before that hour. Ms. Tabor thinks that he has forgetfully remained at the
studio. Since there is no tel ephone there, she called me and asked nme to send
sone one to the studio to remind him"

Car dona st ar ed.

West on saw Cardona's gaze and chuckl ed anew.

"It is making a nmessenger service out of the police departnent,” admitted
Weston. "However, the Tabors are inmportant people. | assured Ms. Tabor that |
woul d send an experienced man who woul d not unduly al arm her absent-m nded
husband. "

Weston was still chuckling when Cardona |eft, but Joe was nuttering to
hi nsel f when he arrived outside the apartment house. Hailing a cab, Cardona
gruffly gave his destination. Riding along, Cardona continued to funme. The ace
i nspector knew that the conm ssioner was actually using his office to curry
favor. Wth all his efficiency, Weston had that one fault. And it antagoni zed
Car dona.

THE taxi stopped in front of an old building on a secluded side street.
Alighting, Joe |ooked up at the darkened wi ndows. He shrugged his shoul ders,
deci di ng that Tabor nust have al ready gone hone. But when Cardona turned
about ,
his taxi was gone. The driver had received his fare, and had pull ed away while
Cardona was staring at the buil ding.

There was a small lunch room several doors away. Muffling his face
agai nst
the slicing sleet, Cardona strode in that direction. Entering, he sat down at
the counter, threw back his coat collar and ordered a cup of coffee.

"I"'mlooking for an architect's studio," Cardona told the nan behind the

counter. "The fellow s name is Tabor. | thought maybe |1'd picked the wong
bui | di ng, because |I didn't see any lights there."

"You want M. Tabor?" returned the lunch roomman. "You'll find him
t here,

probably. H's studio's on the third floor at the back. That's why you saw no
lights. M. Tabor nust be there. He didn't bring back his coffee cup.”

"Hi s coffee cup?"

"Yes. Every time he works at night, he comes here with a big thernos
bottle. I fill it up with coffee and give hima cup with it. Wen he | eaves
t he
studi o, he stops here to | eave the cup.”



"He stopped for coffee here to-night?"

"Yes. At eight o'clock."

Cardona gul ped his own coffee and left the lunch room He entered Tabor's
buil ding, went up two flights of stairs that were lighted by a snall
i ncandescent on the second floor; a glow that had not been noticeable fromthe
street. Reaching the third floor, Cardona saw a door that had a gl ass pane,
illuminated by a light fromthe other side. On the door, was the lettering:

FREDERI CK TABOR ARCHI TECT

Cardona rapped lightly on the door. There was no response. Cardona rapped
nmore loudly. Still, Tabor did not answer. Cardona shrugged. Probably, Tabor
was
wor ki ng in an inner roomand could not hear the knocks.

Cardona tried the door. It opened. The inspector stepped into a little
anteroom There, he saw two chairs and a table, which supported a lanp. On the
tabl e Cardona observed the corked thernos bottle. Beside it was a cup that
contained a half-inch of coffee.

There was a door beyond, nmarked "Private." It apparently expl ai ned why
Tabor had not heard the knocks. Joe rapped agai nst the inner door. There was
no
response fromthe studi o. Deciding that he had wasted enough time, Cardona
opened the inner door.

JOE'S first inpression was one of conplete disarray. The studio that he
viewed was lighted only by a large lanp that stood in a corner, shining upon a
tabl e that supported a draftsman's board. A T-square, angles, protractors,
drawi ng instruments and slide-rule, were lying on the floor. Beyond, Cardona
saw the gaping front of a nmetal file cabinet, fromwhich the drawers had been
yanked and left on the floor. Papers and building plans were strewn on the
floor. Scanning that area, Cardona spied a rack in a far corner, saw a coat
hanging there. A man's still form showed bulkily on the darkened fl oor bel ow

Wth a grimexclamation, Cardona sprang to the corner. Cardona knew t hat
this hunched man who |lay face downward nust be the architect, Frederick Tabor
The man's dark trousers matched the coat upon the rack

Gi ppi ng Tabor's shoul ders, Cardona rolled the man toward hi nsel f.
Tabor' s
head tilted face upward. From past Cardona's shoul der cane the revealing
light.

Wth a blurt, Cardona dropped the inert shoulders, let the body sag as he
dropped back to stare.

Frederick Tabor was stone dead. It was not that fact, however, that had
appal | ed Joe Cardona. The ace inspector was accustomed to view ng death; he
had
guessed that Tabor was dead fromthe nonent that he had begun to roll the
body.

It was sight of Tabor's face that made Cardona spring away as instinctively as
if he had just escaped stepping on a rattl esnake.

Never had Joe Cardona seen a face so contorted. Watever handsoneness
Tabor m ght have once possessed, his dead features showed no trace of it.
Cheeks were puffy, swollen. Lips were twisted and bl oated. Eyes were bul gi ng
orbs that | ooked like imtation chunks of glass, ready to drop fromthe
socket s
that held them Below themwas a nose, with w de-spread nostrils |ike those of
a
primtive savage

It was a feature that conpletely banished all senblance of a human
count enance. Doom had |left a mark that could never be erased, for it domn nated
every inch of Tabor's face.



The dead nman's vi sage was dyed a deep purple; a col or deeper than a
stain.
That lurid hue seemed to have crept fromw thin, to reach the outer flesh and
tinge it with the evil dye. Hands, crossed on the dead man's chest, were
puf f ed
and purple. The penetrating stain had even purpled the finger nails.

Cardona had | earned the truth of Weston's words, the nonent that he had
vi ewed the dead face of Frederick Tabor. Enmbarked upon a seem ngly uninportant
errand, Joe Cardona had stepped squarely into the chain of crime that he had
been ordered to investigate.

The ace sleuth had found Frederick Tabor, the latest victimof the purple
deat h!

CHAPTER |
CARDONA' S CLUE

ONE hour later, Joe Cardona was standing in the center of Tabor's studio
wi th an audi ence about him In the group was a police surgeon and two
grimfaced detectives; also the proprietor of the downstairs |unch room MNbst
i nportant, however, were Ral ph Weston and a man whom t he police conm ssioner
had brought with him

West on' s conpani on was Professor Kinsley Mirkden, the bl ood expert who

had
expressed the belief that tests could solve the riddle of the purple death.
Tall, stoop-shoul dered and frail of build, Mirkden was craning forward wth
one

hand cupped to his ear. The professor was hard of hearing, but his keen eyes
showed himto be alert.

That fact had offset Cardona's disappointnent at first neeting the
professor. Joe's original inpression was that Mirkden was a deaf old dotard.
He
had changed that view after watchi ng Murkden nake a sharp visual survey of the
entire studio.

"I'"ve made a thorough inspection, conm ssioner,'
Weston. "I'mready to reconstruct the crine.”

"To begin with," continued Cardona, in a loud tone that brought a pl eased
nod from Miurkden, "Tabor came up to this studio at eight o' clock. | arrived
here soon after ten. So we know for a fact that he died between eight and ten

"The doctor here" - Joe waved toward the police surgeon - "has been
unabl e
to fix the time of death. That was to be expected. It's the way the purple
deat h
has worked before. However we both are agreed on how death was dealt. The
mur derer put poison in Tabor's coffee cup.”

Striding over to the door that |led to the anteroom Cardona pointed to

announced Cardona, to

t he
thernos bottle and the cup, which still stood on the outer table. He al so
i ndi cated the hallway door. In |loud tone, he continued:

"Tabor came in here at eight o' clock. He set down the thernps bottle and
the coffee cup. He left the door unlocked, canme in here and went to work.
Soon,
he went out and had a cup of coffee. He left a little coffee in the cup. He
came
back to work again.

"That's when the murderer noved in. Tabor didn't hear him because Tabor
was here in the studio. The murderer dropped a pill, or some other poison in
the coffee cup. After a while, Tabor canme out for another cup of coffee. The
nmur derer was gone before that.



"Tabor filled his coffee cup, took a long drink of it and cane back to
wor k. That's when the poison hit him He collapsed. The nmurderer cane in here
and rifled the place. Figuring the whole job, | would say that be could have
done it in about fifteen mnutes."

VWESTON consi dered Cardona's sunmary; then put a sharp question:

"The notive?"

"To grab sonme plan that Tabor had," returned Cardona, pronptly. "To cover
what ever he took, he grabbed a | ot of other things, too. That |eaves us out of
[ uck, conm ssioner."

"There is another possibility," deci ded Weston. "The nurderer may sinply
have rifled the place to make it | ook as though he sought some of Tabor's
bui I di ng pl ans. "

"Maybe, " agreed Cardona, "but in either case, he's covered whatever he
was
after. It looks to nme, commi ssioner, as though our first step is to get the
tinme
el ement straight."

"Did you hear that, professor?" inquired Weston. "Do you think you can
hel p us?"

"I can," announced Mirkden. "Especially if there is actually a trace of
poi son in the coffee cup.”

"We're sure of that,” put in Cardona. "A purple color has shown up in the
little coffee that we found there. But there's none in the thernos bottle
That's how we know that the poison was put in the cup. The thernos bottle is
less than half full. It |ooks clear."

Prof essor Murkden rai sed his hand; waved a bony forefinger, as he stated:

"I have already | earned enough from previ ous cases to nmake tests with

what
we might termsynthetic compounds, resenbling this purple poison. A pronpt
anal ysis of the coffee will enable nme to check ny previous experinments.

"More inportant, however, is the matter of fresh blood. My previous tests
have been nade too late to |l earn the exact rate of coagul ati on, which may be
variable. If | begin to-night, with tests of this newvictims blood, | fee
sure that | shall succeed in establishing the exact tinme of death."”

"CGood, " decided Weston. "The body is already on its way to our
headquarters | aboratory. Doctor, take Professor Miurkden there. Detective Lew s
will bring the coffee sanples. W shall lose no time with this."

Turning to Murkden, Weston made added query:

"Tell me, professor, when can we count upon your first report?"

Mur kden consi dered, then replied:

"To-norrow evening. Let us say after ny usual |lecture.”

"At what time do you |ecture?"

"Fromeight o' clock until nine."

"Very well, professor. |I shall call personally at nine o'clock."

MJURKDEN | eft with the surgeon and one of the detectives, who took al ong
the thernos bottle and carried the coffee fromthe cup in a bottle that the
pol i ce doctor provided. Cardona disnissed the |unch room proprietor, then
turned to speak to Weston. He saw the conmi ssioner staring at a partly opened
skylight in the slanted ceiling of the studio.

"What about that skylight?" demanded Weston. "Couldn't the murderer have
cone in that way, Cardona?"

"No," replied Joe. "He would have had to go right through the studio
whil e
Tabor was wor ki ng here. Besides, the skylight was | ocked when | examined it.
Jamed so tight that | decided it hadn't been opened for nonths."

"Why did you open it?"



"I wasn't passing up anything, comm ssioner. | went out to take a | ook at
the roof. | couldn't clanp the skylight afterward. |I'd bent the bar opening
it."

"Mention all that in your report."

Briskly, Weston nmarched about the room studying strewn papers, |ooking
in
obscure corners. Joe and the detective watched him Neither glanced again
toward
t he skyli ght.

There, motion occurred. The skylight inched upward. Solid blackness
seened
to domi nate the space, there was no influx of expected sleet. Gadually, the
skylight lowered into place. Qutside, a hidden watcher was on hand; sone being
whose ways were as inpenetrable as those of night itself.

A few minutes later, Weston finished his inspection. He turned to Cardona
and queri ed.

"What do you think of the tinme el enent? When woul d you say that Tabor
di ed?"

"I have no clue," returned Cardona. He paused, then added, "Only a

hunch. "

"I though so," smiled Wston. "You al ways have hunches, Cardona. | used
to
ridicule them but sonetimes they proved good ones."

"Thanks, comm ssioner," |aughed Cardona. "Since you ask for it, 1'd say
t hat Tabor died at about half past eight."

"\ 2"

"Because the murderer would naturally have tried to get himas soon as
possi bl e. Tabor drank one cup of coffee in the lunch room at eight o'clock
Let's say he took the next at eight fifteen. The nurderer had to wait unti
then to load the poison in the coffee that Tabor left. If Tabor took his next
cup at eight thirty, that was when it finished himoff."

Weston nused over Cardona's statenent.

"Fifteen minute intervals," remarked the conmissioner. "Not too short for
a habitual coffee drinker. Perhaps you are right, Cardona."

"What's nore,"” added Joe, "if the killer knew that Tabor was due hone at
ten o' cl ock, he'd have planned to get himquick. Tabor woul d have had to | eave
here about nine thirty to get hone at ten. Maybe he'd have gone before then
Maybe at nine."

West on nodded, inpressed. Then, with a smile, he said:

"This time, Cardona, your hunch will have opportunity to prove itself. |
shal I remenber what you said and check it with Professor Mirkden's test
results
t o- morrow ni ght."

Cardona grimaced, knowi ng that his hunch would be criticized if proven
incorrect. Cardona felt resentful. Ever since he had broken in as a detective,
he had played his hunches. Yet Joe had never been able to convince the
conmi ssioner as to their accuracy.

Weston saw that he had touched a sore spot. He tried to nollify Cardona
as
they went out through the anteroom C apping Joe on the back, Wston gave a
grave reni nder:

"Don't forget what happened to the detectives on these cases, Cardona.
You
are too valuable a man to have di sappear. |'mcounting on you to snash the
purpl e death."

WTH that, Weston was gone, followed by the remaining detective. Cardona
was cl osing the door between the studio and the anteroom Slow footfalls on
t he



stairs indicated that Weston expected Joe to join himbelow For the nonent,
however, Cardona paused. A hunch had gripped him

"Clues," muttered Cardona, half-aloud. "That's why they've dropped out of
sight. They picked up clues -"

Joe had remenbered the fountain pen found by Jenkins, the shirt button
uncovered by Dool an. There was a chance that Kirk and Lacey mi ght have
di scovered sone itens also. At least, it was certain that in the last two
cases
of the purple death, prior to Tabor's nurder, sonme trace to the killer had
been
f ound.

Wy was there none here? Had the nmurderers been nore careful, after
readi ng of previous clues in the newspapers? As Cardona considered this
factor,
he stared across the anteroom Hi s gaze stopped upon a tiny object just within
t he door.

Poppi ng over, Joe picked up a square-shaped newspaper clipping. Unfolding
it, he saw the diagram of a chessboard, with chessnen indicated on squares.
Bel ow t he diagramwas the statenment: "Wite to Mate in three noves."

Though Cardona was no chess player, he was famliar with the regul ar
contents of nost New York dailies; and there was only one newspaper - a
nor ni ng
one - in which he had seen daily chess problenms. Noting the position at which
the clipping had fallen, Cardona wondered if only the murderer could
accidentally have dropped the clipping at that spot?

Cardona hurried to the outer door. In the hallway, he stopped, the
clipping still between his fingers. He could hear Weston's footsteps.

Wth a grimsmle, Cardona pocketed the clipping.

O hers had nmade the mi stake of proclainmng their clues to the police
conmi ssi oner. Wston, anxious to convince the newspapers that results were
bei ng gai ned, had let the news reach the press.

But Cardona, for once, was decided on an independent policy. Dragged back
froma vacation, thrown on to an assignnment that pronised danger, he felt that
he was entitled to full | eeway. Weston had offered himconpl ete charge of the
case; then had proceeded to crinp Cardona's favorite nethod of follow ng
hunches.

Joe had made one nistake; that of revealing his first hunch. He did not
intend to repeat it. H's present hunch was that too rmuch tal k of the chess
clipping clue woul d nean disaster. The best way to avoid such conplication was
to keep his find to hinself.

The clipping safely in his pocket, Joe Cardona cl osed the outer door of
Tabor's studio and indulged in a satisfied snile as he started down the
stairway to rejoin the awaiting police comm ssioner

So intent had Cardona been with his discovery that he had failed to
notice
any sound while he was still within the anteroom Since Joe had closed the
connecting door to the inner studio, it was no wonder that his ears had failed
to hear the noise.

The sound was a soft scrape fromthe skylight of the deserted studio. It
was acconpani ed by an odd sight; the encroachment of solid bl ackness from
above. The skylight had opened wi der; the darkened mass that entered slowy
nol ded itself into a human form

A swish followed as a tall shape dropped quietly to the floor. A tal
stranger fromthe night stood in the studio where death had struck. Joe
Car dona
woul d have recogni zed that arrival, had he remained to witness this entrance.

The tall being was cloaked in black. H s hands were encased in thin black
gl oves; his face was obscured by the upturned collar of his cloak, the
downturned brimof his black slouch hat. Yet fromthe space between the collar
and the brim eyes peered so keenly that their flash was visible.



Thi s bei ng of bl ackness was The Shadow. Master crook who hunted nmen of
crime, The Shadow, like the law, was on the trail of the purple death. Wth
contacts everywhere, The Shadow i nvariably | earned when crime was uncovered by
the aw. He had done so to-night.

ARRI VI NG at Tabor's studi o, The Shadow had passed policenmen stationed
out side while the conm ssioner was present. He had chosen his own route to
reach the scene of crinme; nanmely, by the roof. Finding the skylight that
Cardona had opened, The Shadow had | ooked in and listened while Cardona had
sunmari zed the circunstances of Frederick Tabor's death.

Men of the | aw had gone. It was The Shadow s turn to study the prem ses;
to |l earn what other clues mght be present. Conversant with Cardona's ful
report, The Shadow had gai ned a distinct advantage before beginning his
sear ch.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow had entered too late to peer into the anteroom
in
order to learn of Cardona's secret cl ue.

A simple item that clipped fragnent of a newspaper; yet it could produce
conplications in the quest to learn the source of crine. Held by Cardona, that
cli pped chess problem promi sed trouble to its finder

Far better that The Shadow shoul d have gained it; for he alone could have
used the clue to full advantage.

CHAPTER 1 |
BATTLE BY NI GHT

THE search that The Shadow made through Tabor's studio was swift, yet
detail ed. The result, however, was negligible. Woever had rifled this room
had
done the job swiftly, but with definite care to avoid any traces. Articles had
been swept from Tabor's table. Files had been ripped fromthe cabinet.

The Shadow granted that the nurderer had worn gl oves. Cardona had | ooked
for finger prints, but had found none. Many of the papers from Tabor's files
were gone. That was proven by The Shadow s di scovery of architect's estinmates
that had m ssing pages. Fromthis, The Shadow drew the definite concl usion
t hat
the nmurderer had actually wanted certai n docunents.

A man faking a robbery would not have had to search for the itens that he
want ed; hence he could have bundl ed batches at random and strewn the rest
about. The nurderer, scattering papers, had been on the | ookout for certain
ones. Finding them he had taken them then snatched up groups of strewn
papers. That was why sone sheets of |lengthy estinmates had been | eft behind.

Thi s concl usi on, however, was of little value. Tabor's papers were in
chaos; obviously a |large percentage of themwere gone. There was no way to
gain
a lead to the particular type of docunents that the murderer had purposely
stol en.

STEPPING to the outer anteroom The Shadow studied the table where the
thernos bottle and the cup had been. He saw a circled mark that indicated
wher e
the thernmos had once stood on spilled liquid; to | eave a stained ring in the
woodwor k.

Fromthe size of the circle, The Shadow deci ded that the thernos bottle
had been a quart container. He recalled the statenent that half the coffee was
gone fromit. Cardona had estimated that Tabor had finished two cups of



cof f ee;
one at eight fifteen, the next at eight thirty. Two cups, however, would not
account for a mssing pint.

Even granting that Tabor drank coffee at fifteen minute intervals, The
Shadow estimated that he would not have consuned a quart within an hour
Cal cul ating on his own, The Shadow figured that the coffee clue would show
t hat
Tabor had di ed at about quarter past nine.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow made al |l owance for the possibility that Tabor
m ght have drunk two or three cups at one sitting. Like Weston, The Shadow was
willing to let the tine elenent wait until after Professor Mirkden had nmade
hi s
bl ood tests. Science - not speculation - offered the best solution to the
evasive tine element that invariably nmarked the purple death.

VWiile in the anteroom The Shadow gl anced at the spot where Cardona had
found the clipped chess problem The fact that The Shadow | ooked over the
exact
spot where the clue had been found was new proof that the nurderer of
Frederi ck
Tabor had experienced real |uck to-night.

Hi s search ended, The Shadow returned to the studi o. He went up through
the skylight, closed it exactly as he had found it. In darkness, he began a
precari ous course along the roof. Sleet had hardened into ice; noving along a
frozen slant, The Shadow held his position in uncanny manner. Hi s fingers and
toes seenmed to dig into a surface that offered no apparent security.

The Shadow reached a projection of the roof; swung fromits icy edge.
Thi s
time, his fingers could not keep their clutch, but despite their slip, The
Shadow gave hinmsel f an inward swi ng beneath the projection and | anded on the
platformof an old fire escape. Gipping the sleet-crusted rail, he descended
toward a space at the rear of the building.

Usual | y, The Shadow noved with absolute silence. To-night, that proved
i npossible. Steps in the fire tower were | oose; The Shadow was forced to step
heavily upon them in order to gain a footing. The Shadow paused when he
reached the hinged extension that forned the last six feet of the fire escape.

Li steni ng, The Shadow was rewarded for his caution. He heard sounds t hat
were barely audi bl e. Whispers that only his keen ears could have detected. No
patrol men, these. There were lurkers in the darkness just bel ow, enemni es who
had somehow guessed the presence of The Shadow and had noved in during the
tinme
that he had been engaged in upstairs investigation

Those foenen had heard the slight clangs fromthe fire escape. Trouble
m ght begin at any nonent. The Shadow s position was a bad one; though the
steps of the fire escape were iron, they were openwork and offered no bul wark.

THE SHADOW did not hesitate. Rising on the rail beside him he reached
hi gh and gri pped a step above his head. Forcibly, he clanked the step; then
t he
next one below it. The sounds, this time, were accurate. They gave a distinct
t oken of the exact spots where they had occurred.

The cl anks, however, did not tell the nost inportant fact; namely, that
The Shadow was beneath the steps that clattered, not upon them Stooping, The
Shadow swung across the level rail of the lowest platform ready for a
si x-f oot
vault to the area bel ow.

The Shadow was not an instant too soon. As his formswng fromthe rail
revol vers barked upward; simultaneously, big flashlights clicked their glare.
The barrage that ripped the night cane fromhalf a dozen guns.

Bul | ets found not hi ngness. Flashlights were luckier. As thugs fired



usel essly, their conpanions with the |lights gained a chance gl ance at

bl ackness

that was hurdling fromthe rimof their glowi ng circle. Harsh voices roared
t he

fact that The Shadow had been spi ed.

A cl ank marked The Shadow s thud upon the cement courtyard. It came from
an automatic that he had whi pped from beneath his cl oak. Though half spraw ed,
The Shadow gained his feet, just as a flashlight swept in his direction. Wth
qui ck aim The Shadow boormed a shot for the thug who held the light.

A sharp cry answered; the flashlight dropped fromthe thug's shattered
hand. Revol vers ripped blindly. They were answered by new shots. A | augh of
chal | enge acconpani ed the echoes of The Shadow s gun. Crooks were spurred to
new fury. A sudden barrage opened from The Shadow s left.

Though he had successfully shifted in the darkness The Shadow had not
gai ned the stroke he needed. He had scoured this courtyard previously; had
found it an open space that |acked cover. In the interim the situation had
changed.

Crooks had brought their own entrenchments. The clang of bullets told
t hat
the thugs had carried in steel ash cans to serve as bulwarks. Wth the opening
of The Shadow s fire, they had ducked for cover. Failing to |l ocate The Shadow
wi th chance shots, they were prepared to rake the whol e area wherein he stood.

Instantly, The Shadow renmenbered one spot that he had noted when first
entering this courtyard. That was a broad basenment w ndow, in the building
j ust
behi nd the one that housed Tabor's studio. The | ow wi ndow was The Shadow s one
chance of refuge, yet as he dived for it, he shifted. H s hands found the wall
besi de the wi ndow. The Shadow dropped flat in the cement.

Pot shots were whistling fromash cans. Wth brief whines, bullets were
t huddi ng wal I s. Slugs pounded above The Shadow s head; yet the cl oaked fighter
did not move. He was listening for sounds close by. He heard them fromthe
very wi ndow t hat he want ed.

"HOLD the glim Skeet," cane a whispered tone. "Don't use no rod,
nei ther."

"Qt her guys are shootin'," was the response, in a lowgrow. "W got as
much chanct of baggin' The Shadow as they have."

"Yeah. But they're behind the ash cans. They're foxing him Qur job is to
cover. Get ready to duck when you hear three quick shots."

"I know. That neans the typewiters. You told me that before, Jake."

"I'mtelling you again -"

Met al swi shed through sleety darkness to end Jake's sentence. Wth short
forearm stroke, The Shadow had sliced at downward angl e through the opened
wi ndow. Hi s sl edge bl ow was perfect, despite the darkness. The weight of a .45
automati c slunped Jake into tenporary oblivion

"Skeet" heard the blow uttered a snarl and jabbed his revol ver through
the wi ndow. Two arnms drove through |like pistons. Diving in fromthe night, The
Shadow cl ut ched Skeet's gun wist with one fist; dropped his automatic to grip
the thug's throat with the other. As the big .45 bunped the basenent fl oor
two
figures plunged upon it.

One was Skeet, spraw ing backward, to crack the stone flooring with the
back of his skull. The other was The Shadow, his swift drive finished. He had
plunged in fromthe night to gain this basenent stronghol d.

As Skeet succunbed, there came three shots fromthe courtyard; their
qui ck
successi on was a signal, delivered by an entrenched | eader. An instant |ater
machi ne guns clattered fromtwo entrances to the walled area. The
"typewiters"



wer e speaki ng, as Jake and Skeet had prophesi ed.

Bul | ets streaned through the wi ndow, as the spraying machi ne guns raked
every inch of the courtyard. Wsely had thugs been told to duck as soon as the
triple signal was given. Qtherw se, they would have been clipped in the
t horough barrage that had been intended for The Shadow.

Crouched bel ow the wi ndow, The Shadow heard the drilling cease. He knew
what was to follow He bobbed up to the wi ndow, ready for it.

LI GHTS fl ashed everywhere. Shouting their triunph, crooks |eaped from
their strongholds. They were as ready with the bull's-eye lanterns as they had
been with their guns. Each wanted the first sight of The Shadow, all expected
to see a cloaked figure sprawl ed by a courtyard wall.

I nstead, they viewed bl ankness. As they gaped, they heard a chilling
sound. A burst of nocking |aughter pealed from sonewhere; nost of the ruffians
t hought the challenge was delivered in their very mdst. One man spied the
wi ndow where Jake and Skeet had been on guard. He shouted, aimed with a
revol ver. The gesture was usel ess.

Swi ngi ng away, The Shadow ducked | ow and crossed to the rear of the
basement room He blinked a tiny flashlight, saw a doorway and went through
it.

Ahead, he saw a flight of stairs up to the ground floor. He took that route.

Qut in the courtyard, crooks were firing fromcover, speeding bullets
t hrough the open wi ndow t hat The Shadow had left. Their |eader shouted a
conmand; thugs rose en nasse to drive across the court, firing as they cane.
They were sure that they had forced The Shadow to drop to cover; by closing in
with their barrage, they hoped to snother himin his tenporary stronghold.

As the first attacker reached the center of the courtyard, a strident cry
halted them It canme from above; not from bel ow. Before the crooks could
understand it, the laugh was foll owed by the blast of automatics, punping
downward from a hi gh ground-floor w ndow.

The Shadow had gai ned a new position. He had caught his opponents
flatfooted in the center of the courtyard. Their own guns had betrayed their
positions. The crooks had but one choice. They scattered.

No | onger did they seek cover; they dashed for conmpl ete escape. They took
to the passage that led to streets, their snarling | eader running with them

Loaded, then rel oaded, those automatics had done valiant work. Thugs were
scattered; there was no need to pursue. Already, shots were sounding from
out er
streets. Patrolmen and police cars were closing into this nei ghborhood. Only
t he
| ucki est of the crooks could hope to evade that gathering cordon

Fi nding a side wi ndow, The Shadow dropped to a passage fromthe
courtyard.

He gai ned the night; took his own course, away fromthe shrill wail of sirens
that marked the approach of the law. Driving sleet blotted the cl oaked
fighter's course. The Shadow was gone again, into the depths of night. Severa
hoodl uns had been wounded.

Fierce fray had produced one inportant discovery. \Whoever the perpetrator
of the purple death m ght be, he feared The Shadow. The killer had guessed
t hat
t he bl ack-cl oaked sl euth night be on hand to-night. That was why he had tipped
of f hordes of crooks to the possibility of The Shadow s arrival. The hidden
killer had counted on the fury of the underworld to di spose of The Shadow.

The stroke had fail ed. The Shadow, his very path unknown, renained the
master of darkness. Lone master who battled crinme, The Shadow woul d conti nue
to
defy all odds in his canpaign to end the scourge of the purple death.



CHAPTER | V
CROOKS G VE CHALLENGE

AT eight o' clock the next evening, Police Conm ssioner Weston was seated
at a late dinner in the grillroom of the exclusive Cobalt Cub. He had cone
here to escape bei ng hounded by reporters. Influential persons knew that
Frederi ck Tabor had been the commissioner's friend. Couldn't he, Wston, do
somet hi ng about the purple deaths, they asked.

Newspapers assunmed that new nurders were due. Sone tabloid journals had
intimted that Tabor's death m ght have been a slap at Wston. That suggestion
did not assure other friends of the comm ssioner. They felt that they, too,

m ght be marked for death.

The rul es of the exclusive Cobalt C ub forbade | oud conversation anong
t he
menbers. Hence the conmi ssioner had conme here know ng that he could not be
butt on- hol ed. Moreover, he had chosen an hour at which the grillroomwould be
nearly enpty. Thus the conmm ssioner had found the seclusion that he wanted.

VWile glaring at the headlines of an eveni ng newspaper, Wston noted
bl ackness glide across the page. He | ooked up to see a tall, calmfaced
personage clad in tuxedo. He recogni zed this person as Lanmont Cranston, a
mllionaire globe-trotter who habituated the Cobalt C ub.

"Sit down, Cranston," invited Weston. "I wanted to talk to sone one; and
you're the only chap I know here who won't harp on the m stakes |'ve made.
Thi s
purpl e death has nmade fanatics out of all my acquai ntances.”

A quiet smle showed on the Iips of Lanont Cranston. Seating hinself, the
arrival made cal m query:

"Are there any new devel opnents, comm ssioner?"

"None," replied Weston. "I expect sone to-night, however. You probably
read in the newspapers that we are nmaking special blood tests to learn the
exact hour of Tabor's death."

Cranst on nodded.

"Prof essor Miurkden is producing the analysis," continued Wston. "I amto
see himat nine o' clock."

"At his hone on East Sixty-sixth Street?"

"Yes. How do you happen to know t he address, Cranston?"

"Afriend told ne about Murkden's lectures. | had intended to join the
group that attends them | believe that know edge of bl ood conditions would be
val uable to nme."

"Of course. Well, then, Cranston, our neeting is fortunate. | amgoing to

Mur kden's shortly. You may accompany nme and neet the professor.”

VWESTON paused to pour creamon a baked apple; hence he did not notice the
keen gl ow that showed in the eyes of Lanont Cranston. That nonentary burn
reveal ed a fact that Weston did not know. Those eyes were the sane ones that
had shone | ast night, frombeneath the brimof a shading slouch hat.

Thi s personage who passed as Lanont Cranston, friend of the police
conm ssi oner, was none other than The Shadow.

Purely by coinci dence, Wston happened to note a headline in the
newspaper. He nmentioned it.

"Last night," remarked the comm ssioner, "there was a gun fray outside
t he
bui | di ng where Tabor died. W rounded up several wounded crooks. None of them
however, knew anythi ng concerni ng Tabor. Wen questioned, they stated that
t hey
had conme to combat The Shadow. "

"Quite interesting, comm ssioner," inserted The Shadow, in the quiet tone
of Cranston. "Apparently you no |longer hold to the theory that The Shadow is a



nyt h.
"I thought that once," admitted Weston. "Afterward, | gained actua

evi dence of The Shadow s exi stence and the power that he possesses. My own
life
was saved by his tinely intervention."

"You believe, then, that The Shadow is investigating the purple death?"

"Yes. Also, that the master nurderer guessed it; and tipped off certain
persons in the underworld. The purple killer hoped to elimnate The Shadow,
but
fail ed. However, we have | earned nothing fromthe epi sode. W believe that the
hoodl ums were conmanded by a crook call ed Sl ook Howdrey; but we doubt that he
knows the actual perpetrator of the purple death."

The Shadow s fixed snile was proof that he agreed with Weston; but the
conmi ssi oner did not gain any significance fromthe slight curve of The
Shadow s lips. Calling the waiter, the conmm ssioner signed the check
Acconpani ed by The Shadow, who strolled in |eisurely fashion, Wston stal ked
fromthe grillroom

Qutside, the pair entered the conm ssioner's car

THE professor's residence was an old brownstone affair that squatted
anong
decrepit buildings. Ascending the high steps, the visitors were adnmtted by a
sol emn-faced servant who ushered theminto a large room Entering quietly,

West on and The Shadow found a group of twenty persons |istening while Mirkden
| ectured froma small platform

Peering over the tops of bifocal spectacles, the stoop-shoul dered
pr of essor recogni zed the comm ssioner and nodded affably; then resuned his
| ecture.

A clock on the wall showed five minutes of nine when Miurkden finished his
| ecture. The nenbers of the group congregated to ask questions. Mirkden
answered thembriefly. One by one, the questioners departed; in less than five
m nutes, all were gone. Mirkden approached Weston and shook hands. The
conmi ssi oner introduced the professor to The Shadow.

Mur kden' s eyes showed interest when he |l earned that Lamont Cranston was a
travel er. The professor remarked that he had nmade many tests with the venom of
poi sonous reptiles, including the cobra; that he would show his visitor charts
t hat gave the percentages of fatalities anbng the victins of snake bites.

Then,
with a wan smile, the professor remenbered that he had a nore inportant duty;
t hat whi ch concerned his anal ysis of the purple death.

Mur kden unl ocked a door at the back corner of the I ecture room Mirkden
led his visitors through a series of doors down to the basenent. There, he
unl ocked anot her door and conducted theminto a square roomthat was equi pped
like a | aboratory.

The wi ndows of this roomwere covered with crisscrossed gratings; that
was
evi denced by one rai sed wi ndow. The panes of the wi ndows were frosted; hence
ot her gratings could not be seen beyond the cl osed sashes. The Shadow eyed the
barriers; saw that while they were strong enough to offset ordinary prow ers,
they woul d not tax an expert. The sane applied to the | ocks on Mirkden's
doors.

However, The Shadow made no conment. As Lanont Cranston, he was not supposed
to
be an authority who could criticize methods of anti-burglary protection

Furt hernmore, The Shadow had somet hing nore inportant to command his
attention. Miurkden had stopped at a table in the corner; there, the professor
was indicating a row of glass beakers that bore various |abels. He chose a
beaker marked "F."



HE said, "This beaker contains the equivalent of the poison that caused
the purple death." Mirkden briefly told them of his experinments.

Then, laying the |ast tube aside, Mirkden picked up a sheaf of papers and
passed themto Weston

"These are the opinions of consulting chem sts," declared the professor
"I called themin this afternoon. They checked ny results; gave certified
reports. You will see that all agree."

VWil e Weston was | ooking at the sheets, Mirkden went to another corner
There, The Shadow saw a large crate well stocked with guinea pigs. Mirkden
stopped at a table; opened a small box and displayed three nore of the
rodents.

Al'l of these guinea pigs were dead.

"I experimented with these," declared Miurkden. "I gave each an injection
of compound F. Each guinea pig died within five mnutes. | performed the first
experiment alone; | called in a physician to witness the second; and your own
police surgeon was here for the last, just prior to nmy lecture. Here are their
opi ni ons. "

Weston had cone to the corner. He received the new statements that
Mur kden
gave him

"What are these references to mcroscopic slides?" queried Weston
readi ng
the reports. "Do they concern the post nortem effects?"

"Yes," replied Murkden. "Here are the slides. They show speci nens of
bl ood
taken from gui nea pigs at regular intervals after death."

Produci ng a box of glass slides Mirkden stepped to a projector and
f ocused
it upon a screen. Extinguishing the rooms brighter lights, he inserted the
first slide. Its nmicroscopic details were projected on the screen

"The bl ood condition i mediately after death,"” announced Miurkden. "Note
the slight coagul ation that the poison instantly produced. This second slide"
he clicked another glass sheet into place - "shows greater coagulation. It has
bl ood that was tested fifteen mnutes |ater."

I n progression, Mirkden inserted new slides, stating the tine el enent as
he di spl ayed them He called attention to the fact that the coagul ati on becane
nore rapid with each interval. When he reached the slide that marked exactly
t hree hours, Mirkden paused and inserted a darker slide.

"Fromthe police |laboratory,” he announced. "A specinmen of Tabor's bl ood,
tested at precisely half past eleven last night. Its condition corresponds
exactly with that of the guinea pig."

"Then Tabor was dead three hours!" exclai med Weston. "That places the
tinme
of his death at half past eight!"

"It does," assured Murkden. "Look. Here are two nore slides. Tabor's
bl ood
at twelve thirty; the guinea pig's blood at the end of four hours. They are
i dentical ."

As further proof, Mirkden inserted slides that showed the fourth and
fifth
hours. They corresponded. The next slides, showi ng six hours, scarcely
differed
fromthe ones before.

"By six hours," explained Murkden, "the coagul ation has lost its
increasing ratio. It gradually continues, but with decreasing speed; until at
twel ve hours, it takes a final level. That is why fresh bl ood was needed to
solve the riddle of the poison. Tabor's bl ood has enabled us to settle al
facts for future reference.”



"Humph, " muttered Weston, to The Shadow. "Cardona was right in his hunch
He told ne last night that he believed eight thirty to be the tine of Tabor's
deat h. "

THE SHADOW made no comment. He, |ike Cardona, had made a conjecture that
was partly guesswork. The Shadow s cal cul ati on had tended to show death at
hal f
past nine, an hour |ater than Cardona's. The bl ood tests, however, had shown
Cardona's estimate to be correct. Because of this scientific evidence, The
Shadow conceded that he had been wong. The answer could be the | ong shot
guess
t hat The Shadow had not ignored; nanely, that Tabor had drunk two or three
cups
of coffee in pronpt succession

Fi ni shed with the slides, Mirkden turned on the | aboratory |lights. Wston
commended the professor's work, in a | oud enough tone for Miurkden to hear. The
professor smled at the conm ssioner's approval. He placed the certified
reports in a |large envel ope and tendered themto Weston.

@ ancing at his watch, Weston noted that it was nearly quarter past nine.
He suggested to The Shadow that they return to the Cobalt Cub, as Cardona was
due there shortly. Acconpani ed by Professor Mirkden, they went upstairs and
left by the front door. The commi ssioner's car was standing in front of the
house, the chauffeur beside it. The chauffeur turned to open the door the
nmonent that the comm ssioner appeared.

Entering the |inmousine with The Shadow, Weston waited until the chauffeur
had taken the wheel; then he gave a brisk order

"Cobalt C ub, Larkin."

The big car started. Sinultaneously, the door on Weston's side swung
open.

The conmi ssioner reached to grab it; at that instant, a figure sprang into the
nmoving car. Timed to the same nmonent, a head bobbed up fromthe front seat,
besi de the chauffeur. A passing street lanp threwits glimer on masked faces;
bel ow them it showed the glitter of aimed revol vers.

The man who had leaped in fromthe curb issued the grow ed order

"Stick "emup!"”

West on gaped as he stared into the nasked man's | evel ed revol ver. The
Shadow, too, was eyeing a straight-ai med weapon. He was | ooking into the
nuzzl e
of the gun fromthe front seat.

Crooks had sprung a daring trap. Wth sheer bol dness, they had invaded
t he
police comm ssioner's car, to cover its two occupants. Thuggi sh outl aws had
captured Police Conmi ssioner Weston; and with himthey had bagged The Shadow

CHAPTER V
THE SHADOW S RI DE

EVEN to The Shadow, the turn of events was sudden. The crooks had staged
a
cl ever coup. Nevertheless, their game would have failed had they tried to trap
The Shadow al one.

At the very instant when the first nman arrived fromthe dark, The Shadow
had shifted to the left. Hi s hand had gone beneath his overcoat; it was
gripping the handl e of an automatic. One quick sweep of the wist and The
Shadow coul d have blasted the thug in the front seat, then gone for the fellow
at the door.

G rcunst ances made The Shadow halt. A life was at stake other than his



own.

As Weston's hands came up, The Shadow rel eased his gun and copied the
conmi ssioner's nove. Murder could not be the intent of these invaders; they
woul d stir up unnecessary trouble if they slew the police comm ssioner. And to
them The Shadow was nerely a conpanion of the police conmm ssioner. The guise
of Lamont Cranston was serving well.

Weston was fum ng as he faced the revolver just before his eyes. The
Shadow nerely settled back, his arns well raised, to observe what was due to
fol | ow.

"Head for the park, Hunk," rasped the | eader who had entered the rear of
the car. "Take your tine so Jerry can tail us; and pick some places where
there
ain't nmuch traffic. I want to talk to the conmi ssioner."

For the first tine, Weston realized that the chauffeur was not LarKkin.
Anot her thought struck him also. The masked | eader of this tribe nust be
" Sl ook" Howdrey, the crook who had sought The Shadow s death | ast night.

Unwi sely, Weston blurted his guess:

"You're Sl ook Howdrey -"

For an instant, The Shadow saw a finger tighten on its trigger. At that
griminstant there was no chance to save the conm ssioner's life. Wston's own
bl under had placed himat the nercy of a killer

Sl ook, hinmself, was on the point of signing his own death warrant wth
that of the conm ssioner. Had Sl ook tugged the trigger, he would not have
l'ived
long to enjoy his triunmph. The Shadow was ready for a quick leap; a swft
dr aw,

a speedy bullet that would serve as vengeance in the event of Wston's death.
Fortunately, the need of such action passed.

SLOXK' S finger relaxed. A snarl cane fromthe crook's mask. Sl ook had
decided to defer Weston's death; partly with the hope that it m ght not prove

necessary.
"Sure," he growed. "I'm Sl ook Howdrey. |I'm|anmm ng out of town to-night,
savvy? But before | lam | want to know what the old prof spilled to-night.

About those blood tests he was naking."

The car had reached Central Park. The Shadow, gazing toward the mrror
could see the headlights of another car that was covering the comm ssioner's.
Agai n, The Shadow counted upon Weston to use discretion. He believed that the
conmi ssi oner had recogni zed his previous blunder and woul d not conmit anot her

"The tests,"” spoke Weston, slowy, "were not conclusive. | |earned
not hi ng
of consequence from Prof essor Miurkden to-night."

West on nmanaged to put the fal sehood in a deliberate tone. For the noment,
it seemed to satisfy Slook. Then the killer snarled:

"Not hi ng i nportant, eh? What about that envel ope you were shoving in your
pocket when you canme out the door?"

"It contains reports of the tests -

"Shove it over. Easy does it. Reach for arod and I'IIl drill you."

G ngerly, Weston drew the big envel ope fromhis coat pocket and extended
it to Slook. A park light enabl ed The Shadow to see the strained | ook on
Weston's face. The conmi ssioner knew that if Sl ook exam ned the contents of
t he
envel ope the bl uff would be known. The Shadow, however, hoped that Sl ook woul d
i nspect the envel ope. By so doing, Slook would relax his vigilance, thus
gi vi ng
The Shadow opportunity for action w thout danger to Wston

"Let me explain the contents of the envel ope." Weston, expecting trouble,
was trying to make ready for it. "The papers that you will find there are
actual reports of tests, but they represent the opinions of different persons.



No one al one could vouch for all the statenents."”

"Maybe you coul d."

"Hardly." Weston was quick with his corment. "I merely glanced at the
reports.”

"Does the prof have duplicates?"

"No. These are the only ones."

"He can make new tests, though."

"That woul d be inpossible. Frederick Tabor has been dead too |ong."

Sl ook grunted in pleased fashion. He spoke to the thug at the wheel

"Pull up somewhere."

THE big car rolled along a quarter mile, then turned into the entrance of
a deserted bridle path and halted. "Hunk" clicked off all the lights except
t he
dash. Its feeble glow barely showed the masked faces of Sl ook and his two
fol |l oners.

Half a minute later, the following car pulled up in back of Wston's. Its
lights went out. Slook chuckled his satisfaction at the cl oseness of the
cover-up Crew.

"Listen, comm sh," began Slook, in a cold, harsh tone. "I'mtelling you
some straight facts. Savvy? | had nothing to do with croaki ng Tabor, or any of
the other lugs that were w ped out by the purple death. | got into this |ast
night, on a tip-off that | could get The Shadow, if | was smart enough

"That's why | showed up outside of Tabor's. The dope about The Shadow was
the McCoy. He was there, right enough, but we didn't get him To-day, like
yesterday, | get another tel ephone call. Fromthe same guy that w sed ne about
The Shadow - a gazebo with a funny, drawly voice. He said he was sorry |
m ssed
out on The Shadow. Told nme he'd sweeten things by handing ne ten grand, if 1'd
take on an easy job to-night.

"The job was to snatch you, outside of Prof. Miurkden's. The guy in back
of
these purple deaths is wise that the prof knows this blood test business.
told
the guy on the tel ephone to show ne the ten grand. He said it'd be delivered
to
nmy hide-out and it was. That's why I'"'mon the job to-night."

Sl ook paused, as if expecting comrent from Weston. None cane. After
silence that was broken only by the throb of distant traffic, Slook added:

"You wised to who | was. If you weren't the police conm ssioner, |'d have
gi ven you the works. But | got what | wanted - the envel ope the prof handed
you. Shall we call it quits?"

This time Weston responded. His voice was as cold as Sl ook's.

"Go on," suggested Weston. "Just what do you propose?"

"I"'mleaving you here," returned Sl ook, "tied up along with your friend.
["'mlanmming with the outfit. W'Ill |eave word sonewhere, so you'll be picked
up
in a couple of hours; and your chauffeur can be pulled out of the alley.
That's
where we left him

"But you're nmaking a promise first - your word that you and this friend

of

yours will forget just one thing; that Sl ook Howdrey was the guy who snatched
you. | wouldn't chance that with any dick, not even a guy like Cardona -

they' re doubl e-crossers, all of "em But you and this mug with you are a
coupl e

of stuffed shirts; the kind that are dunb enough to stick to their word.

"Even if you are the police comm ssioner, | know you'll go through wth
what ever you promi se. |I'mgiving you an out. What's your answer?"



COLD silence foll owed. Weston was considering Slook's statenent.

Thi ck darkness seenmed to envelop the car. Amid the gloom The Shadow s
arms moved sl owy downward. H s ungl oved hands were doubl ed; they were al nost
out of sight in the sleeves of his overcoat.

"You are right," announced Weston, suddenly, to Slook. "My word, once
gi ven, woul d be kept. Nevertheless, | amnot free to give such a promse. W
oath to the | aw prevents me fromdeclaring any truce with crimnals."

Sl ook edged closer to the comm ssioner

"Then you're figuring on a break," grow ed the killer. "Hoping that when

we use the gats, sone coppers will hear it. Hero stuff, eh? 1'll show you how
little it'll get you."

The Shadow s hands were on a level with his shoulders, their downward
drop
still wunnoticed by the crook who covered him That thug was still ready with
hi s

revol ver. So was Hunk

The driver had turned fromthe wheel and pulled a gun. But both were
waiting for Slook's nmove. The Shadow s silence had given the inpression that
the only opposition would cone from Wston. They were set to back Sl ook when
he
handl ed the conmi ssi oner

"Here's how | dish it."”

Growing the words, Slook shoved his face close to Weston's. The Shadow
caught the side glimer of a revolver; knew instantly what was com ng. The
Shadow s sl ow notion ceased, his hand shot to his overcoat. Wth a sudden side
jab of his arm he el bowed Weston squarely in the ribs, sent the conm ssioner
sprawl i ng agai nst the wall of the car

The nove was tinely. Slook's creeping hand had al ready gone into a
Vi ci ous
swi ng; the revolver was driving for the base of Wston's skull. One blow there
woul d have finished the comm ssioner. The sprawl saved Weston. |nstead of
taking the crash at the back of his brain, he received a gl ancing stroke upon
the top of his head.

Weston's hat broke the force; neverthel ess, the whack stunned the
conmi ssi oner. The Shadow had counted on it doing so. Weston, crunmpling to the
anple floor of the I|inpusine, was out of the path of conbat.

Hi s el bow serving as a pivot when it struck Weston's ribs, The Shadow s
forearm snapped forward, straight in the direction of the front seat thug who
covered him Wth the swing, The Shadow pressed the trigger. H's .45 roared
within the confines of the car. The bullet found its target before the crook
could fire. The dashlight's gl ow showed a head drop fromsight in the front
seat .

As his armrecoiled, The Shadow rolled to the side, over Weston's

sl i ppi ng
form H s quick move brought himunder Slook's guard; for the killer had | ost
hi s bal ance when his gun had gl anced from Wston's skull. Instantly, The
Shadow
and Sl ook were in a grapple.

Hunk' s raucous shout cane while The Shadow s shot still echoed. To Hunk

t he grappl e was confusion. He could not distinguish The Shadow from Sl ook
Hunk
jabbed his free hand for a button at the side of the car, pressed the switch
to
illuminate the donme light. The gl ow canme on. Hunk ai nmed.

He saw the face of The Shadow, that masklike visage that represented
Lamont Cranston. It was showi ng above Sl ook's shoul der, a perfect target for
cl ose range. But Hunk, in that gloating sight, did not spot the dark automatic
muzzle that tilted upward beneath Sl ook's arm



As he steadied to do sure work with his trigger, Hunk was greeted by a
cannonl i ke roar that issued fromthe muzzle. Again, The Shadow had di spat ched
a
timely blast. The blinding spurt of flame was the final inpression of Hunk's
life. Wth it cane a bullet that found the thug' s brain.

Sl ook Howdrey wenched free as Hunk fell. Hurling The Shadow hal f across
the car, Slook jabbed his revolver for his foeman's heart. The Shadow s gun
arm
was wi de, but his free hand hooked the handl e of the door. Wth Slook driving
down upon him The Shadow yanked. The door swung under the doubl e weight.

Sprawiing, two figures hurtled to the dried grass beside the bridle path.
Sl ook's trigger finger tugged, but The Shadow s body was no | onger at the
nmuzzle. Bullets dug the ground. As Slook rolled over, wildly seeking new aim
The Shadow came up on one el bow and gave his third quick shot. Slook flopped
to
the earth.

FI RST shots had not aroused the thugs in the other car. They had expected
death in the |inobusine. The openi ng door made themthink that Sl ook and the
others were junmping out to join them Their inkling of trouble cane when The
Shadow opened fire in their direction

Fortunately for the thugs, The Shadow had struck hard. Luckily, too, for
them he had carried al ong but one automati c on an expedition that had
prom sed
no great chance of battle. The inside pocket of Cranston's tuxedo jacket was
not
as anple a stowi ng place as the spaces beneath The Shadow s own cl oak

The bullets that The Shadow drilled toward the thug-nmanned car were w de
as the nmachi ne backed suddenly to the road. Jolted by his fall, The Shadow
fired hazily at this longer range. As the car started away, The Shadow sprang
between the trees, to avoid shots that were spurting in reply. Sw nging out,
he
fired a last shot as the car came toward him The driver had dropped al nost
prone; the bullet skimmed a half inch above his head.

The car jolted, skidded in the ditch. As it righted, a thug | eaned out,
saw t he white of The Shadow s tuxedo shirt and ained with a revolver. Already
The Shadow s armwas on its way. H s automatic cane flinging fromthe dark to
crash the woul d-be killer's skull.

The crook sl unped. The Shadow s gun clattered beside him a trophy to
whi ch the crooks were welcome, as it had served as well as a bullet. An
i nst ant
| ater, the car was roaring through the darkness, its driver up at the whee
counting upon flight as the only sure policy.

Only one of those departing crooks had seen The Shadow. That thug woul d
not remenber it. He was the one who had taken the hard-flung .45, fromonly
ei ght feet distant.

Central Park was well patrolled. Already, whistles were blow ng; the chug
of motor cycles could be heard. Munted police were heading for the scene of
gunfire. Quickly, The Shadow hurried back to Weston's |inpusine. He saw the
one-eyed glare of nmotor-cycle headlights rounding into the bridle path.

Di ving aboard the car, The Shadow roll ed beyond Weston, who was still on
the floor. Finding the far door he slunped beside it; and becane as silent as
the other figures that occupied the |inousine.

VWhen police arrived half a mnute later, they stunbled over the dead form
of Sl ook Howdrey; then discovered the bodies of Hunk and the other thug in
front. A nonent later, a patrolman saw a stirring figure; and dragged the
groggy police comm ssioner fromthe |inousine.

Barely recovered, Weston stared dizzily into the glow of flashlights;

t hen



| ooked anxiously to the interior of the car. He smiled in relief as he saw
pol i cemen bringing out the slunmped, but noving, figure of Lanmont Cranston.

West on was pl eased because his compani on had al so been saved from deat h.
Not for a nmoment did he suspect that it was the supposed Lanont Cranston who
had waged battl e as The Shadow

CHAPTER VI
CRI ME STALKS ANEW

"I T was The Shadow who rescued us, Cranston."
Comm ssi oner Weston was firmin his announcenent as he and The Shadow
rode
sout hward through Central Park. The two were seated in the rear of a large
sedan
that police had commandeered in place of Wston's bl ood-spattered |inousine.
The Shadow made no comment. He smiled in the darkness. He knew t hat
Vst on
had experienced the usual nental |apse that follows a hard bl ow on the head.
The
conmi ssioner's recollection would remain bl ank concerning the quick action
t hat
The Shadow had delivered at the nmoment of Sl ook's vicious swi ng.
As they reached Fifty-ninth Street, Weston gl anced at his watch; noted
that it was not quite ten o' clock. Not nmuch nore than half an hour had passed
since the departure from Murkden's. That fact satisfied Weston i mensely.

"By this time," he announced, "officers whom| sent to Murkden's will be
there. If any attenpt is intended against the professor's life, they wll
protect him | feel convinced, however, that such a possibility has been

conpletely thwarted. If the purple killer - whoever he is - planned harm for
Prof essor Murkden, the job would probably have been del egated to Sl ook
Howdr ey.

"Moreover, the killer must have believed that he woul d acconplish enough
results by dealing with ne alone. Slook's warning was intended to make nme drop
the investigation of the purple death. Thanks to The Shadow, the |law s work
can
proceed. "

As he finished speaki ng, Weston tapped the envel ope that contained the
reports on the purple poison and the bl ood tests. That val uabl e packet had
been
reclaimed fromthe floor of the |inousine, where Sl ook had dropped it.

The sedan pulled up in front of the Cobalt Cub. Entering there, Wston
made a pronpt call to Miurkden's. He chuckled as he tal ked across the wire;
finished the call and turned to The Shadow.

"The professor is safe," stated Weston. "He was asl eep when the officers
arrived, but the servants aroused himand he | earned of our experience. The
news quite bewildered him | assured himthat all was well; that | had
instructed nmen to guard his house."

An attendant interrupted to announce that the commi ssioner was wanted on

t he tel ephone. Weston answered the call. H's face showed i mmedi ate al arm
Wthout a word, Weston notioned to The Shadow, then started fromthe club
They

entered a taxicab. Weston gave an address on East Fifty-eighth Street. He told
the driver to hurry.

"Grave devel opnents, Cranston,” was Weston's only coment as they rode
al ong. "That call was from I nspector Cardona."

There was a grimmess to the air of secrecy that Weston had adopt ed.
Keeping to the role of Cranston, The Shadow | eisurely lighted a cigarette and
gazed languidly fromthe cab wi ndow The taxi reached Fifty-eighth Street;



sl ackened speed in front of a row of pretentious houses.

JOE CARDONA was standing on the front steps of a house when the cab
stopped there. He greeted the comm ssioner, nodded to The Shadow, whom he,
l'i ke
t he conmi ssioner, knew as Cranston.

"This is Rythe's house," announced Cardona, to the conm ssioner. "I was
call ed here at ten o' clock."

"Trunbul | Rythe," explained Weston, to The Shadow. "You've heard of him
Cranston. Rythe gained great wealth through his financial transactions. Al ways
eccentric; but a renmarkable financier."

Weston's tone was tinged with gloomthat indicated he was speaki ng of the
dead. That did not surprise The Shadow. Fromthe very begi nning of the hurried
ride, he had anticipated that the conclusion of the journey would bring them
to
a scene of crine.

Cardona conducted the arrivals into the house, ushered theminto a front
parlor. There they found a | ong-linbed man in evening cl othes, who was seated
on a divan. The man's head was bowed. As the visitors entered, he |ooked up to
reveal a sallow, pointed face. The Shadow saw the man w nce at sight of
Vst on.

He al so caught the quick blink of evasive eyes.

"Courtney Gell" exclained the comr ssioner. "What are you doing here? Is
this man a suspect, Cardona?"

"Pl ease, conmi ssioner," began Grell. "Don't accuse ne -

"I made no accusation," interrupted Weston. "I asked a question. Let ne
tell you once again, Gell, your shady stock transacti ons can not be
tol erated.

On your last visit to ny office, | gave nmy final warning."

"I took it, conmm ssioner," pleaded Gell. "I told you that | was
t hr ough. "

"Yet | find you here -

"Because | sought to help the law "

Gell's tone carried weight. Weston showed surprise; then | ooked to
Cardona. The ace nodded.

"That's correct. Gell phoned ne," declared Cardona. "That's why | wanted
you to hear his story first, comm ssioner."

Weston | ooked nollified. He turned to Gell, expecting the nan to speak.
Instead, Gell trenbled; his eyes shone wildly. Cardona whacked himon the
back. Grell steadied. R sing, the long-linbed man went shakily to a cabinet in
the corner of the room where he hel ped hinself to a drink froma decanter.

"CQuess it jolted himpretty bad, what he saw upstairs,"” confided Cardona,
to Weston.

Grell had steadied by the wall. Turning to Weston, the sharp-faced man
began his story, in a voice that shook with occasional trenolo.

"Trunbul | Rythe understood me," declared Grell. "He knew that | sold good
propositions along with bad ones. | always dealt on the level with him"

"Reserving your fake transactions for dupes,” put in Wston, sourly.

Gell wnced.

"I called Rythe at eight to-night," resumed Grell. "H s servant, Tinothy,
answered; told ne that | could call at ten. Wien | rang the doorbell, Tinothy
did not answer. | found the door unlocked and entered.

"No one was on the ground floor. | went upstairs. The door to Rythe's den
was ajar, so | looked into the room | saw' - Gell faltered, then fairly
shrieked - "I saw Rythe!™"

As he gave the utterance, Gell stared toward the floor as though
vi sual i zing sonme horrible sight. He flung his hands in front of his eyes,
staggered to the divan and sagged there. Cardona notioned to a detective to
stay with Grell. Cardona | ed the way upstairs.



| NSTEAD of conducting Weston and The Shadow to Rythe's den, Cardona
pointed to a front room They entered to find a stocky, sonber-faced nan who
was seated in a chair, staring noodily. The Shadow knew that this nust be
Ti mot hy, the servant.

"Hell o, Tinothy," spoke Cardona, in an assuring tone. "Here is the
conmi ssioner. Tell himwhat you told ne."

"There isn't much to say, sir," announced Tinmothy, sadly. "M. Rythe was
upstairs in his den. | was reading in the kitchen. | chanced to renmenber that
I
had left the front door unlatched. | came to the front hall. | noted that the
[ight was out.

"I heard a stir fromthe stairs; | called to M. Rythe; he did not

answer .
| started upstairs in the darkness. Wen | reached the top step, sonething
cl apped upon ny face. It was rubbery, like a sponge. Its odor overcane ne."

"Chl orof orm " expl ai ned Cardona. "Woever used it stowed Tinmothy here in
the front room Tied himw th those curtain cords; gagged himwi th his own
handker chi ef . "

Cardona pointed to exhibits that lay in a corner of the room

"At what tinme did this happen, Tinothy?"

The question canme from Weston. The servant shook his head.

"I don't know, sir," he declared. "The kitchen cl ock was stopped. Al
t hat
| can say is that the tine was somewhere between half past eight and half past
ni ne."

"You did not recognize your assail ant?"

"l had no chance, conm ssioner."

Weston turned to Cardona. The inspector led the way to Rythe's den. They
entered the little roomto find the very sight that The Shadow expected

On the floor lay Trunmbull Rythe, a huge, portly man who had crunpl ed
crazily with his fall. He was clad in trousers and shirt that had no collar

Al eyes were directed upon the dead man's face. It was a bl oated
count enance; | arge enough in life, hugely increased by death. Lips were pudgy;
nose was swol |l en; eyes were goggly. Dyed deep in the dead visage was the
fateful purple that told the cause of Rythe's sudden death.

The purple death had taken a new victim as terribly as it had struck
down
Frederi ck Tabor and others before him

CARDONA pointed to a couch.

"Ryt he could have been lying there," declared Joe, "or he could have been
standi ng over near the wall. Anyway, the nurderer didn't give hima chance. |
can tell you how he killed him conm ssioner."

Cardona ran his finger al ong panel ed woodwork, showed that it glistened

with some sticky substance. Looking at the wall, Weston noted stickiness
t hr oughout the corner; even on the plush of the couch, although there it
barely

fringed the edges.

"A spray gun!" exclainmed Weston. "The nurderer adm nistered a vaporized
poi son, |ike one would spray insects."

Car dona nodded.

"What's nore, conmi ssioner,’
happened. At hal f past eight!"

"How do you know t hat ?"

"On a hunch. Tinothy says that some tinme between eight-thirty and
nine-thirty, he cane fromthe kitchen. Let's say that it was nine o'clock
Waat

affirmed the ace, "I'Il tell you when it



did Timothy do first? He called for Rythe, but there was no answer.

"That shows Rythe was dead. The murderer was on his way out. He nmust have
killed Rythe al ong about eight-thirty; then torn up the place." Cardona
poi nt ed
to tables and a desk, from which the drawers had been renoved. As at Tabor's,
there were scattered papers. "Naturally, he would have made a qui ck get-away,
after putting Tinmothy out of the way."

West on nodded his agreement; then recalled that he was endorsing one of
Cardona's hunches. The comni ssioner chewed his lips, |ooked to the person
nearest him nanely The Shadow.

"What do you think of Cardona's theory?" queried Wston. "Do you agree
with us that Rythe nust have died at half past eight?"

Weston stressed the word "us" as a sop to Cardona, but he wanted to
t hr ust
t he burden of final agreenent upon sonme other person. Weston expected The
Shadow
to agree.

"W may presune,” remarked The Shadow, "that Rythe was asl eep upon the
couch when the nurderer entered. Wth the door closed, he would not have heard
Timothy's call; but the murderer would have. The fact that the murderer waited
for Tinothy and di sposed of himcould indicate that he had not started his
crime."

THE SHADOW S di sagreenment with Cardona's hunch pl eased Weston. He |iked
the logic of this new theory.

"Timot hy was reading in the kitchen," added The Shadow. "Time woul d have
passed nore rapidly than he supposed. We might place the time of the
nurderer's
entry later, on that account. Let us say at about half past nine."

"Good reasoning, Cranston," approved Weston. "You have a rival, Cardona,
in the mtter of hunches. You say that Rythe was killed at eight-thirty; M.
Cranston argues - quite as logically - that Rythe was slain an hour later."

"Either could be correct,” remarked The Shadow. "Perhaps, conm ssioner
it
woul d be best to await the new blood tests that you will certainly have
Prof essor Murkden nake."

"Of course," nodded Weston, his face | ooking sour. "W shall send the

body
to Murkden's at once, with a surgeon in charge of it. | meant to tell you
Cardona" - Weston turned to the inspector - "that Mirkden obtained results
from

his tests on Tabor's blood. He | earned the hour of Tabor's death last night."

"What tinme was it?"

"At hal f past eight."

The Shadow snil ed as he saw Cardona repress a grin.

Conmi ssi oner Weston finished up briskly. He ordered Cardona to attend to
all details. That done, Weston departed with The Shadow. On the way out, they
passed Courtney Gell, sitting glumy in the |ower parlor. Qutside, The Shadow
parted fromthe conm ssioner and hailed a cab of his own.

Ri di ng toward Ti nes Square, The Shadow sat impbile. H s eyes, staring
fixedly fromthe wi ndow, caught the glitter of passing lights. Those keen eyes
showed a burning sparkle that did not change.

In the purple death, The Shadow had encountered crine nore subtle, nore
baffling than any of its sort that he had net before. He was planning a new
canpai gn - one that would cover every possible detail - in his effort to solve
the riddl e of the purple death.

CHAPTER VI |



THE SECOND CLUE

A CURI QUS cl ock showed the hour of five. That clock was a singul ar
arrangenent of dials, set in concentric circles; three different rings for
m nut es, hours and seconds. The cl ock was reveal ed beneath the glow of a
bl ue-rayed | anp. Everywhere el se was darkness.

Hands were novi ng across the polished surface of a table, beneath the
bl ui sh glare. They were the hands of The Shadow, |ong-fingered, tapered,
busi ed
with many tasks. Upon the table lay a map of Manhattan; typed report sheets;
filing cards that listed names. The right hand held a fountain pen; it was
maki ng i nked notations on a bl ank sheet.

The Shadow was in his sanctum a hidden room of darkness, sonewhere in
Manhattan. N ght had passed; day had followed. Still, The Shadow was at worKk.

The master sleuth had gl eaned many details both in and out of his
headquarters. As Cranston, he had received a call from Wston, during a short
stop for lunch at the Cobalt O ub. The conm ssioner had heard the results of
Prof essor Murkden's new tests. Specimens of Rythe's bl ood had been tested as
t horoughly as Tabor's; they had been matched by new experiments with guinea
pi gs. Again, Joe Cardona had been supported in his hunch

The tests proved conclusively that Trunbull Rythe had died at half past
ei ght. This backed Cardona's theory that the killer had been on the way out
when he encountered Tinothy, the butler

Twi ce, therefore, The Shadow s own theories had proven wong. That was
not
di sturbing; in both instances, The Shadow had conceded that circunstances
m ght
not fit his conjectures. Nevertheless, it seened certain that sone unusua
el ement was present in the chain of purple crinmes.

To trace it, The Shadow was using many neasures. He had del ved deeply

into
possi bl e notives behind the deaths. Typed report sheets, culled fromvarious
sources, listed the various victins of the purple scourge. What could be the

connection between such persons as a nmechanic, a university instructor, a
radi o
announcer, a pronoter, a pawnbroker, an architect and a financier?

The last two victinms - Tabor and Rythe - had added to the chaotic
situation. Nothing in all The Shadow s reports showed connecti on between any
victins. The answer, as The Shadow saw it, nust be an interwoven chain. Al
depended on a missing link - the murderer

Sone supercrook was after great wealth. He nmust have gained control of
somet hing val uable. To hold it, he had nurdered nmen who m ght have bl ocked his
path. Sone may have died purely because they could reveal facts later, when
t he
killer's schenes reached the public eye. Ohers, The Shadow was sure, had died
for different reasons, as yet unknown.

Behi nd the purple death lay subtle strategy; the schem ng of a mghty
br ai n.

The Shadow was sure that seizure of papers had been necessary at Tabor's,
but not at Rythe's. This added to the problens that bl ocked The Shadow s
progr ess.

DROPPI NG t he question of the victinms, The Shadow consi dered ot her
factors.
First, Sl ook Howdrey. The Shadow dealt but briefly with the thug whom he had
elimnated the night before. Sl ook was nothing nore than a pawn that the
purpl e
killer had nmoved across the board. Once, to trap The Shadow, again, to cow the



police comm ssioner. Slook had failed to interfere with either The Shadow s
i nvestigation, or that of the Iaw
Second was Courtney Gell.
Last night, Gell had chanced upon a scene of crime. Had that been purely
by coi ncidence, or had the purple killer expected Gell to arrive at Rythe's?
Consi dering these probabilities, The Shadow saw little choice between
them He doubted that either would natter
More important was the possibility that Grell knew who the nurderer was.
Gell, hinself, was a shady character, the sort who would serve a naster
crook.
That fact, however, nmade it seemunlikely that the rmurderer would enploy him
for
so grueling a service as the discovery of a victim unless Gell happened to
be
far nore clever than appearances showed.

The Shadow had not forgotten Gell. He intended to consider the fell ow
| ater. For the nonment, however, The Shadow was concerned w th another
i mport ant

person; nanely, Joe Cardona.

Until Cardona had taken charge of investigation, no victimof the purple
deat h had been found soon after murder. That had changed with Joe's entry.

Mor eover, no theories had been of fered concerning the times at which victins
had died, until Cardona put them He had guessed eight-thirty for both Tabor
and Rythe. Professor Murkden's certified blood tests had proven Cardona right.
In addition, there was another elenment. Every detective covering the purple
deat hs had vani shed, until Cardona had stepped on the scene. Nothing had
happened to Cardona.

What was the answer?

The Shadow had one. Astonishing though it was, the answer fitted. Joe
Cardona, despite his efficient work, might actually be falling in line with
what the murderer wanted. If that chanced to be the case, it explai ned why
Cardona was still at |arge

Clues intrigued The Shadow. O her detectives had found them a fountain
pen and a button. There was a possibility that Cardona had uncovered cl ues but
had kept themto hinself. The Shadow i ntended to investigate that matter

The Shadow s cl ock showed quarter past five. Long fingers lifted a sheet
of paper that bore the notation

Cardona. 5:30 p.m Channing 5-3827.

This brief report was from C yde Burke, one of The Shadow s agents who
posed as a newspaper reporter. Visiting headquarters, C yde had heard Cardona
maki ng an appoi ntrrent for half past five. He had noted the nunber that Cardona
dialed. It was Channi ng 5-3827.

The Shadow had checked on the tel ephone nunber. It belonged to a suite of
of fices, nunbered 650, in the Landis Building, near Times Square. That suite
was occupied by Courtney Gell.

The Shadow s light clicked off. A whispered | augh sounded anid total
dar kness. The Shadow was ready for departure; fromthe sanctum he would
travel
to the office in question. Arrival there at five-thirty would enable himto
observe two persons: Gell and Cardona. Both were individual s upon whom The
Shadow nust concentrate. A conference between them promi sed real results.

ANOTHER st orm was sweepi ng Manhattan. Even at this early hour, the city
was bl anketed with night. Striving street |anps produced illumnation anmid a
driving swirl of mngled sleet and snow, but above, the sky was as bl ack as
t he
Stygi an depths of The Shadow s sanct um



Gittering wi ndows, etched against night's velvet, indicated the |ighted
of fices where late workers still lingered after the five-o0'clock hour. One
skyscraper that showed its quota of illumnation was the Landi s Buil di ng.

Five-thirty showed crowds in the | obby of the Landis Building; for it
af forded entrance to a subway and the rush hour was still strong. Anong those
passers appeared a tall stroller who carried a well-packed brief case. The
Shadow had arrived at the hour of Cardona's appointment with Gell.

Seven minutes later, Cardona hinself appeared fromthe street and went up
to Gell's suite. Joe entered wi thout knocking.

The shady specul ator smled wanly as he arose to shake hands wth
Car dona.

Joe doffed his overcoat, thwacked a newspaper upon the table. Gell noted the
fol ded journal; saw a conspi cuous autonobil e advertisement showi ng fromthe
upper nost page. He recognized it as a norni ng newspaper; wondered why Cardona
was carrying it instead of an evening one. Cardona nust have noted Gell's

gl ance, for he imedi ately picked up the newspaper and stowed it in a pocket
of

hi s overcoat.

Seating hinself across fromGell, Cardona delivered a gruff opening:

"You wanted to talk to ne. Al right. 1'mhere."

"I appreciate the visit," acknow edged Gell. "You see, although you have
not arrested ne, | feel that you suspect nme in the matter of Rythe's death."

"What gave you that idea?"

"Ever since last night," replied Gell, "I have noted headquarters mnen
shadowi ng ne."

"Certainly," returned Cardona. "That was for your own protection."

"But not at ny request -"

"l considered that unnecessary."

Gell smled. He was gl ancing at the desk top. Cardona was watchi ng him

Nei t her saw the bl ackish streak that edged into the office, fromthe
connecting door. Flat against the floor, that blotch formed a sil houette.
Barely visible, it was the only indication of The Shadow s presence.
Mot i onl ess, the sil houette becanme so inconspicuous that it could no | onger
have
attracted attention

"RYTHE S death was a shock," declared Grell, changing the subject in
suave
fashion. "I, too, wish to see that justice is gained; and | feel that you
shoul d
appreciate ny attitude, inspector. Police Conm ssioner Wston seens to
understand ny sentinents.”

"The conm ssi oner?" snapped Joe. "Wen did you talk to hinP"

"This afternoon,"” replied Gell. "Wien |I called himon the tel ephone, he
apol ogi zed for last night's hasty remark. In fact, he invited me to acconpany
himthis evening to see Professor Mirkden."

Cardona funmed inwardly. He realized that Grell, probably by flattery, had
tal ked hinself into the good graces of the police conm ssioner. Cardona
regarded that as interference with his own activities. So he took it out on
Gell.

"l suppose,"” growl ed Cardona, "that you squawked about being covered by
headquarters nen. Going over ny head, despite the fact that | sided with you
| ast night -"

"No," interrupted Gell, snobothly. "On the contrary, | spoke highly of

you
to the conmi ssioner. | said nothing about being shadowed."

Cardona was stunped. He saw how cleverly Grell had established hinself.
By

speaking well of Joe, Gell had inpressed Weston. Established with the



conmi ssi oner, he was working the game in reverse. The humor of it finally
brought a snile from Cardona.
"Al'l right," he acknow edged. "Go ahead and neet the conm ssioner

to-night. 1'Il call off my nmen."
"Thanks," snmiled Gell. "Incidentally, |I mght add that | said nothing to
t he conmi ssioner regarding the clue you found at Rythe's last night. | suppose

that you chose to keep it to yourself."

"The clue?" demanded Cardona, quickly. "Wat clue?"

Gell |eaned across the desk.

"When | saw Rythe's body," he declared, in a confidential tone, "I was
badly shaken, but | observed the slip of paper that had apparently dropped
from
his hand. It had witing on it, in blue pencil."

Gell eyed Cardona as he spoke. Joe sat silent.

"Large witing," added Grell. "I could read it easily. Al it said was:
"Call me at noon to-norrow ; and it was signed with the letter "L.""

Grell paused to note the effect of his statement. Cardona's sil ence was
proof that Gell had a hit. The sallow man settl ed back behind his desk; his
eyes becane shrewd.

"You were the next person who entered Rythe's den," reminded Gell. "Yet
not hi ng nore was said about that witten nmeno. | fancied that perhaps you
preferred to keep certain clues a secret. So | remmined silent."

Cardona saw no further use in blunt silence. He snapped a question:

"Have you any idea who 'L' could be?"

Gell shook his head.

"I knew nothing of Rythe's affairs,” he insisted. "Tinmothy mght tell

you.
"I quizzed Tinmothy on my own," admitted Cardona. "He couldn't answer it.

You struck it right, Gell. I found that piece of paper. But this case is

m ne.

I'"ve got a right to keep quiet about the clues | find. If the comm ssioner is
to
know about them it's ny business to tell him"

Gell's eyes showed a sudden gl eam one that could be seen fromthe
doorway where The Shadow watched. Grell had caught Cardona's reference to
"clues'; it indicated that Joe m ght have found sonething at Tabor's al so.
Cardona, however, was unconscious of the slip that he had nade. Gell did not
enlighten him

METHODI CALLY, Cardona drew a small envel ope fromhis inside pocket.
Opening its |l oose flap, he peered within; drew out the bl ue-penciled neno that
Grell had nentioned. Again, Gell's eyes were sharp. Cardona's action
i ndi cat ed
that something el se was in the envel ope.

"Here's the neno." Cardona showed it to Gell; then replaced it in the
envel ope. As he did, Cardona kept the envelope turned so that Grell could not
see another item the chess clipping that Joe had picked up at Tabor's. "All
right, Gell. I'"'mglad we had this talk. You won't be bothered with anybody
trailing you. In return, I'mcounting on you to cooperate."

Grell smled. By cooperation, he knew that Cardona expected himto make
no
mention of this neeting, especially to Conmm ssioner Weston. Grell nodded his
agreement, arose with Cardona and hel ped the inspector put on his coat.

The Shadow was gone when Cardona | eft by the outer office. Gell
remai ned;
but he was no | onger watched by The Shadow. The reason for The Shadow s
conpl ete
departure was expl ai ned when Cardona reached the | obby. There, Joe dism ssed
t he



detecti ve whom he had told to keep tabs on Grell; then went out and took a
cab.

Hardly had Cardona's taxi pulled away before The Shadow appeared, carrying his
brief case, to enter another cab

The Shadow had heard every word that passed between Cardona and Gell. He
had recogni zed the inportance of the blue-penciled nmeno that was signed with
the letter 'L.' Whether or not Gell was positive that Cardona must have found
a previous clue at Tabor's, The Shadow was certain that Joe had. Moreover, The
Shadow was convi nced that Cardona had gai ned a |ink between them

Cardona's pronpt agreement to Grell's requests stood as proof that Joe
had
some inportant nmove in mnd. The briskness of Cardona's departure fitted with
it. Clearly, The Shadow could see the idea that was in Cardona's mnd. The ace
i nspector did not fully trust Courtney Gell. Mreover, Cardona would not have
kept inmportant clues too long without telling Weston, unless those clues
prom sed sone quick result.

Cardona's hurry was proof that he intended to follow a | ead that he had
gai ned; to acconplish some startling result between this hour - six o'clock -
and the tinme when Gell nmet Weston. By trailing Cardona, The Shadow stood a
chance to learn the link for hinself. Events were fitting with The Shadow s
theory that Cardona had becone a vital factor in the plans of the supercrook
who rul ed the purple death.

Trailing Cardona, The Shadow hoped to learn all that the inspector knew
to pick up further facts if Cardona failed to find them This was a quest that
prom sed results. Yet The Shadow, though prepared for unusual devel opnents,
did
not consider his present trail as nore than a prelininary one.

The Shadow had not yet foreseen that circunstances mght hold a rea
surprise in store, that his present mission was to bring himto the threshold
of new nystery.

CHAPTER VI I'|
THE VAN SHED SLEUTH

FROM t he nonment that Cardona's trip began, it proved that sonme new
devel opnent | ay ahead. Joe's cab took a roundabout direction from Times
Squar e.

Qovi ously, Joe wanted to throw off trailers by picking side streets where he
could watch for foll ow ng cars.

The Shadow, however, was equi pped to match such a gane. The cab in which
he was riding was his own. It was an independent taxi driven by one of the
cl everest hackies in New York; a driver whom The Shadow had chosen because of
his skill. Instead of closing in on Cardona's taxi, The Shadow s cab kept well
behi nd.

At Si xth Avenue, Cardona's cab had nmade a quick turn southward, beneath
the elevated pillars. The Shadow s cab turned also; trailed at a distance of
nearly two bl ocks.

Cross-traffic suddenly bl ocked the chase. It cane just as The Shadow s
cab
was speeding to get by a cross street as all lights went red. Sleet and snow
qui ckly blotted out Cardona's cab. Ten swiftly covered bl ocks failed to show
new traces of the m ssing cab. Then, on one side street, The Shadow saw a
parked cab that |ooked |ike Cardona's. The standing taxi had no lights. The
Shadow ordered to keep ahead; then round the block. A few mnutes later, his
own cab entered the street with |ights extinguished and stopped fifty feet
behi nd Cardona’'s.

The Shadow alighted and started forward through the hazy sleet that
blurred the infrequent street |anps. He had gone but a few yards when he saw a



figure step froma small alleyway near the cab ahead. Pausing by a doorway,
The
Shadow saw the outline of a gray hat and overcoat; he watched the wearer of
t he
garnments enter the taxi
The light was insufficient to distinguish nore than a general inpression
of the gray-clad form but The Shadow had recogni zed Cardona's garb. Obviously
Joe had ordered a halt at this spot; then gone through the alley on foot.
Cardona's cab shot suddenly away, as soon as its passenger had entered
it.
Its lights cane on while it was noving. By the tinme The Shadow was back in his
own cab, the tail-light ahead was di sappearing around a corner. The Shadow
ordered quick pursuit.

THE new chase was a short one, performed in zigzag fashion. The first cab
gained a long lead on a cross street where the avenues were wi de apart. It
turned right; by the tinme The Shadow s cab reached the avenue, there was no
sign of Cardona's. The Shadow ordered a quick spurt on the avenue; a pronpt
turn to the right at the next street. He had gauged the situation to
perfection.

As his own cab turned right, The Shadow saw Cardona's taxi parked a short
way down the block. Its lights were still on. It started fromthe curb just as
The Shadow spied it. The trick was a cute one, if intended to shake off
followers; for there was no way to tell whether or not Cardona had remnained in
the cab. It was possible that he paid the driver while on the nove; stopped
| ong enough to drop off and tell the driver to keep going.

The Shadow, however, knew that he coul d depend upon Mde Shrevnitz, the
driver who was handling his cab. Wth a qui ck command, The Shadow ordered Me
to slacken speed; then keep up the chase. Moe obliged. In the monment that the
cab was al nost halted, The Shadow opened the door and dropped off to the curb
easi ng the door shut as he went.

Ten seconds later, The Shadow was at the very spot where Cardona's cab
had
st opped.

Gropi ng, The Shadow studi ed his surroundi ngs. He soon found that he had
pi cked the only spot where Cardona coul d have gone during the short tine
allotted him The Shadow was in front of a little shoe repair shop. The tiny
buil ding was an old relic wedged between a loft building that had no side
street entrance and a warehouse that displayed a blank wall.

The shoemaker's shop was closed for the night. It was w de enough for a
door and one di splay wi ndow that started fromtw feet above the sidewal k.
Avoi di ng the bl ackened gl ass wi ndow, The Shadow tried the door. It was
unl ocked; hence it was possible that Cardona could have entered it quickly
after leaving the cab

TWD possibilities occurred to The Shadow. one, that Cardona had arranged
this trick to watch for pursuers; the other, that Joe had | earned sonething
about the shoe repair shop and had come to investigate it. In either case, the
dar kness was sufficient for The Shadow to attenpt a silent entry.

Soon after the chase had started, The Shadow had donned bl ack garnents
fromhis brief case. Cad in that garb, he was as invisible as night itself,
when favored by the presence of a darkened doorway. H s node of entry, edging
in as he opened the door, cut off all draughts and whistling sounds of wi nd.

One mnute later, The Shadow was in the shoe shop, the door closed
noi sel essly behind him The silence was so intense that The Shadow coul d have
detected the slightest sound. Mwving with absolute stealth, he assured hinself
that the little shop was enpty.

The Shadow used a flashlight, its tiny ray masked by a fold of his cloak



Foot by foot, he scoured the place. He found a row of shoe-shine chairs on one
side; a shoemaker's | athe and machi nery on the other

At the front, by the window, was a small desk with a tel ephone. The
Shadow
di scovered this, probing without his light. At the rear of the narrow room was
a
door. It was bolted fromthe other side.

It was possible that Cardona had gone through to the back of the
bui I di ng.

The door coul d have been unl ocked when Cardona found it. The Shadow s path was
definitely bl ocked.

Hal f a minute passed while The Shadow | istened in darkness, to learn if
any one could be listening fromthe other side of the door. He heard no
sounds;
but one suddenly came fromthe front of the shop. It was the ring of the
tel ephone bell. Drawing away fromthe rear door, The Shadow waited a full two
m nutes. The bell kept up its persistent intermittent ringing all the while.

Confident that no one could have detected his entry, The Shadow took it
for granted that Cardona nust have gone on through the rear of the shop, using
the bolted door to cut off trailers. Joe was probably calling the nunber, to
learn if any one had entered the shoe shop, hoping that such a person woul d
answer. Wth a soft, whispered | augh, The Shadow noved forward. He lifted the
recei ver fromthe tel ephone hook; but did not speak. Instead, he listened.

CARDONA' S voi ce cane across the wire, as The Shadow had expected. But it
| acked its gruff, demanding tone. The words that The Shadow heard were excited
ones.

"\Whoever you are, listen!" came Cardona's quick tone. "This is Inspector
Cardona, New York police. Get word to Conmm ssioner Weston, at once. Tell him
that | -"

A click ended Cardona's outburst. Sinmultaneously, The Shadow sensed a
puf f
of chill that penetrated the narrow shop. Dropping the receiver, he wheel ed
away
fromthe tel ephone, whipped out an automati c and stabbed a shot to the rear
door.

Si mul t aneously with The Shadow s bl ast, revolvers barked in his direction
Their shots were wide. Aimng nen had picked the tel ephone as their target.
Bul l ets shattered the glass show wi ndow. But The Shadow s shot told. He had
pi cked the one spot fromwhich an attack could conme. He heard a cry; snarled
oat hs as crooks dragged back a conpani on whom The Shadow had wounded.

Three quick shots roared through the shoe shop as The Shadow bonbar ded
t he
opened door. Enemnies had dived for cover, but The Shadow s bonbardnent served
its purpose. Crooks could not close the door while it was under fire. If they
took to flight, their scurry would tell The Shadow of their nove.

Then came the token that gave The Shadow knowl edge of instant danger. As
his automatic made its last recoil, he felt a barely perceptible quiver of the
floor; heard a runble fromthe front street. The Shadow was standi ng agai nst
the thin front door; to his left was the show w ndow.

Wth a quick dive, The Shadow fl attened hi nsel f bel ow t he show w ndow,
between it and the tel ephone table. He was not an instant too soon. Fromthe
front street came a terrific rattle - the outburst froma battery of machine
guns.

The runbl e had told The Shadow of an approaching truck. That vehicle had
stopped. Wth downward tilted machi ne guns, crooks were riddling the whole
front of the shoe shop.

The door was splintered by a hundred drilling bullets. The broken w ndow
was shattered into nothingness, its glass fragnents bouncing over and beyond



The Shadow. The whole interior of the shop was ripped and peppered, except at
one spot.

That was the narrow, two-foot space where The Shadow | ay prone; the only
possi bl e pl ace where a person could have lain and |lived. The Shadow was bel ow
t he | owest possible angle of the nachine guns. He was bul warked behind a thick
brick wall that the bullets could chip, but not denolish.

The terrific bonbardnent ended. The truck roared away, its occupants
satisfied that they had covered every square foot of the shoe shop with their
bull ets. The door at the rear of the shop slanmed shut, its bolt clicked. The
smal |l crew behind the wall of the rear roomwere satisfied that The Shadow had
been riddled. They had no tinme to investigate and gloat. They had to carry
away
a wounded nenber of their band before the police arrived.

AS he arose, The Shadow stunbl ed over the tel ephone. The table had been
riddl ed. The tel ephone had been hit, but it had fallen so quickly that its
wires still remained intact. The receiver had been cracked by a bullet, but
The
Shadow coul d hear the dial tone. Calmy, he fingered the dial, found that it
wor ked.

Sirens wailed froman avenue. The terrific clatter had aroused the
nei ghborhood. Still, The Shadow persisted with his call. A quiet voice
answered; it was that of The Shadow s contact man:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report."

"Report from Shrevnitz," responded Burbank. "He trailed Cardona's cab to
the Cobalt Club. It is across the street -"

Bur bank' s voice faded as the receiver crackled. The split had yiel ded;

t he

Wi ring was usel ess. The Shadow dropped the tel ephone, turned to the front
door.

Sirens were closer. Soon they would reach the shoe shop. The Shadow st epped
out

i nto darkness, noved rapidly along the street. He was obscured by the sleety
bl ackness by the tine the first patrol car arrived.

El sewhere, The Shadow stepped aboard a cab that was parked near a corner
gave the driver a destination. Finishing a quick trip, The Shadow dropped a
bill through the front wi ndow, stepped out and nmerged w th darkness, |eaving
the driver wondering where his passenger had gone. A half block's wal k brought
The Shadow to a spot across the street fromthe Cobalt C ub

The Shadow saw two cabs. Up ahead was Cardona's. Its parking lights were
on; the driver was sitting patiently at the wheel. Behind was The Shadow s
cab.

Approachi ng, The Shadow st epped up fromthe darkness, gave Me the whi spered
order:

"Report."
"Never lost sight of it," stated Mbe, referring to Cardona's cab. Me
coul d not see The Shadow i n the darkness beside the driver's window "It cane

strai ght here, but nobody got out of it. \Wat the hackie's waiting for, |
can't
guess. "

"Report received."

Mboe saw ghostli ke bl ackness nove beneath the glow of a street |anp; then
fade as it reached the shelter of Cardona's cab. The Shadow had arrived there
wi t hout the know edge of Cardona's taxi driver. Noiselessly, The Shadow opened
the rear door, peered into the back of the car. He could see the interior by
light fromthe street side.

As The Shadow had expected, the cab had no passenger, but it was not
entirely enpty. Carefully fol ded upon the back seat was Cardona's gray



overcoat; on it was perched the old felt hat that Cardona had worn when he
left
Gell's office

Silently, The Shadow cl osed the door. He went back to his own cab
entered
it and stowed away his black garnents. Donning a hat and overcoat of his own,
he
spoke to Moe. The cabby started the taxi, drove around the block and pulled up
in front of the Cobalt C ub. There, The Shadow alighted in the guise of Lanont
Cranst on.

A fixed smle was regi stered on The Shadow s disguised lips as he |eft
hat
and cloak at the club cloak room Attired in faultless tuxedo, he strolled
slowy toward the grillroom where he knew he would find Comm ssi oner Wston

The parked cab outside the Cobalt C ub, the one in which Cardona had
travel ed, was a token which The Shadow knew woul d soon be explained. It had
been sent here as a contenptuous challenge to the |aw. Some nessage from a
mast er crook would surely come to give notice of its presence.

The Shadow expected a pronpt aftermath to the nysterious di sappearance of
Joe Cardona.

CHAPTER | X
CRI ME' S SEQUEL

COW SSI ONER VEESTON was in the grillroomwhen The Shadow arrived there.
Weston had come to dinner earlier this evening, for the grillroom clock showed
that the tine was only ten mnutes after seven. Moreover, to-night, the
conmi ssi oner had guests. Wth himwere two newspapernen, special witers who
conducted colums that covered society news.

The press had found a way to gain interviews with Weston, even in the
secl usion of the Cobalt Cub. Ostensibly, these society witers had cone
nerely
to chat with the comri ssioner, disclaimng any interest in crinme news.

Actual ly,

they were hoping for any wedge that night enable themto question Weston
regardi ng the purple death. Wston knew that. He could not afford to be
brusque

with the society columists. Neverthel ess, he was wary. Hi s intervi ewers had
S0

far arrived nowhere

Weston smil ed when he saw The Shadow. He knew that the col umists woul d
be
i npressed when they |l earned that the commi ssioner was on close terms with
Lanont
Cranston. The globetrotter was nuch sought, socially; but sel dom seen at
soci ety
functions. Shaking hands wi th nuch gusto, Weston invited The Shadow to join
t he
group for dinner.

VWile they were waiting for The Shadow to finish his first course, Wston
remarked that he had an appoi ntment at eight o' clock. One of the newspapernen
promptly questioned if the appoi nt nent happened to be Professor Mirkden's
| ecture. Weston admitted that it was.

"Some val uabl e facts may be nmentioned to-night," declared the
conmi ssioner, tartly. "That is why | amattending the lecture.™

"And afterward?" persisted the newspaperman. "WIIl you di scuss the bl ood
tests that the professor has nade?"

"Probably," replied Weston. "The newspapers, however, have already



received full reports of the tests that the professor nade to-day."

That cl osed the subject. Weston felt that he was sitting easily, until he
saw a man wal k hurriedly into the grillroom The arrival was Courtney Gell
The sall ow man's anxi ous expression told that he was | ooking for the
conmi ssi oner. Before Weston could signal Gell to stay away, he arrived at the
table. One of the newspapernen recognized him for Gell had formerly tried to
splurge in society. Weston was therefore forced to adnmit Gell's identity.

"What is it, Gell?" he demanded angrily. "I told you to neet ne at
Prof essor Murkden's at eight o' 'clock. |I did not say to cone here."

"But | was told to come here -"

"By whon?"

"By your secretary. He called up my hotel and -

"My secretary has gone away on vacation."

"That is singular, conm ssioner. The man who called wanted me to tell you
that the taxicab was still waiting outside the Cobalt Cub."

WESTON ar ose, fum ng

"What nonsense is this, Gell?" he fairly shouted. "Wy should |I keep a
cab waiting? | have ny official car."

"But the cab is there, commissioner. | spoke to the driver. He said that
he was waiting for word fromyou."

"Who told himto wait there?"

"He said that |nspector Cardona sent him here."

Weston gl ared, nore perplexed than ever. At that nonent, an attendant
entered the grillroom to announce that there was an urgent tel ephone call for
Conmi ssi oner Weston

As soon as Weston left the grillroomthe newspapermen arose and fol | owed.
The Shadow saw Grell watch the departure with shrewd gaze; then the sall ow man
foll owed. The Shadow had just finished his course. He arose and strolled after
t he throng.

Weston was in the | obby, shouting over a tel ephone, oblivious to al
about

hi m

"Yes... This is Conmissioner Weston!... Hello... Cardona?... \Wat?..
Where?..."

The receiver went dead in Weston's hand. Hangi ng up, Weston started to
say
somet hi ng; then stopped and turned to Grell, whom he saw standi ng by.

"Send some one for that taxi driver," snapped Weston. "Bring himhere at
once. "

Gell dispatched a pair of attendants. They returned, with a
wor ri ed-faced
cab driver. One of the attendants was bringing a gray hat and overcoat. He
gave
themto Weston, with the remark:
"These were in the back seat, sir."
"Cardona's hat and coat!" exclainmed Weston. "Then it was Cardona who j ust

call ed ne. Something has happened to him Cone, nmy man" - this was to the taxi
driver - "give ne your story."
"I don't know nothing rmuch,"” blurted the hackie. "I was cruising near

Ti mes Square, al ong about six o'clock, when a passenger got aboard and told ne
to drive for Sixth Avenue."

The Shadow was watching Grell. He saw the man indulge in a tight-Ilipped
snmle, when the cabby failed to nmention that Cardona had boarded his cab
out si de the Landis Buil di ng.

"When we got to Sixth Avenue," continued the hackie, "this fare of mne
tells ne to go back to downtown. | thought maybe he was ki dding, until he
fl ashes a badge; says he's Inspector Cardona. Downtown, he tells ne to sw ng
on



Twenty-eighth Street and park near a sort of alley, with the lights out."

THERE was an interruption; another call for Weston. This time, the caller
was not Cardona. Weston held brief conversation; announced that he had
received
a routine report fromheadquarters. He told the cabby to proceed.

"The inspector was gone a while," continued the hackie. "He showed up
again, talked gruffer than he did before. Told ne to turn one corner after
anot her; then he stopped me all of a sudden in front of a joint that |ooked
like it didn't amount to rmuch. He shoved ne five bucks, told ne to chase up
here and wait until | heard fromthe commi ssioner."

"What about the hat and coat?" demanded Weston. "Wen did Cardona | eave
t hen®?"

"I don't know," adnmitted the hackie. "I didn't know they was laying in
t he
cab until we just found them a couple of mnutes ago."

West on | ooked qui zzical. Suddenly a thought struck him

"The second pl ace you stopped,” he inquired, "was it a shoe repair shop?
Between a | oft building and a warehouse?"

The cabby nodded.

"Yeah," he said. "That could have been it. On Twenty-fourth Street,

t hi nk."

Weston turned to the others. The conmi ssioner's face was strained.

"This man has told the truth,"” announced Weston. "It fits with the report
that | just received from headquarters. Cardona nust have entered that shoe
shop. Not long afterward, a truck stopped there and riddled the place with
machi ne gun bullets. The assassins escaped.”

"After killing Cardona?"

The question came from one of the newspapermen. Weston was too worried to
realize who had asked it.

"No," declared Weston. "Fortunately, Cardona is still alive. | know that,
because | heard his voice across the tel ephone, only a few nminutes ago. But he
has certainly been captured. He had something that he wanted to tell ne; he
said that this nmight be his |ast chance.™

"Anot her investigator mssing," said one newspapernman to the other. "This
time, it's Joe Cardona, best inspector on the force. He tried to tackle the
purpl e death. He's gone. The best he could do was put in a last call -"

Weston was roused to sudden ire. He began to denounce the men who had so
recently been his guests. Wile Wston was storm ng, the columists nade a
scranble for the cloak room obtained their coats and hats and headed for the
street.

"They' Il call their offices!" fumed Weston. "There will be special
editions on the street inside an hour. What can be done about it, Cranston?"

"Notify the other newspapers," suggested The Shadow, calmy. "G ve them
t he whol e story, so that those two chaps won't have a scoop. Then cone to the
grillroomand finish dinner."

West on managed a chuckl e.

"That's taking it calmy, Cranston,” he decided. "I shall do as you
suggest. In addition, however, | shall notify headquarters that Cardona is
m ssing. We nust begin an intensive search for him"

SOON afterward, Weston joi ned The Shadow and Gell at the dinner table
Weston had made his calls; he had cal med considerably and announced that he
intended to go to Murkden's | ecture at eight.

"Prof essor Murkden may be our |ast resort,'

affirmed Weston, gloonily
"He

is not an investigator, but his scientific tests have given the only tangible
results to date."”



The Shadow noted Gell, who was poker-faced. He knew that Gell was
t hi nki ng about Cardona's clues. The Shadow, too, was considering that subject.
He was positive that Cardona had picked up some small item at Tabor's, the
ni ght before he found the meno at Rythe's.
In addition, however, The Shadow was consi dering Cardona's di sappearance.
He had sol ved certain details of that riddle. The Shadow, from his own
experi ence, knew that Cardona could not have entered the shoe repair shop
That
was a trap that crooks had arranged for any one who m ght be follow ng
Car dona,
particul arly The Shadow, hinmself. It proved that the purple killer had
acquired
anot her band of gunners, like the crew that Sl ook Howdrey had commanded.
The Shadow knew t hat Cardona had definitely left the cab at the first

stop
it made - on Twenty-eighth Street. Joe had been gone for twenty m nutes before
The Shadow | ocated the parked taxi. It was during that period that the ace

i nspector had been seized.

Cardona had been captured not far fromthe cab. Another man - one of the
captors - had donned Joe's coat and hat. That substitute was the man whom The
Shadow had seen returning to the cab. Crooks had picked a man of Cardona's
stocky build for the assignnent. Viewing the fellow in darkness, The Shadow
had
seen only the outline of the gray coat and hat.

In the cab, the substitute had told the hackie to drive to the shoe
repair
shop; then continue to the Cobalt Cub. The substitute had | eft Cardona's hat
and coat. He had ducked into the shoe shop, gone through the back door and
bolted it. There he had joi ned other waiting thugs.

Meanwhi | e, crooks had inmprisoned Cardona. They had di al ed the nunber of
t he shoe repair shop, had given Cardona a chance to get hold of an extension
t el ephone, whil e thinking he was unobserved. Cardona had taken a chance on
reachi ng the comni ssioner through the person at the other end.

A clever trick to surprise The Shadow if he happened to be in the shop
Crooks in the rear room had been ready to fire when they heard the ringing
cease. Another had signal ed the machine gun truck, fromthe back door of the
ol d shop.

The call to Gell could have come fromany one claimng to be Wston's
secretary. As for Cardona's call to Weston, that was sinply explained. Crooks
had | et Cardona get to a tel ephone on his own; had kept watch and broken in
upon himbefore he could tell too much.

This time, the work of henchnen showed that they were under direct orders
fromthe purple killer. Only a master crook could have devised such a crafty
sequence. Only the purple killer would have been so bold as to fling
del i berate, disdainful challenges at the police conm ssioner

Cardona's capture was plain to The Shadow, yet he still needed facts
before he could | earn where crooks held their prisoners. To gain such facts,
The Shadow i ntended to follow his accepted course. Blind search would prove of
no avail against a superplotter.

Only by uncovering the purple killer, by learning the master crook's
identity and nethods, w thout the fiend' s own know edge, could The Shadow pl an
the rescue of Joe Cardona and bring a final finish to the run of crine.

CHAPTER X
THE NEEDED LI NK

VWHEN ei ght o' cl ock neared, Weston departed for Professor Mirkden's
acconpani ed by Courtney Grell. The Shadow renmai ned at the Cobalt Cub, stating



that he had an appoi ntnent. He renarked, however, that he mght be able to
visit Murkden's after the lecture. That pleased Weston. In this time of

stress,

t he conm ssi oner appreciated the presence of his friend Cranston. For sone
reason that Weston could not explain, he felt nore confident when Cranston was
about .

Soon after the comni ssioner had gone, The Shadow |l eft the club. Me's cab
wheel ed over, picked up the supposed Lanont Cranston. The Shadow gave a
destination; the address was close to Murkden's. As the cab headed in that
direction, The Shadow donned his garb of black

To The Shadow, the di sappearance of Joe Cardona marked a crisis in the
sequence of purple death. Until this tinme, The Shadow had been forced to play
a
wai ti ng game, even though other lives - those of unknown persons - night be at
stake. All along, The Shadow had recogni zed sone bl ockadi ng factor; to-night,
he had di scovered what it was. Joe Cardona, by holding out inportant clues,
had
unwi ttingly restrai ned The Shadow.

Cardona' s di sappearance was doubly unfortunate; for The Shadow was
convi nced that Joe had gained two clues. Sonething that Cardona had found at
Tabor's must have linked with the penciled notation at Rythe's. In some way,
Cardona had nmanaged to gain a definite | ead, and had gone after it too soon

For the present, The Shadow s policy could not be altered sinply because
Cardona had bl undered and nmade hinself a prisoner. If Joe should be slated for
death by his captors, the chances were that he had al ready been put on the
spot. If they intended to hold Cardona as a hostage, there would be no need to
attenpt a hasty rescue. The Shadow saw that it would be wiser to wait unti
hi s
pl ans were fully formed; unless sone energency made it inperative to take
gr eat
ri sks in Cardona's behal f.

Cardona' s di sappearance had, in a sense, helped The Shadow. It had given
himtw definite | eads of his own.

The first concerned Courtney Gell

To-day, The Shadow had | earned definitely that Gell was playing a cagey
gane. That did not necessarily inmplicate Grell in the crime chain of the
purpl e
death. Grell's discovery of Rythe's body could have been an acci dental one, as
Gell hinself clained.

Neverthel ess, Grell had smartly | ooked out for certain interests of his
own. He had pl ayed Cardona agai nst Weston; then vice versa, in order to put
hinself in right with the |aw. That, of course, was understandable. His
smartest trick had come when he mentioned the meno clue to Cardona. At that
time, Gell had learned - if he had not guessed it before - that Cardona held
a
clue from Tabor's as well as from Rythe's.

Grell had not even suggested to Cardona that he suspected there was a
first clue. As for the second one, Gell had promised not to nmention it to
Weston. True, he had kept that prom se, but under unusual circunstances. Wen
he heard that Cardona had vani shed, Gell should have told everything to
Weston, so as to aid in the search for Cardona.

Gell's silence proved that one of two situations existed. Either Gel
saw how he coul d gai n sonme personal advantage through Cardona' s di sappearance,
or else he was in sone way connected with the purple deaths. In either case,
Gell would be due to make a nmove. The Shadow i ntended to watch Gell

HE had postponed such a vigil partly because Gell would be with Wston
until nine o'clock, when Professor Mirkden's |lecture ended. Gell could make
no



move until after he left the comm ssioner. For the present, therefore, The
Shadow was actually using Weston to hold Gell inactive.

Al so, The Shadow needed the hour between eight and nine; at least a
portion of it. He wanted to follow the second | ead that he had gai ned through
Cardona' s di sappear ance.

Joe Cardona had established the deaths of Tabor and Rythe at identica
ti mes on successive nights; nanely, at eight-thirty. In making blood tests,
Prof essor Murkden had proved Cardona's findings. Yet Cardona had not been
sei zed because he had settled the tine elenment, nor had any threat been nade
agai nst Murkden after the results of the professor's tests had been publi shed.

That was singul ar; because the greatest subtlety of the poison used in
t he
purple murders lay in the way of baffled physicians when they tried to
ascertain
the hour of each death.

Theref ore, The Shadow had consi dered the possibility that both Cardona
and
Mur kden m ght be wrong in their concl usions.

Cardona had relied upon guesswork; and The Shadow had al ready doubt ed
Joe's hunches. Murkden, however, had made exact tests, scientifically
conduct ed
and properly attested by conpetent observers. In his tests, though, Mirkden
had
relied upon a synthetic formula that he called Conmpound "F." There was a
chance
that the chenmist had erred slightly in his preparation of the conpound; that
it
was not exactly identical with the purple poison used by sone naster nurderer

To settle that, The Shadow had resolved to nake tests of his own. The
com ng hour offered the best opportunity for The Shadow to obtain the
material s
that he needed.

It was ten mnutes after eight when The Shadow s cab stopped at a spot
not
far from Murkden's. Stepping into darkness, The Shadow nerged with the sleety
ni ght. Snow was increasing; |large flakes settled on the shoul ders of The
Shadow s cl oak, but they vani shed before they could serve as white markers to
i ndi cate the passage of a formam d the darkness.

Neari ng Murkden's, The Shadow saw Weston's car out front; near it, a pair
of uniformed policenen. The officers were not regul ar watchers. Quards had
been
deenmed unnecessary because Mirkden's house was strong and he had three
conpet ent
servants. The pair of bluecoats had been stationed to protect Weston's
chauffeur, in case another ruffian like Sl ook Howdrey tried to take over the
conmm ssioner's official |inousine.

GLIDING into a side passage just short of Mirkden's house, The Shadow
escaped the notice of the officers. He reached the wi ndows of Mirkden's
basement | aboratory. There, with a small screw driver and a conpact jinmmy, The
Shadow began the task of entry.

The job was speeded because The Shadow had previously studied the inside
fasteni ngs, when he had visited Murkden's. At the finish of five silent
wor ki ng
m nut es, The Shadow had renoved the outer bars. Noiselessly, he pried the
i nner
sash. Raising the window slightly, he slipped into the | aboratory. A corner
light was illum nated, but the roomwas enpty.

After closing the wi ndow, The Shadow operated rapidly. He found a box of



new test tubes; from dozens the few that he took would not be noticed. Into
t hese, he poured sanples of the various conmpounds that were on Mirkden's
shel f.

New corks were plentiful in a special box. The Shadow corked the tubes,
careful ly packed themin a pocket beneath his cloak

Searchi ng anong a stack of notebooks, The Shadow found one that he
want ed.

It contained neatly typed pages, covering the results of Mrkden's bl ood
tests.

Rapi dl y The Shadow chose the notations that he knew woul d be necessary for his
own experinents. He copied these, thus gaining needed formulas and conpl ete
data concerning the bl ood changes that had occurred both with human victims
and

gui nea pi gs.

That done, The Shadow exani ned sonme of the slides that Murkden used with
the projector; noted their |labels and nade brief witten descriptions
concerning certain slides. He passed the corner where a small box of dead
gui nea pigs lay upon the crate that was filled with live ones. The Shadow
i gnored the cavies since there was no need to carry away |ive guinea pigs. As
for the dead ones, their purpose had been served. Al that was inportant
concerning themcould be found in The Shadow s not es.

It was not quite quarter of nine, The Shadow decided to | ook in upon the
| ecture before he departed. Choosing a set of thin pass-keys, he unlocked the
door to the stairs. He ascended and opened the next barrier as easily. At the
third door, The Shadow paused; probed the | ock with consummate care. This was
the door to the lecture room The Shadow handled it w thout noise.

I nching the door open, The Shadow viewed the | ecture roomthrough a
narr ow
crack. He could not see the platformwhere Mirkden stood, for that was agai nst
the wall beside The Shadow s door. He could hear the professor's dry voice,
however; and he caught the thuddy sounds that cane when Mirkden tapped a big
chart with a pointer.

Murkden's listeners were visible. They forned an attentive group of
not e-takers who were | ooking toward the platform Near the back of the room
The Shadow saw two who were not taking notes. One was Comm ssioner \Wston
Ar s
fol ded, face set, Weston was nethodically taking in everything that Mirkden
sai d.

The other was Courtney Gell. Hs attitude was a contrast to Weston's.

GRELL | ooked bored and restless. He was slouched in a chair. H's jaw was
nmovi ng as he chewed gumto pass the time. Even that annoyed him The Shadow
saw
Gell take out his wad of gumand throw it into a wastebasket a few feet away.
Sourly, Grell reached in his pocket and produced a cigar. He chewed the end
fromit and brought out a pocket lighter, to ignite the stogy.

Mur kden' s drone now ceased. The Shadow heard the rap of the pointer upon
a
tabl e.

"Attention, please!" cane Miurkden's sharp voice. "W can tolerate no
snoking during the lecture.”

Students stirred to |l ook toward Gell, for Mirkden's gaze nust have been
directed on the visitor. Gell quickly thrust the cigar in his breast pocket.
He | ooked apol ogetic when Weston gave hima reproving gaze. Gell straightened
in his chair. Mirkden resuned

| mredi ately, Gell slouched again. Since he could not snoke, he brought
out a package of chewing gum and took a fresh stick. Again, his eyes roaned
restlessly; they stopped suddenly on a table that was near the wastebasket.

The Shadow saw a shrewd | ook on Grell's face. Noting that Weston was not



wat ching him the sallow faced visitor edged toward the table and reached for
a

newspaper that was lying there. Bringing the newspaper to his chair, Gell

st ooped and began to turn the pages.

The newspaper crinkled slightly, but none of the listeners noted it. Only
Prof essor Murkden coul d have seen what Grell was doing, but this tine the
prof essor was apparently too busy with his lecture to again note the
di sturber.

The Shadow saw Grell raise the newspaper; then turn it over.

On the side toward The Shadow was a | arge autonobil e advertisenment. It
was
the sane page that Gell had seen on the newspaper that Cardona had brought to
the office. Gell had renmenbered that newspaper the noment that he sawits
duplicate here in the room

The Shadow recogni zed the | arge adverti senent as one that he had seen;
thereby, he identified the particul ar norni ng newspaper which Gell held. But
The Shadow had not seen Cardona's newspaper. Wien he had visited Gell's
of fices, Joe had stowed that copy in his overcoat pocket just prior to The
Shadow s entry.

Gell's interest in the newspaper, however, inpressed The Shadow as
i mportant. The result proved it. Gell's eyes lighted as he found an item A
| ook of sudden el ation swept the swindler's sallow countenance. Fol ding the
newspaper, Gell reached over and replaced it on the table.

Looking to the left, Gell saw the door that led out to the little
reception roomthat formed an entrance to the small lecture hall. Hs jaws
slowed their chewing notion as he turned his gaze toward the platforny then
gl anced at Weston. The Shadow understood the nmove that G ell intended.

As soon as a convenient opportunity offered, Grell intended to | eave. He
wanted to get away before the lecture finished. He planned to depart w thout
attracting Comm ssioner Weston's attention. Gell's reason for departure
concerned sonething that he had noted in the norning newspaper.

THE SHADOW edged the door shut, locked it noiselessly. He made a quick
descent to the |l aboratory, rapidly |ocking the other doors as he passed them
Qut through the wi ndow, he closed the sash, planted the crisscrossed bar that
he had renoved. A single minute was all that The Shadow required to jamthat
out er fastening.

@ iding through darkness, The Shadow regai ned Mye's cab. Stow ng his
bl ack
garb in his brief case, he ordered the driver to head for the corner nearest
to
Mur kden's. As they reached the corner, The Shadow saw some one coni ng down the
steps of the professor's house. He knew that it must be Gell.

The Shadow dropped off. The cab arrived in front of Mirkden's and Gell
hailed it. The Shadow saw hi m step aboard. The cops outside offered no
obj ection. They were not under instructions to stop persons who cane from
Prof essor Miurkden's |ecture.

The Shadow had gi ven Moe brief instructions. Watching the departing cab,
he saw its stop-light give two slow blinks, as Me pressed the foot-brake.
Then
cane four short ones. The two meant twenty; the four stood for four. That told
The Shadow t he nunmber of blocks. Al that he needed was the direction. The cab
turned southward at the corner.

This was Sixty-sixth Street. The Shadow knew that Grell had told Me to
take himto Forty-second. Probably to Tinmes Square, where Gell would change
cabs. That did not matter; Mbe would manage to trail him Gell would not wal k
far, looking for another cab am d the driving sleet.

On foot, The Shadow made for the nearest subway. Reaching a |ocal
station,



he had time to stop at the news stand before the train arrived. The Shadow
asked
for a copy of the Mrning Sphere, the journal that he had seen Gell consult.
The deal er had a few odd copi es beneath the counter

Ri di ng southward in a half-enpty subway train, The Shadow opened the
newspaper in the calm indifferent fashion that suited his guise of Lanpnt
Cranston. He found the page with the autonobile advertisement. He scanned the
page opposite it.

Chess di agrans showed near the bottom of the page. They belonged to a

hal f

col um of chess probl enms. Bel ow were answers to problens printed on the
pr evi ous

day. In addition, The Shadow saw an extra diagram There was a notation
stating

that this was a problemthat had appeared one week ago. It was reprinted
because a reader of the colum had subnmitted a better answer, wherein Wite
coul d produce checkmate in two noves instead of three.

Wth the diagramwas a terse letter of half a dozen lines fromthe reader
who had presented the new solution. It was signed by a man named Loui s Lenger
It gave Lenger's address, a nunber on Twenty-sixth Street.

THE subway train was nearing Forty-second Street. The Shadow di d not
rise.

He intended to keep on the local until he arrived at the Twenty-eighth Street
station. Thin |lips showed the senbl ance of a smile that meant an inportant
di scovery by The Shadow.

The Shadow had guessed the nature of the clue that Cardona had found at
Tabor's studio. It was a copy of the original chess problem clipped froma
week- ol d newspaper. In Rythe's den, The Shadow knew, Cardona had picked up a
pencil ed meno signed with the letter "L."

Cardona had been noting the chess colum in the Mrning Sphere in hope of
some |l ead that would help him To-day, he had seen this reprint of the
pr obl em
he had read the letter signed by Louis Lenger. Those initials |ooked |like a
sure
hit. Either "L" - Louis or Lenger - would fit the initialed nmeno!

That was why Cardona had halted his cab on Twenty-eighth Street. It was
cl ose enough - yet not too close - to Lenger's address. Cardona had evidently
intended to return to the cab; instead, he had been captured during his round
trip.

The Shadow renenbered a newspaper that had bul ked from Cardona' s over coat
pocket, when the inspector had left Gell's offices; but The Shadow had not
seen the newspaper closely nor had he regarded it as inportant. He recalled
that there was no newspaper in Cardona's overcoat when it arrived in the enpty
cab; but had | ogically supposed that Cardona had sinply disposed of it.

Courtney Gell nust have noted the paper in the office and observed that
Cardona valued it. That was why Grell had gone after the duplicate copy anong
t he newspapers on the table at the lecture room Gell nust also have noticed
t he page at which Cardona's journal had been opened.

Spying the letter signed by Louis Lenger, Grell had naturally hit upon
t he
connection between that nanme and the letter "L." Gell, too, knew that Cardona
had been near Twenty-sixth Street. For some reason, Gell had taken upon
hi nsel f the dangerous job of visiting Louis Lenger

The Shadow knew that he would find Grell at Lenger's. He woul d be present
when the two nen nmet. To The Shadow, that comi ng neeting would offer facts
t hat
mght aid himin solving the riddle of the purple death.



CHAPTER Xl
THE LAST NAME

THE address on Twenty-sixth Street was of a small apartnment house; a
bui | di ng that | ooked new when conpared to the old houses near it. The Shadow
cane along the street on the side where the apartnment house was | ocated. He
passed the small entry where a |light shone through a gl ass door

Agai n, The Shadow was obscured by darkness. He had brought his brief case
with him After |eaving the subway, he had put on his blackened garnents. On
this secluded section of Twenty-sixth Street, lights were feeble, encrusted
with freezing sleet. The terrain was well suited to The Shadow s node of
unseen
noti on.

The Shadow avoi ded the front of the apartnent building; not only because
there the Iight was stronger, but because he expected the arrival of Courtney
Gell. The Shadow knew that the sallowfaced schener could not have arrived as
qui ckly by cab as The Shadow had by subway.

Wth time to spare, The Shadow crossed the street. From a darkened spot,
he viewed the little apartnent house. An angl ed outl ook gave The Shadow a good
i dea of the building' s construction.

The apartnent house was nothing nore than a pair of converted residences
t hat had been joined and equi pped with a false front. From strai ght across the
street, the structure presented a good appearance; its nodern style indicated
that the added construction had been done within the past few years.

From an angl e, however, the roofs of the old houses showed at the sides
and gave an ugly contrast. The chief reason why they were visible was because
t hey extended deep into the building block. Furthernore, there were spaces on
each side of the apartnment house. Those indicated routes to the back of the
doubl e buil ding. The Shadow conjectured that there nmust be a regul ar rear
ent rance.

The apartnent house was four stories high. There were dimlights in
wi ndows on the first three floors, but none on the fourth. The top-story
apartnments were either vacant, or the occupants were out.

Soon after The Shadow had conpleted his survey of the building, a taxicab
pull ed up and a man alighted. It was Courtney Grell. The Shadow watched the
sall ow man pay the driver. The cab went away. Gell entered the apartnent
house. I nmmedi ately, The Shadow crossed the street. He drew close to the
doorway, stopped on the very fringe of the |lighted space in front.

Gell was standing in the entry thunbing a button on the wall. He had
evidently found Lenger's nane card.

There was no answer to Gell's ring. The sallow man brought out a watch.
He eyed the tine, turning the dial toward the light that topped the entry. The
Shadow saw the face of the tinepiece, noted that it was quarter past nine.

Gell gave a few nore futile jabs at the button, shrugged his shoul ders
and turned toward the door. The Shadow drew back in darkness farther than
necessary to avoid Gell's observation. The reason for his extended nove was a
taxi cab, slowing as it cane along the street. Like Grell's cab, this taxi
stopped in front of the apartnment house.

GRELL had paused in the |lighted doorway. Sharp-eyed, he was studying a
man
who stepped fromthe cab. The newconer turned into the light. He was tall and
heavy of build; his face, though rugged, seened that of a thinker rather than
a
man of action. The tall nman was al nost shabby in attire; his heavy coat was
opened, his derby hat was tilted froma jolt that it had received in the cab
The tilted hat displayed a shock of gray hair that showed no signs of



recent brushing. The tall nman's face was unshaven, another indication that he
cared not hing about his personal appearance. He was not bothered by the tilt
of
his hat. He left the derby canted. Deep in thought, he stepped toward the door
of the apartnent house, his ungloved fingers funbling the change that he had
received fromthe taxi driver

Al nost at the door, the tall arrival saw Grell and pulled up with a
start.
For the noment, The Shadow saw | arge eyes glare and study the sallow man with
suspicion. Gell smled; then queried affably:

"Are you M. Louis Lenger?"

Eyes hardened; then the tall man nodded. Grell held out his hand.

"My nanme is Courtney Gell," he explained. "I happened to be in the
nei ghbor hood; stopped by to see if you were busy. | hoped that you woul d not
mnd the intrusion. | ama chess player |ike yourself."

Lenger stroked his stubbly chin. He seemed torn between two sentinments: a
natural dislike of strangers, and a feeling of friendliness toward a fell ow
chess enthusiast. At |ast he notioned toward the doorway and extended the

gruf f
invitation:

"Come up to the apartnent, M. Gell."

Gell let Lenger go past to unlock the inner door of the entry. He was
still chewing gum his slownoving lips formed a suave snile. Then his
eyebr ows

arched as he saw Lenger open the door without unlocking it. Evidently any one
could gain access to this apartnent house.

The reason for the unl ocked i nner door was apparent to The Shadow when he
approached. Though he did not enter, The Shadow made a careful study of the
entry that the two nmen had vacated. He saw that the tel ephone receiver, used
for conversation between visitors and tenants, was one that had no wire. On
that account, the front door was open. People could go up and knock at the
doors that they wanted.

The usel essness of the receiver indicated that the bells, too, were out
of
order. On the other side of the entry, above a row of mail boxes, The Shadow
observed a square-cut block that indicated a space for a new tel ephone
installation. Evidently new equi pment had been planned but not conpl et ed.

Instead of going in by the front, The Shadow nmoved through darkness,
skirted the double building and came to the expected rear entrance. He found a
| ocked door, but opened it with little difficulty. He entered a | ong,
dimMy-lighted hallway. There, The Shadow saw t he door of an automatic
el evat or.

Its gl ass panel was dark. Lenger and Grell had evidently taken the el evator
upstairs.

THE SHADOW f ound a darkened stairway, ascended it. He stopped at the
second floor and noted the frosted glass panel in the netal door of the
el evator shaft. He found it dark. Keeping on to the third fl oor, he found
anot her dar kened panel. On the fourth floor, The Shadow saw the gl ow of the
el evator through a door panel. He knew that Lenger's apartnent nust be on this
fl oor.

The fourth floor was smaller than those below, it had only two apartnents
and neither bore a name card. Light showed beneath the crack of one door. The
Shadow knew that it nust be Lenger's. Looking for a suitable way of entry, he
went along the hall. Past an arch that had been cut in an old house wall, The
Shadow saw doorways on each side of a short hallway. These had no nunbers.
They
| ooked i ke service entrances to the two apartnents.

Wor ki ng the door on Lenger's side of the house, The Shadow silently



unl ocked it. He stepped into a dusty kitchen, where pots, pans and di shes were
stacked in untidy heaps. The kitchen was partly lighted by a glow that cane
froma hall. Thanks to that illum nation, The Shadow avoi ded a bl ocki ng soap
box that was stacked with opened tin cans.

The Shadow crossed the hallway, peered into a fair-sized living room He
saw Lenger seated in front of a small table, busy with a board and chessnen,
while Gell |ooked on; The Shadow had expected this. He knew that Gell would
have tal ked about the chess problem to follow up his method of introducing
hi nsel f to Lenger.

"Very good," conmmended Gell, as Lenger |ooked up fromthe board and
pointed to his final nove. "Your method of mate is far superior to the one
originally published. I wish that | had nore tine to devote to chess
probl ens. "

As he finished speaking, Gell renmoved his chewi ng gum and | ooked about
for a wastebasket. He finally found one; tossed the gumthere. A wastebasket
| ooked out of place in Lenger's living room for the place was strewn wth
papers and ot her rubbish. Lenger observed Gell's survey of the room and
smiled
apol ogetically.

"The apartnent is untidy," he admtted. "Unfortunately, ny servant was

of fered a better situation and took it. | have not yet replaced him"
"I see," nodded Grell. Then, suavely: "You live entirely al one?"
"Yes. My investnents bring me a small incone. | cook ny own breakfast and
[ unch, read, and do chess problens nost of the day. | always dine at six;
after
that, I call on ny friend Howard Feasley."

"A chess pl ayer?"

"Yes. Feasley is a recluse like myself. For a while, he was an invalid;
but his health has inproved. He still insists on retiring at nine. That is why
| always go to Feasley's to play chess. Every night we play from seven unti
ni ne."

Lenger was becoming quite confidential with Grell. The ice once broken
he
seened tal kative. He did not, however, state where his friend Feasley lived,
al though Gell's face showed that the visitor would have liked to | earn that
fact. Instead, Lenger went to a bookcase, runmmaged anong stacks of vol unmes and
found a tin box. He brought it to the table, where Grell was starting to chew
anot her stick of gum

"I have worked on all these problens," remarked Lenger, opening the box
to
show a pile of clippings. "Wenever | work out a better solution than one in
t he
newspaper, | wite a letter to the chess editor."

AS Lenger tilted the box to rearrange the clippings, something clicked
and
rolled to the table. The Shadow saw Lenger pick up a blue pencil and repl ace
it

with the clippings. So did Gell. The sallow man pursed his |ips, glanced at
hi s wat ch.

"Nine-thirty," he remarked. "I nust be going, M. Lenger. By the way, do
you retire early, like your friend Feasley?"

"Seldom" replied Lenger. "Wy?"

"I thought that | night drop by sone evening," returned Gell, "and play
a

few ganes, after you have returned from Feasley's."
"Fine!" agreed Lenger. "W could play fromnine until m dnight.
"How woul d t o-norrow eveni ng be?"
"Excellent. Can you cone at nine, M. Gell?"



"I amnot certain. But jot down your tel ephone number" - Gell notioned
toward a pad that lay on the table - "I can keep it as a sure rem nder to cal
you -"

"l have no tel ephone here."

Gell's eyes narrowed. The Shadow knew why. Gell had failed in his
effort
to gain a specinmen of Lenger's handwiting. He dropped that endeavor rather
t han
arouse Lenger's suspicion

"I shall drop by again," promsed Gell. "If I can not stop off, | shal
| eave a note in your mail box. Good night, M. Lenger."

Grell picked up his hat and coat. Lenger reached for his own frayed
overcoat and der by.

"Il acconpany you downstairs," suggested Lenger. "I forgot to make sone
purchases at a drug store. W can chat about chess as we go along."

The two |l eft by the main door of the apartment. The Shadow |istened unti
he heard the dull runble of the descending elevator. Then he entered the
l'iving
room there, he went to the bookcase and examined the tin box that Lenger had
repl aced. Thunbi ng qui ckly through the stack of chess clippings, The Shadow
found that many of themwere duplicates. There was one copy of the origina
probl emthat Lenger had answered in to-day's newspaper; but no duplicate.

Newspapers were stacked everywhere on the floor. They showed gaps where
Lenger had clipped chess problenms. Many of the journals were fromout of town.
Whet her or not Lenger had other interests - nurder, perhaps, included - it was
certain that he was a true devotee of chess.

Most of the books on the narrow shelves were volunes that referred to
chess. The bottom shel ves were stacked with dusty nagazi nes; beneath them were
boxes of various sizes. As a result, the old nagazines formed a wavelike line.
Carefully, The Shadow withdrew some of the boxes, so that he could exam ne
t hem
wi t hout di sturbing the arrangenent.

Sone of the boxes contained chessnmen; others held articles clipped from
magazi nes, referring to chess. A fewwere filled with mscellaneous itens. It
was in one of these that The Shadow made an inportant find. He saw a page that
had been cut froma college catalog. It bore names of faculty menbers. Around
one was a circle, marked in blue pencil

THE nane was that of James Ardess, the university instructor who had been
one of the earlier victinms of the purple death.

Beneath the torn page was a pawnbroker's ticket. It carried the name of
WIlliam Gingew. He was the pawnbroker who had been anot her of the nysterious
victimns.

Fart her down, The Shadow found a busi ness card, of neatly engraved
pattern. It was old and dusty; the card bore the nane of Frederick Tabor, with
the title: "Architect."

Next, The Shadow di scovered a small-typed page, roughly torn froma copy
of "Who's Who." Nanmes on that page began with "R " Anong them circled in blue
pencil, was a brief biography of Trunmbull Rythe, the financier who, |ike
Tabor,
had been a victimof the purple death.

At the very bottom of the box, The Shadow unearthed a fol ded sheet of
paper. It bore a list of typewitten nanmes, in capital letters, badly off
['ine.
This list carried the names of the victins of the purple death, in the order
of
their doom Ardess and Gingew were early in the list. Later cane Frederick
Tabor; then Trunbull Rythe.

There was an old typewiter near the bookcase; probably the |ist had been



typed on that nachi ne. The Shadow did not wait to check that matter. Sonething
nore i nmportant concerned him The name of Trunbull Rythe was not the | ast one
on the list. There was another belowit.

The final name was Horace Sel bart. A nane that had been in the news
to-day. Horace Sel bart, big tine ganbler; controller of gamng interests
t hroughout the United States, had arrived in New York this afternoon, aboard a
liner from Europe. He had been phot ographed by cameranen, on the roof of his
pent house near Park Avenue.

Thus The Shadow knew who Sel bart was, and where the nman could be | ocated.
Both facts were vital. Selbart's unsavory past could be disregarded. Al that
mattered was that Horace Sel bart had been slated as a victimof the purple
death. Apparently, doom s chain had been tinmed to fit Selbart's return to
Aneri ca.

Qui ckly, The Shadow repl aced the box beneath the magazines. He |left by
t he
front door of the apartment. The el evator was on the ground fl oor; The Shadow
did not waste time in pressing the control button and waiting for the slow car
to ascend. Instead, he took the stairs. Reaching the ground floor, he hurried
out through the rear door

The [ ack of a telephone in Lenger's apartnent nmade The Shadow s spurt
i mperative. An instant warning nmust be dispatched to Horace Selbart. Yet with
all his speed, The Shadow knew that his present cause woul d probably be
usel ess.

It was alnmpbst ten o' clock, the approximate time at which the last two
victinms of the purple death - Tabor and Rythe - had been di scovered dead.
Unl ess some unusual factor had del ayed the purple nurderer, The Shadow woul d
be
too late to save Horace Sel bart fromhis schedul ed doom

CHAPTER Xl
DOOM S LONE CLUE

FIVE m nutes distant from Lenger's apartnent house, The Shadow reached a
tel ephone, located in the gloomof a side entrance to an antiquated office
buil ding that stayed open for the benefit of late tenants.

The Shadow made a quick call to Burbank, for he knew that Selbart's
nunber
woul d be unlisted. Burbank, however, had an excellent collection of unlisted
nunbers, always in readi ness. The Shadow knew that Sel bart's woul d be anong
t hem

Bur bank' s response was pronpt. To the contact man The Shadow del egat ed
t he
duty of calling Selbart and delivering a warning. Burbank was excellent at
t hat
sort of job. H s even, nethodical tones carried an inpressive touch across a
t el ephone wire.

The call finished, The Shadow returned to the street. He saw a chance cab
parked near the corner; its fidgety driver was ready to pull away as soon as a
traffic light turned green. Evidently the hackie figured that he would nake
out
better cruising on this stornmy night than by standing still.

The hacki e was wrong. As he shoved the car in gear, he heard a quiet
Voi ce
speak fromthe back seat. Turning about, he stared into darkened depths. The
voi ce gave a destination near Park Avenue, told the hackie to hurry. The
fell ow
gawked no | onger. He had the passenger he wanted. The fact that his fare had
seem ngly cone from nowhere was a secondary matter



As he drove al ong, however, the cab driver was determ ned to keep tabs on
hi s passenger. He did not want to let that unseen rider slip away as weirdly
as
he had arrived. None the less, the hackie's vigilance failed him

One block fromthe given destination, the cab slowed to make a fina

ri ght
turn. Sormething fluttered fromthe driver's shoulder; when it reached his I ap
the man saw that the object was a five-dollar bill. Jamr ng the brakes, the

hacki e | ooked into the back seat. He turned on the done |ight. The nysterious
passenger was gone.

The Shadow had seen another cab coming froma side street. It was the one
manned by Me. Burbank had evidently contacted The Shadow s speedy cab driver
after calling Selbart's penthouse. The Shadow boarded his own cab as it
sl ackened on the crossing. Once inside, he whispered the word:

"Report."

MOE gave the news. Burbank had called Sel bart but there had been no
answer
fromthe ganbl er's penthouse. Burbank had di spatched Mbe to be in readi ness,
shoul d The Shadow need hi m

The cab neared the apartment house where Sel bart |ived. Dropping off, The
Shadow noted the front entrance of the building. It was an old structure, only
ten stories high; but its nearness to Park Avenue had kept it fashionable. The
Shadow saw a uniformed doorman pacing the | obby. Ordinarily, the attendant
bel onged out si de; but he had gone indoors because of the m serabl e weat her

Looki ng upward, The Shadow barely discerned the outline of the penthouse
against the sullen illum nation of the city's lights, a glow that persisted
despite the driving storm The Shadow noticed that the penthouse was situated
at the front corner of the building on the side toward Park Avenue.

Passing that corner of the building, The Shadow observed a small side
entrance to the apartnment building. He guessed its purpose. The door nust be a
private entrance to a special elevator that took visitors to Selbart's

pent house.

Entering the doorway, The Shadow found a small entry; he saw the double
door of an elevator shaft, beyond it a small, keyless door that |ooked |ike
t he

entrance to a closet. The el evator doors were a half-inch apart, a gl ow showed
bet ween them The el evator was here on the ground fl oor

The Shadow wedged the doors far enough to grip the inner |ever. He opened
the doors, saw that the snmall elevator was enpty. Quickly, The Shadow st epped
to the closet door and whipped it open. On the darkened floor, he saw a
sl unped
figure in uniform trussed and gagged.

The man was the el evator operator. He had been treated |ike Tinothy had
been handl ed at Rythe's. The cl oset reeked of chloroform There was no tinme to
wait | onger. The Shadow | eft the door open so that the bound man coul d get
nor e
air. He stepped aboard the el evator and cl osed the doors.

There was only one control button, marked: "Penthouse." The Shadow
pressed
it; the elevator, one of a nobdern type, nmade the ascent swi ftly. Reaching the
top, The Shadow silently opened the doors, stepped quickly fromthe el evator
a
drawn automatic in his fist.

Lights were on in the penthouse, their glow was indirect and nellow. The
soft light was like a pall. That effect was increased by the unearthly silence
that seenmed to dwell within these spaces.

There was no need for The Shadow to tread softly as he crossed the floors
of huge, hushed roons. Thick-tufted Persian rugs drowned every footfall



Every doorway was heavily curtained; those draperies |ooked |like
[ urki ng-spots for hidden watchers. The Shadow recogni zed the possibility of
spyi ng eyes. He adopted a course that allowed for them As he entered each
room The Shadow edged along the wall, his notion barely visible against dark
oak panels. At each curtain, he performed a quick sweep with his gun; a nove
of
t he drapery, the nuzzle jabbed behind it.

Any hi dden wat cher woul d have been caught conpletely off guard, but The
Shadow found no lurker. He came to the last of several doorways; frisked the
curtains and stepped across the threshold. The Shadow had reached a
square-lighted roomthat served as Selbart's library.

There, The Shadow st opped.

ON the floor lay a portly body, sprawl ed face downward. The figure was
attired in a dressing gown that had pressed upward, high above the spraw ed
man's neck. It did not, however, cover the bald pate that showed above a
fringe
of thin, dark hair.

Light glistened fromthe snmooth bald head. The refl ected gl ow was purple.
The dye of death had tinged the skin that covered the sprawl ed man's skull

St oppi ng, The Shadow roll ed the body sidewards. He recogni zed the pudgy
smal | -eyed face that he saw. It was the fat, piggish countenance of Horace
Selbart; but it had retained only a nere senbl ance to the photograph that The
Shadow had seen in to-day's newspaper.

Selbart's face was conpletely purple. Its puffy features had gained in
size. Hs small, deep-set eyes were still tiny in proportion to the rest of
hi s
face, but they had definitely enlarged. They | ooked |ike purple agates that
had
been poked into the fatty sockets that held them

VWi | e The Shadow stooped, his hand upon the dead nman's shoul der, a clock
whirred in another room then chinmed the quarter hour. The Shadow had
uncover ed
this case of the purple death at exactly half past ten

Letting the body sag face downward on the floor, The Shadow made a bri ef
survey of the room Little had been disturbed, but The Shadow noticed one spot
wher e books had been renoved froma shelf and clunsily replaced. Taking out
t he
books, he saw an opened panel in the wall beyond. Some one had slid back the
woodwork to reveal an open space that served as a snall, shallow wall safe.

There were papers visible; The Shadow exam ned them Sone were prom ssory
notes, made out to Sel bart. Several were signed by ganblers; but two bore the
nanes of prom nent New York artists; another was signed by a man who had
recently acquired a |large theater near Tinmes Square.

O hers were letters. One was froma man who wanted noney to open an
abandoned gold nmine; two were frominventors, one nentioning a new autonotive
devi ce; another described the nmerits of a special process for taking notion
pictures in natural colors, which would cut production costs bel ow t hose of
exi sting met hods.

The Shadow repl aced the papers. He put the books back as he had found
them He | ooked at Selbart's body. The Shadow s |ips phrased a whispered
| augh,
sol emm and mirthless.

THE SHADOW had | ong known that Horace Sel bart had other interests than
t he
precari ous gane of running ganbling establishnents. Being a multimllionaire,
Sel bart had al ways had plenty of nmoney to invest. It was not surprising that



he
had figured in various types of transactions, for Selbart had al ways preferred
to keep himself technically within the | aw.

That, in a sense, had been his nbst pernicious practice. Selbart had
backed many shady deals; his process was always to deal with a | one
i ndi vi dual .

O'ten, when ganbling establishments had been raided in various cities, the
proprietors had squeal ed that Sel bart was the actual owner. None had ever
proven that claim Invariably, they had taken the rap thensel ves, because they
could furnish neither w tnesses nor witten evidence.

Sel bart's own gami ng establishments were always | ocated in cities where
the laws were | enient.

The Shadow had suspected Sel bart's past game; but had not interfered with
it, for the big tine ganbler had been dealing with rats of his own ilk. He had
al so suspected Sel bart's sinple nethod.

Sel bart had sinply advanced the ganbling proprietors all the noney that
t hey needed; and in return, received prom ssory notes far in excess of the
amount he gave them If the nen made out well, they were quite willing to pay
their silent partner fromthe profits, even though he doubled or tripled his
i nvestments. If the game went sour with any of the ganblers, Selbart never
produced the notes. Arrested ganblers went to the penitentiary, but did not
have to pay their debts.

VWhat The Shadow had not suspected was that Sel bart had used this nethod
in
dealing with persons who offered himlegitimte opportunities to make noney.
Artists, theater men, inventors; all had pawned their future in the hope of
getting a start. Selbart, cannier than the man with whom he dealt, had only
advanced cash to those who he felt positive would gain success.

The Shadow st epped back to Selbart's body, rolled it face upward. He
studi ed the body closely, observed a small but deep gash on the heel of
Sel bart's hand. O osely, The Shadow pi ctured how t he ganbl er had di ed.

Sone visitor had conme to discuss the matter of an invention, probably
bringing a nodel that Sel bart had seen before he went to Europe. Wen Sel bart
had taken the object, a hidden spring had snapped, to jab a knifelike point
into the ganmbler's pudgy hand. That cutting device had been | oaded with the
poi son that delivered the purple death.

The openi ng behi nd t he bookcase indicated that Sel bart had hinsel f
renmoved
t he docurments that pertained to the invention - letters and prom ssory notes -
to discuss themwith his visitor. The killer had taken those docunents away
with him but had not lingered to search the library for papers that pertained
to other persons. Probably the murderer had not guessed that Sel bart kept such
docunents at the penthouse. Having the papers that he required for hinself,

t he
killer had preferred rapid departure.

CALMY, The Shadow turned Sel bart's weighty body face downward, so that
it
took its original position. As the formsettled on the floor, The Shadow spi ed
a
tiny bluish object that pushed from beneath the dead man's shoulder. Wth
gl oved
hand, The Shadow pi cked up the object. It was a stubby, blue pencil
The pencil was a round one; it was thicker than nost. It was topped wth

a
metal ring, but was not equipped for an eraser. The lead, like the painted
surface of the pencil, was blue. Under usual circunstances, the pencil could

have been cl assed as ordinary, although it differed from nmost standard makes
of



bl ue pencils.

This pencil, however, was doubly inmportant. Not only did it appear to be
an object Selbart's nurderer had dropped; the pencil was the exact nmate of one
t hat The Shadow had seen before, |less than an hour ago. It was identical with
the blue pencil in Lenger's box of chess clippings.

Careful ly, The Shadow repl aced the pencil beneath Sel bart's shoul der
Ri sing, he stood notionless while he viewed the dead man's body. Again, The
Shadow del i vered a whi spered | augh. He had found a repetition of a former
ci rcunst ance

There had been odd clues at the scenes of earlier nurders: a fountain
pen,

a shirt button. Better clues had come with |later deaths: a chess clipping and
a

bl ue-penciled meno with the letter "L." Despite the cleverness with which the
purpl e deaths had been delivered, some odd clue had been |l eft behind on every
occasi on.

The Shadow knew that Joe Cardona had stolen the clipping and the nmeno.
But
Cardona, strangely vani shed, would not be here to find the final clue. This
ti me, The Shadow had di scovered a clue before the | aw had opportunity; but he
wanted to witness the reaction that woul d come when the clue reached the |aw

There was one way to acconplish that; nanely, to sumon the law to the
scene of death. The higher up The Shadow went, the better the result would be.
There was one nman who woul d cone here hot on the trail, if properly sunmpned.

That man was Conmi ssioner Ral ph Weston. The Shadow s next nove woul d be
to
reach him Wth that decision, the cloaked investigator turned and strode
silently fromthe room of purple doom

CHAPTER XI I |
THE LI PS THAT FAI LED

VWHEN he had descended by Sel bart's private el evator, The Shadow t ook
anot her | ook at the gagged el evator operator. Fresh air had partially revived
the prisoner; but the nman's brain was still too clouded to sense happeni ngs
about him The Shadow was satisfied, however, that no injury had been
sustai ned, the man's stupor was due entirely to the effect of chloroform
Enough clear air had filled the closet; so The Shadow agai n cl osed the door
with the prisoner inside.

Reachi ng his cab, The Shadow ordered Mbe to drive himto Professor
Murkden's. On the way, The Shadow gave instructions regarding a call to
Bur bank. Arrived at Miurkden's, The Shadow observed that Weston's |inousine was
gone; however, sone lights still showed fromthe gl oonmy wi ndows of the
chemi st's residence. The Shadow alighted. Me pulled away.

A servant answered The Shadow s ring at the front door; but he was not
nmet
by a cl oaked visitor. The Shadow had resumned the guise of Cranston; he was
wearing gray overcoat and hat. The servant recogni zed hi mas Lanmont Cranston
and ushered himinto the reception room The nenial went to sumon Prof essor
Mur kden.

The st oop-shoul dered chemist arrived fromthe |aboratory. He greeted his
visitor, then cupped one hand to his ear when The Shadow i nquired regardi ng
Weston' s whereabouts. Catching his visitor's query, Mrkden expl ai ned t hat
Weston had gone to the Cobalt O ub

"The conmi ssi oner expected you at nine o' clock," stated Murkden. "Wen
you
did not arrive, he becane inpatient. He went to the club al nost i mediately."

"I thought that he would remain here quite a while," returned The Shadow.



"Didn't he come to talk over blood tests with you?"

"He had al ready received ny report on the blood tests."

"That's right. You established Rythe's death as occurring at
eight-thirty,
the sane as Tabor's."

The professor nodded, then added:

"Comm ssi oner Weston was di sturbed because | nspector Cardona is m ssing.
He was al so quite incensed at a man who cane with him here to-night."

"You mean Courtney Gell?"

"Yes. He left before my |lecture was finished and did not return. | amto
notify the conmi ssioner if Gell comes back here. | believe that he intends to
order Grell's arrest.”

THE SHADOW made hi s departure. Qutside the house, he strolled for the
corner, pausing every now and then to |l ook for a cab. Me's taxi showed up
suddenly. The Shadow boarded it. He told the driver to take himto the Cobalt
Club; then to call Burbank again.

As The Shadow had arranged it, Burbank was to call Mrkden's if The
Shadow
did not cone out of the professor's house. Mde, cruising by, was to inform
Burbank if The Shadow remai ned at Murkden's. Since The Shadow had come out of
Mur kden' s, Burbank would still be waiting for the final order. This tine, Me
woul d relay the order to call the Cobalt C ub instead of Mirkden's.

At the club, The Shadow found Weston in a funmy nmood. Searchers had been
unable to | ocate Cardona; but that was only one reason for the comm ssioner's

i ndi gnati on. Weston was particularly aroused because of Gell. H s nental
state
fitted with what Miurkden had said.

"Grell is gone, Cranston!" shouted Weston, to The Shadow. "The rogue

wal ked out on me, in the mdst of Professor Murkden's |ecture. H's actions
have
aroused my suspicions."”

"OfF what do you suspect Grell?" queried The Shadow. "OF murdering Tabor
and Rythe? O of abducting Cardona?"

"Either. Or both. Yet the fell ow puzzles me. He had won ny favor; it
woul d
have been good policy for himto retain it. Instead, he did the worst thing
possi bl e. He had no excuse for |eaving Mirkden's w thout my perm ssion
However, he will answer for his indiscretion. | have just tel ephoned
headquarters, telling themto send two plainclothes men to Gell's hotel and
bring himhere."

The Shadow repressed a smile. Again, Weston was showi ng bad logic. If
Gell returned to his hotel at all; it would be evidence of the man's
i nnocence
of murder and abduction. However, The Shadow expected Wston to forget G el
for
the present. He saw an attendant coming to summon the conmm ssioner to the
t el ephone.

Weston went to answer the tel ephone call, remarking that it mght be news
about Grell. Wen he returned, he was excited. As he had done the night
bef or e,
he motioned his friend Cranston to cone with him They hurried outside and
boar ded Weston's |inpusine. The Shadow anticipated the direction that they
t ook.

The Shadow knew t hat the tel ephone call had cone from Burbank; that the
contact man had anonynously tipped off the conmi ssioner to the fact that
matters were not right at Horace Sel bart's.

Weston gained full evidence of that when he and The Shadow reached the
ganbl er' s apartnent house. A patrol car was there ahead of them the officers



had found the elevator man in the closet and were arousing him Wston had no
time to wait until the prisoner's stupor ended. He ordered an inmediate trip

upstairs. The Shadow acconpani ed the comrissioner in the little el evator

whi ch

was crowded to capacity. Wth themwere two bluecoats, a pair of headquarters
men, a police surgeon and the manager of the apartnent house.

THEY found Selbart's body as The Shadow had left it. One |ook at the
ganbl er's dyed bald head told Weston that Sel bart was another victimof the
purpl e death. Weston took imredi ate charge of the investigation. He ordered
bl ood specimens to be taken at once to Professor Mirkden's. Then he began to
go
over the ground that The Shadow had al ready covered.

Weston found the blue | ead pencil as soon as the body was noved at his
direction. The clue intrigued him The comni ssioner expressed the belief that
it mght |ead sonmewhere. He found nothing el se, however, until The Shadow
casual ly pointed out the disturbed books on the shelf. It was then that Wston
uncovered Sel bart's papers.

After a deliberate inspection of the docunents, Weston formed the
concl usi on that The Shadow had al ready drawn. Enthusiastically, he devel oped
his version of the theory.

"Sone one canme here to see Selbart!" exclainmed Weston. "Sone one to whom
he had | oaned noney. A person who felt hinself swindled; unfairly treated.

Sel bart produced papers - one nost certainly was a prom ssory note - and the
visitor saw a chance to seize them"

"Quite likely, comn ssioner," agreed The Shadow. "O course, the killer
cane here with the deliberate intent of murdering Sel bart."

"Not necessarily," objected Weston, who usually disagreed with any one
who
made pronpt editions to his theories. "The nurderer m ght have perforned his
crime through sheer desperation.”

"Qdd then, that he should have cone equi pped with sonme device that
delivered the purple death."

Weston chewed his |ips.

"That is true, Cranston,"” he admtted finally. "Yes. The nurder nust have
been preneditated. But the notive is plain. The nan had been swi ndl ed by
Sel bart."

"l suppose then," remarked The Shadow, "that he was swi ndl ed by nany
ot her
persons. Seven to be exact."

"What seven?"

"The previous victinms of the purple death.”

Weston considered. H s face showed perplexity.

"You're right again, Cranston," he decided. "It doesn't fit, does it? The
ot her purple murders | ooked |ike thrusts against innocent parties. This one is
quite the reverse. It baffles me. However" - Weston's eyes showed one hopef ul
gleam - "we can at |least establish the time at which Selbart died. He only
arrived in New York this afternoon; his blood will be fresh enough for another
anal ysis by Professor Mirkden."

A patrolman arrived to announce that the el evator operator had
recuperated, but that he was too sick to bring upstairs i mediately. Wston
decided to go down to the ground floor. The Shadow acconpani ed him

VWen they stepped fromthe el evator, they saw the operator propped on a
chair near the outside door. The rel eased prisoner |ooked very white; the
after-effects of the chloroformhad sickened him He was wapped in a big
overcoat, with a blanket around his |legs so that he could benefit fromfresh
air whenever the door was opened and at the sanme time could avoid a chill.



"I'T was at eight o' clock they got ne," inforned the man. "A coupl e of
huski es wearing masks. They rang for ne and | cane down. They piled on nme so
quick I didn't have a chance."

"Ei ght o' clock," mused Weston. "Then this could have been anot her
eight-thirty murder like the others. This tine, the nurderer had to send sone
toughs to clear the way for him He nust have another rowdy working for him
like Sl ook Howdrey. Yes, that fits. It could be the same group that captured
Cardona earlier."

The conmi ssioner eyed the operator; then demanded:

"Why were you up at the penthouse with the el evator?"

"I had just delivered a note," explained the operator. "A nessenger
brought it for M. Selbart."

"You saw Sel bart alive, at eight?"

"Yes, sir. There were others, too, that must have seen himjust before
then. H's niece and three friends. | brought themdown just a little while
bef ore the nmessage cane. They were going to the opera.”

Weston consulted his watch. It was just eleven o' clock; not yet time for
the party to return

"We' || investigate that message,"” decided Weston. "It could have cone
from
the nmurderer; perhaps to tell Selbart to expect himlater. The nurderer
pr obabl y
took the nessage away fromhim | wonder" - Wston paused, reflectively - "I
wonder if Grell could be in on this. He could have sent the message. It m ght
expl ain why he hurried away from Miurkden's -"

West on stopped short. The door was sw nging open. In fromthe snowy night
cane two headquarters men, dragging a prisoner between them Each had | ocked
his own wist to one of the prisoner's. The man was hel pl ess as they haul ed
him Face to face with Wston, the fellow glared as the comm ssi oner
ej acul at ed
his identity:

"Courtney Gell!"

Gell grimaced sourly. H's sallow face showed indignation; but with it,
there was an air of triunph.

"Hel | o, conmissioner," greeted the sallow nan. "So they brought nme to you

after all. | thought it was a stall, when they grabbed ne at nmy hotel and said
you wanted to see nme. That's why | put up an argunent.”
"You'll put up an explanation," snorted Weston. "You'll tell ne why you

left Professor Murkden's |lecture w thout my perm ssion."
Gell's eyes opened. His lips phrased a | augh.

"SOthat's it!" he exclaimed. "Say - | didn't think you' d get so huffy
over a little thing like that. You can't arrest me for just |eaving Mirkden's

"l can arrest you for rmurder."

"Whose nurder?"

"The murder of Horace Sel bart, which occurred this evening. Also for the
murder of Trunbull Rythe, last night. The fact that you found Rythe's body did
not prove that you first visited his home at ten o' clock. Simlarly, unless
you
have an alibi for this evening, you will be in a bad way, Gell."

The sal | ow man wi nced.

The Shadow knew the reason. Gell's only alibi for nearly an hour after
| eavi ng Murkden's woul d be Louis Lenger. Know edge of that fact nmade G el
shaky. He sank back. The plain-clothes nen jerked himforward with the
handcuf f s.

"So we've found the nurderer,’
expression. "Take himto headquarters. We'Il grill himthere -

"No, no, commissioner!" Gell's tone was excited, pleading. "I'Il - [I"l

accused Weston, as he noted Gell's



talk. I'"lIl tell you what you want to know - who the nurderer really is. But |
never met the man before to-night. But take the handcuffs off ne -"
"Take himaway," roared Weston. Then, suddenly: "No, wait! Has he a gun

on
hi nP"

The pl ai n-cl ot hes nmen shook their heads.

"Renmove the handcuffs," ordered Weston. "Gell, 1'll give you five
m nut es
to come clean. You claimthat you know who the murderer is. Tell us all that
you

know about him™"

Gell grinned wisely as the handcuffs canme off. He rubbed his chafed
wrists; then thrust a hand into his overcoat pocket. One of the headquarters
men grabbed for his arm Gell's hand cane out bearing a fresh package of
chewi ng gum The headquarters man | ooked sheepi sh while Gell chuckled and
opened the pack of gum

"Come, Gell," insisted Weston. "Your five mnutes have begun."

"I can tell you everything in three mnutes," promised Gell. "So I'lI
wait two, comm ssioner, just to put you in the right nmood. Wen |'ve told you
my story, you'll be ready to hand ne a nedal. 1'Il have all the tine | want.
You'll be willing to listen to anything | tell you."

Deliberately, Gell began to chew his stick of gum Shoving the wad to
t he
side of his mouth, he eyed Weston and spoke nethodically.

"I nspector Cardona held out a couple of clues," announced Gell. "The
first was a clipping froma newspaper, that showed a chess problem He found
that at Tabor's; at least | think he did. 1'mguessing at that part of it.

"The second clue, I'"msure about. It was a menp signed by the letter 'L.'
Cardona found it at Rythe's, where I'd seen it ahead of him Cardona cane to
see nme this afternoon. W tal ked about that meno then. Cardona knew a | ot; too
much for his own good, because he wasn't smart.

"To-night, | picked up where Cardona left off. | found out about the
first
cl ue; knowi ng the second. | hooked the two and they led nme straight to the
nmurderer. | went to see him |ike Cardona did; but | was smarter. | came on ny

own; not as a representative of the law"

"I'f you know who the nurderer is," bellowed Wston, "tell us! | give you
one mnute, Gell!"

Headquarters nen gripped Gell's arm ready to clanp the bracel ets again
if Weston gave the order. Anger showed on Gell's face; then his lips fornmed a
smirk.

"The murderer's nane?" remarked Gell. "Certainly, | shall tell it to
you,
conmi ssioner. O course, it begins with an 'L" -

A SUDDEN choke broke Grell's voice. He gul ped, slunmped in the arns of the
headquarters nen. They yanked hi mupright. Like Wston, they thought it was
anot her bluff. Only The Shadow realized the real cause. Springing forward, he
gripped Gell's neck and chin; tilted the man's head forward with a snap.
Gell's jaws spread, his wad of gum pl opped fromhis nouth and struck the
st one
floor of the entry.

Yet with all his speed, The Shadow was too late. As he released Gell's
head, the sallow man's chin sagged downward. H s body sank to a dead wei ght,
draggi ng forward the men who gripped him A death gasp hissed as Gell's jaws
cl anped.

Weston gave a startled shout. The headquarters nmen saw why, for they were
| ooking at Gell's face. A rush of blood had come to that sall ow countenance;
as it spread, its crimson hue darkened. Gell's features enlarged, his eyes



bul ged. Over all cane an indelible dye.

Gell's staring face, his |linp hands, were turning purple. The
transformati on was a swift one that could not be revoked. The men who gri pped
himlost their nerve; they released their burden. Gell toppled hard upon the
floor, rolled over face upward, as men shrank back, avoiding himlike they
woul d a victimof the plague.

Only The Shadow did not recoil. He was stooped beside the body, Gell's
head raised in his hands. H s face retained the cal mconposure of Lanont
Cranston, but his eyes - which none could see - held a burning glint as they
studi ed the deat h-frozen countenance beneath them

The Shadow was viewi ng a new victimof a powerful nurderer; a victim
whose
nane was not on the list, but who had been added through necessity. The nane
of
Loui s Lenger woul d never be spoken by Courtney Grell. Sallow lips had failed
at
the |ast nonent.

Again, the purple death had clained a victim this time in the very
presence of The Shadow

CHAPTER XI 'V
THE SHADOW S TESTS

PCOLI CEMEN carried Gell's body up to Sel bart's penthouse. They handl ed
t he
corpse gingerly. Sight of the purple death in actual progress had unnerved
t hese
wi t nesses. Only The Shadow s bold handling of the body had stiffened the nen
to
whom West on gave the order. The comm ssioner, however, decided to come up on a
second trip, claimng that the el evator was too crowded.

That second trip included The Shadow and the officers who had brought
Gell fromthe hotel. Wston questioned his nen during the ride; they
nmenti oned
that they had nerely frisked Grell for weapons and had not inspected other
contents of his pockets. The incident of the chewing gum made Weston deci de
that there mght be inmportant finds on Gell's body.

Reachi ng the pent house, detectives began a search of Gell's clothing.
For
a while it |ooked as though Weston's guess was wong; then came a di scovery.
Deep in an inside pocket of Gell's overcoat, a detective found a seal ed
mani | a
envelope. On it were penciled notations, the nanes of Tal bot and Rythe, with
t he
dates when their bodies had been found.

"Cardona's witing!" exclaimed Wston. "Let's see what's in here!"

He ripped open the envel ope. Inside, he found two itens. One was the
chess
clipping that Cardona had picked up at Tabor's. The other was the neno that
Joe
had found at Rythe's. Weston read the notation with the signature that
consisted solely of the letter "L."

"Grell told us the truth about these," decided Weston, solemly. "But he
said that they were Cardona's clues, not his own. How did Grell happen to get
t hen?"

Weston put the question to The Shadow, but before he received a reply,

t he
conmi ssi oner had another inspiration



"Look!" he exclaimed, "The menmo is in blue pencil. Here are two clues to
begin with - and we have a third! The blue pencil that we found here with
Sel bart's body!"

The Shadow made no comment. He had recogni zed the blue pencil link from
the tine of his first visit to the penthouse. Seated in a corner of the room
The Shadow nerely wat ched Weston's expression.

It was plain that the conmm ssioner was piecing facts together. H's square
face |l ooked grim then his lips formed a convinced snile. Looking about,

Vst on
saw headquarters nen standi ng expectantly, as if waiting for himto solve the
nmystery. He noted The Shadow sitting silent. Wston's smle tightened.

"Tell me, Cranston,"” he suggested, "what do you make of these facts? |
want your whole opinion. | would value it highly."

The Shadow saw t hat Weston was asking for an opinion merely as a build up
to his own. Therefore, when he answered, he confined his remarks to a sinple
st at enment .

"GRELL was right," asserted The Shadow. "Cardona found the two clues: one
at Tabor's; the other at Rythe's. Crooks seized Cardona because he pushed
t hose
clues too rapidly. Gell had an inkling of the situation. He | ooked for a nman
whose nane began with 'L' -"

"We heard all that," interrupted Weston, inpatiently. "What | want to
know, Cranston, is if you think Gell actually met the nurderer to-night."

"Grell nust have nmet the murderer,"” returned The Shadow. "Qherw se, the
two clues would not have been in Gell's pocket."

"You think the nurderer gave the clues to Gell?"

"Not necessarily. He could have placed themin Gell's pocket at a tine
when Gell had taken off his overcoat. That is when he al so placed the chew ng
gumin Gell's pocket, substituting it for a pack that Grell already carried."

There were nods fromthe listeners. They renmenbered how The Shadow had
been the first to recognize that Grell was chew ng poi soned gum Wston saw
t he
nods. His smile increased.

"Your theory is good, Cranston," declared the conm ssioner, "but it has
one weakness. Since the nurderer abducted Cardona because he had the clues,
why
shoul d he have returned those sane clues through Gell?"

"You woul d |i ke the answer?"

Weston smiled and shook his head.

"There is no answer, Cranston," he declared. "Gell's story was a lie. W
do not need to search for a nman who plays chess and whose initial is '"L.' W
have already found the purple killer - and there he is."

Dramatically, Weston pointed to Gell's body. Wile The Shadow snil ed,
others stared astounded at the commissioner's new theory.

"Grell conmmitted the nmurders,"” asserted Weston. "Wen he realized that he
was | eaving clues behind him |ike a fountain pen and a button, he becane
worried. The chess clipping that he accidentally dropped was actually a
mstake. It worried Grell nore than ever.

"So he purposely left the nenbo with Rythe's body. It was a note that he
had probably picked up sonmewhere. Cardona, however, was smart enough to trace
both the clipping and the nenmo to Gell. That was why Gell abducted Cardona;
and took the clues fromhim"

West on paused. He was coming to the crux of his theory.

"Though he failed to bluff Cardona," declared the commi ssioner, "Gell
bel i eved that he could trick ne. He tried it to-night; thought that he had won
nmy confidence and coul d | eave Miurkden's wi thout arousing my suspicion.
Neverthel ess, Grell was prepared for a last resort.

"Hi s weapon of death was the purple poison. He knew that in an energency,



he coul d escape the electric chair by suicide. Downstairs a short while go,
Grell knew that his game was through. He made a | ast bluff, saw that it was
failing. He did not even produce the clues, with some cock-and-bull yarn to
expl ain how he acquired them He took that stick of chewi ng gum and ended his
life in our presence."

Li steners had new nods. These were in support of Weston's theory. The
Shadow ar ose; spoke quietly to the conm ssioner.

"I SUPPCSE, however," said The Shadow, "that you would |like to know the
identity of the man who signed himself 'L.""

"Why?" demanded Weston. "The case is closed. | shall tell the press that
Gell was the nurderer. Gell was a crook at heart. Let us hope that his
underlings will weaken; that Cardona and the nmissing detectives may still be

alive. The fact that we have trapped the master nmurderer may | ead others to
rel ease them"

"Yet 'L," if you found him mght tell you facts concerning Gell."

"Bother 'L.'" He is sinply the herring that Grell drew across our path. O
course, we shall try to trace the clipping, the menpo, the blue pencil; as a
matter of routine. But | can assure you, Cranston, that this supposed man 'L’
is either imaginary or uninmportant.”

The Shadow shook hands with Weston as though congratul ating the
conmi ssioner on his theory. He departed; a detective took himdownstairs in
t he
el evator, remarking on the way that the conmi ssioner "sure knew his stuff when
he got started." Qutside, The Shadow rode away.

Later, he arrived at the sanctum There, The Shadow s hands busi ed
t hensel ves beneath the bluish |ight making notations in an ink that faded
after
each thought had been inscribed.

To-ni ght, The Shadow had been willing to give Conmm ssioner Weston sone
facts regarding Courtney Grell. Since Weston had refused to accept them The
Shadow i ntended to pursue those facts on his own. He did this with the
know edge that energency exi sted.

Though he woul d have prevented the deaths of Horace Sel bart and Court ney
Gell, The Shadow had few regrets concerning them Both men were crooks; that
stood proven. Selbart's death narked the | ast that the purple killer had
listed. Gell's death - together with his actions - had sufficient
expl anati on.

Many of Gell's past activities had approached bl ackmail. To-night, Gell
had seen a chance to deal in that gentle art. Picking Louis Lenger as the
purple murderer, Gell had made friends with the chess expert. Keeping in
ri ght
with the law, Gell had hoped to press that acquaintance, to wind it up with a
demand of cash for keeping silence.

That was why Grell had not intended to turn his findings over to the |aw
The fact was obvious to The Shadow, he believed that others could have seen
it,
even though Commi ssioner Weston had not. One, however, who was capabl e of
spotting Grell's game was the purple nurderer.

Therefore, the nmurderer had planted the clues that had been taken from
Cardona. He had al so placed the chewing gumin Gell's pocket. He had figured
that Grell would chew the gum before finding the envel ope that was so deeply
tucked away. Once Grell died, the clues and the chewi ng gum woul d bot h be
f ound.

The purple nmurderer had di sposed of Grell because the sallow man was a
troubl e-maker. It had worked out as the nurderer wanted; circunstances,
however, had chanced to nake the finish a close call. Gell had not taken a
stick of chewing gumas soon as the nurderer expected he would. Thus Weston's
men had found their chance to grab him



When had t he goods been planted on Gell?

Not at Lenger's. Grell had renoved his overcoat there, but The Shadow had
been on watch. The planting had cone |ater, after Gell went out with Lenger
Therefore, the answer lay in learning partly how long Gell had been with
Lenger, and just where Grell had gone.

Why had the murderer sent back the clues by Gell?

The answer was that he wanted the police to have them that he considered
those clues insufficient, in themselves, to incrimnate him The nurderer
believed that the clues would mslead the | aw. The only break had conme when
Cardona and Gell had noticed Lenger's letter to the chess colum; but the
newspaper that printed that letter was now one day ol d. Wston woul d not
sear ch
the back files; particularly since he believed Gell a suicide. The nurderer
had
made a good guess as to Weston's actual reaction toward Grell's death.

THE bl ui sh light went out. Soon afterward, a |light appeared in a room
t hat
was walled with shiny black. The roomwas a |aboratory; all its equipnment was
of
t hat same ebony hue. Here, The Shadow returned to the task that he had
originally schedul ed.

From hi s cl oak he brought the slides that showed the bl ood clots. He
produced the test tubes that contained sanples of Professor Miurkden's lettered
conpounds. He begin an analysis of the liquids. After an hour, The Shadow cane
to the conclusion that the chem st had done an exacting task. Conmpound "F,"
when conpared with the attested fornula, had the expected el enents of the
pur pl e poi son

There was one way to make a final proof. The Shadow had gai ned i nport ant
evi dence when he had seen Grell die. He had witnessed the actual effect of the
purpl e death; no longer did he need to rely solely on post-nortem dat a.

From a chest in the corner, The Shadow brought a guinea pig. He gave it
an
i njection of Conpound "F." The result was instantaneous. A tinge appeared upon
t he whiteness of the guinea pig; becanme a purple. As the dye increased, the
cavy fell dead.

| mredi atel y, The Shadow began a series of blood tests, at tined
i nterval s.

One hour later, he injected the conpound into another guinea pig, thus
starting

a new sequence of blood tests. At regular intervals, The Shadow continued the
tests and made nicroscopi c exam nations.

It was not |ong before The Shadow di scovered an inportant factor. The
tests were conforning to the findings of Professor Mirkden, but with one
exception. The professor's tests - according to the data available - showed a
slower rate of coagulation than did The Shadow s experinents.

Thi s meant that The Shadow s test made one hour after the guinea pig' s
death corresponded to the professor's test at the end of two hours. Fromthen
on, the tests corresponded, but always, The Shadow s slides retained that one
hour advantage. This was singular as The Shadow was using the chem st's own
conpound.

Prof essor Murkden's tests had shown that victinms of the purple death had
died at half past eight, in accordance with the tine that Joe Cardona had set
them The Shadow s tests proved The Shadow s own theory that the victinms had
di ed at hal f past nine.

To account for this discrepancy, The Shadow deci ded to make anot her test.
He had nore guinea pigs avail able; but he had used up his supply of Conpound
"F." The Shadow deci ded upon departure. He extinguished the lights of the
| aboratory.



Hal f an hour later, The Shadow arrived at Professor Mirkden's ol d house.
The buil ding was conpletely dark. Silently, The Shadow effected entry into the
prof essor's basenent |aboratory.

Shadi ng the wi ndows, The Shadow turned on a single light. He took the
| arge bottle of Conpound "F' fromits shelf; began a careful analysis of a
small quantity. It tallied exactly through The Shadow s own test of the
conpound. The Shadow was ready to nake a new bl ood test. He went to the corner
and obt ai ned one of the professor's guinea pigs. The Shadow i njected the
conmpound into the guinea pig. He watched the result. The guinea pig seened
loath to release its hold on life, but the effects of the deadly conpound
coul d
not be resisted. Gradually the chem cal nixture overpowered it. The Shadow
began
to study the bl ood coagul ation. After the first two tests, he discovered that
they fitted Murkden's anal yses and not his own. Although the conpound was
i dentical, the coagul ation proved sl ower. Taken as an exanple, this test bore
out the professor's tabul ations.

The Shadow ceased his work at the end of the second hour. He put the
guinea pig with the other dead ones that had perished in the interests of
sci ence. He extinguished the lights in Mirkden's | aboratory and nmade his exit
by the w ndow.

The storm had ceased. Dull dawn was knifing through the clouds that stil
cl ustered above Manhattan. The Shadow saw lights in the third floor of
Mur kden' s house. The servants were rising early. To-day Miurkden had nore work
to do, he nust test the blood of new victins - human ones - who had died [ ast
ni ght by the purple death.

No streaks of dawn reveal ed The Shadow. He was enshrouded in the darkness
that still clung in the thoroughfares where traffic had not comenced.

The Shadow s task had been conpl eted. He could sleep during the coning
day, leaving the |laboratory work to Professor Mirkden

Ni ght perhaps, might bring a new thrust of the purple death; but it would
be hours yet before the purple killer noved abroad.

Before that time arrived The Shadow woul d be ready to del ve nore deeply
into matters that concerned Louis Ledger. Once those were settled The Shadow
could thwart the purple killer

More than that, in his com ng quest, The Shadow saw opportunity to renove
the pall of nystery that enshrouded the unsol ved di sappearance of Joe Cardona.

CHAPTER XV
LI NKS TO CRI ME

I T was seven-thirty the next evening. Conmi ssioner Weston was at the
cl ub,
beam ng enthusiastically over a newspaper as he spoke to his friend Lanont
Cranst on.

"The press has accepted my views," announced Weston. "Gell is recognized
as the purple nmurderer. The chain of death is ended. Qur next task is to find
Cardona and the nissing detectives."

"It is time that they were | ocated,"” observed The Shadow. "But just how

do
you intend to find them comm ssioner?"

"Through a conpl ete check-up of Gell's affairs. W have searched his
suite of offices and his hotel room | believe that we shall unearth sone
i mportant clues."

"Even though you have found none so far."

Weston was irked by the quiet remark. Though the conm ssioner firnmy
beli eved that Courtney Grell was the purple nurderer, he knew that he was
short



on evidence. Search had as yet produced no expected results. Gell's effects
had

| acked any docunents that pertained to nmurdered nen; and the police had found
nei t her weapons nor supplies of the purple poison that could have been in
Grell's possession.

"We | earned nmuch from Professor Mirkden's tests,” declared Weston
suddenly, hoping to drop the subject of the futile search at Gell's. "He
estimated eight-thirty death in the case of Tabor and Rythe. To-day, he nmade
bl ood tests to | earn when Horace Selbart died, and he found -"

"Eight-thirty again."

Weston stared at The Shadow s interruption; then | aughed.

"Good guesswork, Cranston," he remarked. "Since Tabor and Rythe both died
at eight-thirty, you figured that nust be the usual time of action. Yes, you
are right. Professor Miurkden proved conclusively that Selbart was slain in his
pent house at exactly half past eight |ast night."

Weston was about to | eave the club. He extended an invitation before
departure.

"I am going to Professor Miurkden's usual lecture,” stated the
conmi ssioner. "Wuld you care to acconpany me, Cranston?"

"l have another appointnent,” replied The Shadow, "but since you are
goi ng
to Murkden's, | would recommend that you have hi m perform another test."

"Anot her test?"

"Yes. To find out when Courtney Gell died."

"But we saw Gell die! It was after eleven o' cl ock, when ny men brought
himto Selbart's. What use would there be to nake a blood test in Gell's
case?"

The Shadow snmil ed; then gave the reason

"Since you know when Gell died," he stated, slowy, "tests of his bl ood
woul d serve as a basis for exact conputation of the tine element. From Gell's
case, you can learn if Mirkden was right in his calculations of the previous
cases."

"I never thought of that, Cranston,” admtted Weston. "Nor did Professor
Mur kden. | shall speak to himabout the matter to-night. OF course, the tests
are actually unnecessary, for Mirkden's Conpound "F" closely resenbles the
purpl e poi son; hence his cal cul ations can not be in error. Nevertheless, a
t est
of Gell's blood would silence any doubtful persons. Your suggestion is a good
one, Cranston."

As soon as Weston had gone, The Shadow left the club. Riding southward in
a taxi, he indulged in specul ations regarding the purple death.

THE SHADOW S own tests had shown an hour's variation from Miurkden's. They
i ndi cated that Tabor and Rythe had died at nine-thirty; therefore, Selbart's
death coul d al so have occurred at half past nine, since it tallied with the
others. Still, there was another elenent to be considered: that was the | ast
test that The Shadow had perfornmed, in Miurkden's |aboratory instead of his
own.

Using the sanme fornula and the identical methods, The Shadow had found
that his last test tallied with the professor's. If that test stood,
eight-thirty would have to be considered the tine of death. Neverthel ess, The
Shadow was satisfied despite the odd di screpancy. \Watever his reason, it was
known to hi m al one.

At present, The Shadow had another matter to consider.

It was plain that the chain of murders involved some inportant invention
t hat had been backed by Horace Sel bart. Some one had acquired the invention by
nmurdering the inventor; then killing other persons who knew about it or who
could have bl ocked its comercial success. Anong the dead, perhaps, were
per sons whose connection with the matter had been peculiarly renote.



Sel bart had been left to the last. The nurderer had decided that the
ganbl er would hear little of the purple death while en route hone from Europe;
t hat whatever he did hear, he would keep to hinmsel f because of his own hidden
connecti on.

Reachi ng Sel bart had been an easy task. The nurderer had probably posed
as
a person whom Sel bart would not fear; it was also likely that he had promn sed
to
di vul ge valuable facts that Selbart would want to hear al one. Since an
i nvestigation of the victins would prove too |long a task, The Shadow had
decided to concentrate upon |iving persons.

Loui s Lenger was inportant. Clues, properly linked, pointed directly to
him Should the law link those clues as The Shadow had, Lenger woul d be
promptly arrested. Yet the law, if it found Lenger, would be bl ocked by what
it
had al ready | earned from Professor Mirkden's tests.

Those tests showed that the nurderer had delivered purple death at half
past eight, on every tested occasion. To pin the nmurders on Lenger, the | aw
woul d have to prove that he had been at |large at half past eight on at | east
one of three successive nights. The Shadow, had overheard Lenger tell Gel
that he played chess every night fromseven o' clock until nine, with a friend
naned Howard Feasl ey.

Lenger, if arrested, would depend upon Feasley for an alibi. If that
al i bi
could prove as acceptable to the | aw as Miurkden's bl ood tests had been, Lenger
woul d never be convicted. Hence The Shadow s first step on this inportant
evening was to |l ook in on Howard Feasl ey.

NEARI NG t he outskirts of Greenwich Village, The Shadow | eft the cab. He
soon found the address which was |listed with Feasley's nane in the tel ephone
book. At the front door, The Shadow noted nane cards that indicated that the
house was divided into i nprovised apartnents. Feasley's bore the nunmber "3"
it
was evidently the top floor of the residence.

Skirting the bl ock, The Shadow came to the rear of the building. Looking
up fromthe darkness, he saw that the top floor had a porchlike projection at
the rear. The house next to Feasley's was enpty. It also had a top rear porch

Cl oaked in black, The Shadow worked at a rear door of the enpty house. He
found no difficulty with the sinple lock. H's entry effected, The Shadow used
a
tiny flashlight, found a stairway and went up through the enpty house. Soon he
stepped out on the rooflike porch at the back of the third fl oor

There was a separating wall between this porch and Feasley's; but The
Shadow swung around it. The shift was a nervy one, for he swung outward above
thirty feet of space, but the nove was not difficult. It proved that it would
be quite an easy matter for any one to visit Feasley's apartnment by this
unseen
route.

There was a door that led into Feasley's apartnent; it was unl ocked. The
Shadow st epped into a darkened room He reached a door at the front, opened it
slightly and peered into a lighted room There he saw two nen seated at a
chess
boar d.

One was Louis Lenger. The heavy man was bowed cl ose to the chess board,
stroking his chin, which was as stubbly as it had been the night before.

Faci ng
Lenger was a man who fitted the description of Howard Feasl ey.

Frail of build, wan of countenance, Feasley was propped in an arnthair.

He



was wearing a dressing gown and was well swathed wi th bl ankets even though the
roomwas not chilly. Feasley's appearance indicated that he had gone through a
long illness; but the man's smle, his keen interest in the chess gane, were
proofs that he was well recovered.

Both Lenger and Feasley were too intent upon their gane to suspect The
Shadow s presence. Looking about the room The Shadow noted that it was in
good
order. Probably Feasley had some one cone to arrange it every day. One oddity,
however, commanded The Shadow s noti ce.

On a far wall of the roomwas a bl acki sh square, covering a space that
had
once held a wall bracket. Evidently sone electrical installment had been
started
and not conpl eted. The inportant point, however, was that the black plate
mat ched t he square bl ock that The Shadow had seen in the entry of Lenger's
Twenty-sixth Street apartment house.

A clock showed a few mnutes after eight. A brief view of the chessboard
told The Shadow that the players had just begun their gane; that they were
proceeding with slow, nethodical tactics. It would be quite a while before
t hey
finished their gane; perhaps it would have to be called at Feasley's nine
o' cl ock bed hour.

The Shadow waited no longer. He left by the route through the back of the
bui | di ng. He descended through the enpty house, found a cab on a side street.
Boardi ng the taxi from darkness, The Shadow quietly ordered the driver to take
himto an address on Twenty-sixth Street.

THE SHADOW had | ooked into the matter of Lenger's alibi; he had found
t hat
it existed. Lenger's presence at Feasley's fitted his statenent that he played
chess with the invalid between the hours of seven and nine. It did not, of
course, prove that Lenger had been there the | ast three evenings. Only Feasl ey
coul d have settled that fact.

However, since Lenger was at Feasley's, he could not be at his own
apartment. Therefore, The Shadow had opportunity to visit Lenger's. Such a

trip
had becone inmportant fromthe nmonent that The Shadow had observed the bl ack
plate in the wall. Such devices were not common. To see one in Lenger's entry;

anot her on Feasley's wall neant a definite connection.
VWen he reached the apartnment house on Twenty-sixth Street, The Shadow

avoi ded the entry until later. Instead, he went in by the rear door; took the
stairway up to Lenger's. Once inside the untidy apartment, he began a rapid
i nspecti on.

Al the bits of evidence that The Shadow had noticed | ast night were
undi st urbed. Looking through a bureau drawer, The Shadow uncovered two ot her
items. One was an ol d box that had once contained a fountain pen; another was
an old, frayed shirt that had one button m ssing.

The absent fountain pen could be the one that a detective had found on a
mur der scene. The buttons of the frayed shirt were identical with a photograph
t hat The Shadow had seen of the cel ebrated "button clue" that had been picked
up by another nmissing dick

It was anong sone papers in another drawer that The Shadow found an item
whi ch he regarded as nore inportant than all the rest. This was a certificate
of title made out to Louis Lenger. It named Lenger as the owner of this
apartment house in which he lived.

This discovery fitted with the picture that Lenger gave the world
concerning himself. Lenger was ostensibly a man with noderate incone, |iving
on
the interest of investnents. One of his assets was the npdest apartnent house.



Unable to rent the fourth floor apartnents, Lenger had noved into one. Nothing
coul d have been nore | ogical
It fitted also with a definite theory that The Shadow had formed. Wen
Joe
Cardona had started on his trip to Lenger's, The Shadow had foll owed him The
Shadow had seen no other trailer. Therefore, The Shadow had divi ned t hat
Cardona must have run into trouble close to Lenger's. He had considered it a
i kelihood that Joe had been captured in the apartnent house itself, but The
Shadow had avoi ded a detailed search while matters were requiring solution.
There was one odd feature that woul d have perpl exed an ordi nary sl euth.
That was why Grell had not been grabbed |ike Cardona. To The Shadow, t hat
coul d
be easily answered. Hi s whispered | augh told that he knew why Grell had cone
and
gone, to be handl ed el sewhere. That token from The Shadow s |ips brooked
troubl e
for the purple nurderer.

LEAVI NG t he apartnent, The Shadow descended to the ground floor. He found
the el evator there, opened the door and peered into the car. It was his first
view of the elevator's interior; it must have suited some theory that The
Shadow had in m nd

Cl osing the el evator, The Shadow found a stairway to the basenent. He
| ooked about, discovered that the cellar was a conparatively small one; that
it
showed a | arge expanse of heavy concrete wall that had evidently been
install ed
to forma new foundation. Ascending to the first floor, The Shadow | eft by the
rear door. He went to the front of the building, peered into the entry but did
not pass the lighted threshold.

Agai n, The Shadow vi ewed the black plate on the entry wall.

Movi ng back, The Shadow edged into the darkness close to the building
line. He had gained facts that he wanted; to them he had added ot her
possibilities. H s thoughts were concentrated upon one matter that he had
never
forgotten - the disappearance of Joe Cardona.

The Shadow knew t hat Cardona nmust have been quickly and efficiently
captured; yet Joe had recovered pronptly fromwhatever attack he had net.

Al t hough a prisoner, Cardona had managed to nmake two tel ephone calls soon
after
hi s capture.

Those facts told The Shadow what woul d probably be encountered by any one
who sought to foll ow Cardona's actual trail. It offered The Shadow the very
chal | enge that he wanted; for he had guessed the route that Cardona had taken

The Shadow s plans were nmade. A quick trip to the sanctum a pronpt
return, that would bring himhere before nine o' clock, the tine when Lenger
usually left Feasley's.

In the short interval that would renmain, The Shadow woul d attenpt to
sol ve
the riddl e of Cardona's di sappearance. That done, he woul d have anot her task
ahead.

For The Shadow foresaw that the purple death had not reached its linit.
He
had divined that a new nurder would be necessary to the schenmes of a naster
crook. Through quick thrusts, The Shadow planned to balk the vital nove of the
purple killer.

CHAPTER XVI



THE LAW LEARNS

VWHI LE The Shadow was on the move, conpleting speedy plans, Conm ssioner
West on was conpl acently seated in Professor Mirkden's | ecture room Though he
had found Murkden's previous |lecture an interesting one, Weston was bored upon
this occasi on. Murkden had passed the subject of blood coagul ation; his
remar ks
concerned chem cal conditions that had but little bearing on the purple death.

Had Weston felt in his present nmood the night before, he would not have
been piqued by Courtney Grell's departure fromthe | ecture room Last night,
West on had been tense; everything seenmed inmportant while he still sought facts
regardi ng the purple nurder. To-night, satisfied that the riddl e was sol ved
with Gell's supposed suicide, Wston felt that natters were nonot onous.

The conmi ssioner wanted to talk with Miurkden; to settle any ninor
detail s.
He was anxious for the lecture to end. The professor must have noticed it.
Instead of prolonging his lecture until nine o'clock, Mirkden cut it short ten
m nutes before the hour

Di sposing of the lecture group, Mirkden greeted Weston. He conducted the
conmi ssioner to the | aboratory. As Miurkden was preparing a set of slides, one
of his servants appeared acconpani ed by a police surgeon who had cone at
Weston's order. Miurkden | ooked up fromhis projector and smil ed.

"Excel l ent, conm ssioner," observed the chem st. "I am pl eased that you
sumoned a physician here. | amgoing to conpare the slides that show the
bl ood
changes in all three victins. This denonstration marks the conpletion of ny
experiment. Therefore, | amglad that a qualified observer is on hand to
attest
ny findings."

The projector glinmered. On the screen, Weston and the physician saw four
enl arged representati ons of bl ood speci nens. They were | abel ed; the nanes
showed on the screen: Tabor, Rythe, Selbart; below them a slide that bore the
title: "Certified Test."

"The three upper slides," stated Mirkden, "show bl ood speci mens tested at
preci sely half past eleven on three successive nights. The certified test
shows
the bl ood condition of a guinea pig exactly three hours after death. It is
identical with every other test perforned with guinea pigs.

"This proves conclusively that every victimof the purple death died at
hal f past eight. Let ne show you another set of slides. These show t he bl ood
condition a half hour later. Again, you will observe that they nmatch."

Mur kden projected a new set. The later blood conditions were identical
The professor was about to introduce another set of slides when Weston stopped
hi m

"Those are sufficient," declared Weston. "There is another matter that |
should like to discuss with you, professor."” Weston turned to the police
surgeon. "Have you brought the specinens, doctor?"

THE surgeon nodded. He brought a cardboard cylinder from his pocket,
produced a corked bottle fromit.

"A specimen of Gell's blood," remarked Weston, reading the |abel, "taken
at eight o' clock to-night. We should like you to test it, professor."”

Mur kden | ooked puzzl ed, then remarked:

"This seenms superfluous, conmm ssioner. You already know the tinme at which
Gell died. Atest is not necessary."

"That was ny original opinion," adnitted Weston, "but it occurred to ne
this evening that a test of Gell's blood would serve as a final key to the
others. Better than your tests with guinea pigs."



West on expected Murkden to raise an objection. He woul d not have been
surprised to see the professor rare in indignation. Instead, Mirkden shook his

head sadly.
"You shoul d have thought of this before, comm ssioner,"” declared the
chemi st. "Or, perhaps, the blame can be placed upon nme. Late last night, | was

on the point of calling you, to ask for specinens of Gell's blood."

"Why didn't you call nme?"

"Because | was satisfied with ny fornula. | was sure that Conpound "F"
cont ai ned every needed el enent of the purple poison. You agreed with that
opinion. If I had called you, comm ssioner, you m ght have m sunderstood ny
request for specinmens of Grell's blood. You would |ogically have believed that
| doubted my own tests.”

"True, professor. Yet a test of Gell's blood wuld have finally proven
t he correctness of your experinments."

Mur kden smi |l ed.

"My tests were already established,” rem nded the professor. "They were
accepted and attested. Since you had expressed your full approval -"

"I understand," interjected Weston. "The fault was m ne, professor
However, there is still tinme to make a test with Grell's blood. He died after
el even o' clock last night. It is now nine o' clock - |less than twenty-four
hour s
since his death."

"Too long an interval," returned Murkden. "I originally set twenty-four
hours as the maximumlimt for tests. Since ny actual experiments with the
bl ood of fresh victims, | have | earned that the chem cal changes reach their

final state in twelve hours. Here are the attested experinents, conm ssioner."

Mur kden produced a sheet of typewitten notes. Studying them the
conmi ssi oner saw that Mirkden's statement was correct. Wston shrugged his
shoul ders. After all, the idea was Cranston's, not his own. The conmi ssioner
decided that his friend should have thought of it sooner

PROFESSOR MURKDEN, neanwhile, was renoving a slide fromthe projector
Weston saw no need for further denonstration. He notioned for the surgeon to
| eave; then turned to speak to Murkden. A ring of the tel ephone interrupted.

Mur kden put away the slide that he held. Methodically, the professor
answered the tel ephone. The call was one that had been received upstairs and
rel ayed to Murkden's | aboratory tel ephone. Weston stood by inpatiently while
Mur kden tal ked. The professor was having his usual difficulty hearing over the
t el ephone.

"Louder, please!" insisted Miurkden. "Yes. The connection nust be bad. .
Yes... | hear you... Wait. | shall wite it down..."

Mur kden made notations upon a pad. Apparently, all was clear until he
cane
to wite a final nane.

"What's that?" he queried. "No. | can't catch the nane... Wait a nonent,
pl ease... You can speak to the comm ssioner... What's that? No, no. | am not
the conm ssioner... You said you wanted to talk to hinf | thought you sinply
asked if he happened to be here... Certainly. It would be better if you spoke
to him.. Hold the line, please..."

Mur kden turned around and nodded to Weston, who had strolled away
i mpatiently. The comm ssioner paced over to the table; snatched the tel ephone
as Murkden gave it to him Wston's wist tangled in the receiver wre.
Angrily, he wrenched it free.

"Hello... Hello..."

A click came with Weston's words. The call was ended. Weston joggled the
recei ver hook. Finding the Iine dead, he hung up and gl owered.

"It nmust have been your man upstairs," snapped Weston. "He thought that
when you finished talking the call was ended. Anyway, | was cut off. Perhaps
the person will call again."



"He gave ne the message,” rem nded Mirkden, passing over the paper with
its notations. "I understood everything, except the |last words. These notes,
t hough, are neaningless to ne."

Weston read the notations:

One dozen bl ue pencils.

Azure Specials, Number 3.

Purchased by Louis Lenger.

Deedham Apts., Twenty-sixth Street.
O her purchases, chess books.
Conpany, Retail Stationers.

"This is plain!" exclained Weston, in high enthusiasm "W sent out a
flier to all stationery stores, asking themto check on blue pencils that they
had sol d. Azure Special, Nunmber 3, is the type of pencil that we found | ast
night at Selbart's. The brand is obsolete. W thought that the purchaser m ght
have bought some |eft-overs.

"So a man naned Louis Lenger bought those pencils! Wait! That nmenp at
Rythe's was signed with the letter 'L." That fits. Look at this, professor
Lenger bought chess books al so! That covers the chess clipping that Cardona
found at Tabor's."

VWESTON paused; pointed to the final notation on the |ist.

"That was the name | coul dn't understand," explai ned Professor Mirkden
"The man on the tel ephone was trying to tell nme who he represented. It was
some-one and conpany, retail stationers; but | couldn't catch the actual nane
of the concern.”

"Whi ch doesn't matter," put in Weston. "Qur flier went to thousands of
such stores. | don't care which one called up. Lenger's name is the one that
counts; that and his address."

"You think that Lenger is involved in the purple deaths?"

"I intend to find out. |I was satisfied that Gell was the nurderer, but
that was because there were no |inks between the clues. This news changes
everything, professor. | must call headquarters at once."

Five mnutes |ater, Comm ssioner Weston's |inousine pulled away fromthe
front of Murkden's house, followed by two officers in a patrol car. A whining
siren cleared traffic for Weston's speedy trip; but the comm ssioner did not
plan to ride with such hubbub as far as Twenty-sixth Street.

Over the tel ephone, Weston had ordered headquarters men to forma silent
cordon all about the block where Lenger's apartnent house was | ocated. When
Weston reached the scene, that cordon would close in, perfornmng the nove with
steal th.

For Commi ssi oner Weston had admitted to hinself that he m ght be wong
about the identity of the purple nurderer. For the present, he had put aside
the nane of Courtney Gell. H's whole purpose was to surprise Louis Lenger; to
capture the man w thout a struggle.

Unwi ttingly, the police comm ssioner had found a scene of action already
chosen by The Shadow. Surprises would be due when the | aw reached its goal

CHAPTER XVI |
BATTLE BELOW

AT the very nmonent of Weston's start upon his new and active m ssion, two
men were standing in a square-walled wi ndowl ess room Stone walls told that
this chamber was | ocated underground. The only breaks in the square walls were
two doorways, each in a different wall. Both doors were cl osed.

The room was furnished only with chairs and tables, but upon one table



stood a | arge, square-shaped box that |ooked |like a radio receiving set. The
front of the bl ocky object forned a black screen. Upon the wall above was a
bl acki sh plate like the one in the entry of Lenger's apartnent house.

One of the two nen was tall and | ong-faced, his features showed a shrewd
grin that reveal ed yell owed, ugly-shaped teeth. The grin identified him He
was
a product of Manhattan's underworld, a one-tine racketeer naned Bert Thayl er.
Bert was a crook whose past resenbled that of Slook Howdrey; but he was
snoot her, craftier than the rowdy who had | ost the battle in Central Park

The man with Thayl er was a thuggi sh rogue of squatty build. H s greasy
face carried a brutal leer; his wolfish eyes watched Thayl er expectantly. This
ruffian was Bert's lieutenant; he was also a character well known in the
underworl d. He was "Ri nk" Leed, notorious as an organi zer of strong-arm
squads.

Li ke Bert, Rink had di sappeared fromthe underworld nont hs ago.

"W're all set, Rink," announced Bert, in a purring tone.

"All we got to do is pack the telesighter" - he indicated the cabinet on
the table - "and yank the special set off the wall." He pointed to the black
square above the tel esighter. "You hop upstairs and get the finder that's in
the entry."

"And | am from there?" queried Rink. "O do you want ne back here, Bert?"

"Come back here. W'll go out by the route the chief uses. The crew can
travel with us."

"What about the finder that's at Feasley's?"

"The chief will get that."

Ri nk turned toward a doorway. As he did, there was a sharp click fromthe

wal . Both Bert and Rink stared in that direction. A sudden change had cone to
t he bl ack square that was set in the wall
The plate was illumnated. It was grayish instead of black, for the |ight

cane through it. On the plate was a picture, projected as upon a screen. The
picture showed the little entry of Lenger's apartmnment house. Bert and Rink
wat ched the screen intently.

"NOBODY there," grow ed Bert. "That's about the tenth time it fool ed us,
Rink. It's set too sensitive, that's what. Anything going past the front door
i ke sonmebody's shadow - is likely to click it. Look - there it goes off
agai n!"

The |ight di sappeared as Bert spoke. Again, the black plate showed dully
fromthe wall. Bert turned to R nk

"Better let it stay a couple of mnutes," he decided. "Help ne pack the
tel esighter. Then go up and yank the finder."

"What about the crew? Wnt nme to call thenP"

"I"lIl take care of them R nk, while you're upstairs.”

"What're we going to do with the dunmb di cks?"

"We' || | eave them where they are. They don't know what it's all about.
There's only one bird in the lot that's got any brains. But he made a dunb
duck
of hinself, too."

Ri nk grinned. He knew the person to whom Bert referred.

"Wait until | show you the route we're taking out of here," chuckled
Bert.

"Then we can pack the telesighter. Look, Rink - this is the way the chief
uses."

Bert stepped to a blank wall, janmed a thin key deep into a corner crack.
There was a nuffled click; another crack wi dened. Ri nk gaped as a portion of
the wall swung away, to reveal a narrow underground passage. Bert pointed
al ong
t he bl ackened corridor, |looking toward it as he spoke.



"It goes clear into the next block," he stated. "Comes up into the old
garage where we've got those cars parked. W can make a clean get-away in five
m nutes, Rink."

Wil e Ri nk was speaking, a notion occurred at one of the doors. Slowy,
the barrier cane open. Rink heard a squeak of a hinge, turned quickly toward
the door. As he did a stocky figure cane |unging headlong. Rink tried to pul
a
gun. He was too late. The attacker was upon him

Bert wheel ed about, startled by the sudden fray. He saw a hand grab for
the revol ver that R nk had pulled hal fway fromhis pocket. The attacker al nost
gai ned the weapon, for he had shoved Rink to the wall beside the tel esighter
and had the rowdy hel pl ess. Ri nk managed to defeat the grab by the only nove
that was still open to him He jolted his shoul ders sideways; let go of the
gun. It sped fromhis hand, took a |ong bounce on the floor and skidded
straight for Bert Thayler.

The stocky attacker threw Rink aside and started a dive for the |ost gun.
Bert coolly took conmand. He clanped his left foot on Rink's revolver; at the
same noment, whi pped out a .38 of his own, to cover the man who had nade the
wild attack. The stocky invader stopped short, raised his head and eyed Bert
with a scow .

For the first tinme, the |ight showed the man's face plainly. The
frustrated attacker was | nspector Joe Cardona.

"THOUGHT you' d stage a fast one, eh?" sneered Bert. "Well, you didn't get
away with it, Cardona. Back up against the wall and keep your dukes high."

Cardona obeyed. Bert kicked Rink's gun toward its owner

"Grab your heater, Rink," ordered Bert. "Keep Cardona covered. | want to
talk to him"

As Rink regained the revolver, Bert concentrated upon Cardona. Bert's
tone
was Vi ci ous.

"We figured you for a lug," he told Cardona. "You acted like it, too,
right after we grabbed you. W let you get out of that cell we had you in, so
you coul d make a couple of phone calls. W wanted you to nake them

"CQuess you figured they could be traced back here. They couldn't. Those
calls went over a tapped wire; and afterward, we unhooked it. Nobody could
trace themafter that."

Pausi ng, Bert watched Cardona eye the telesighter and the black bl ock on

the wall. He al so saw Cardona note the exit to the underground passage.

"Take a good gander," jeered Bert. "It's all you can count on, Cardona.
Ve
were going to leave you in that cell of yours, like we're doing with those
di cks
we grabbed before you cane al ong. But since you managed to bust |oose fromit,
we'll give you the works instead. You' ve got a chance to | ook at sone things

you weren't supposed to see.

Ri nk | ooked expectantly toward Bert. Rink's finger was itching on the
trigger of his reclained gun

"How about it, Bert?" queried Rink. "Ready for ne to drill hin? Nobody's
going to hear me give it. These walls won't |let no noise go through them"

Bert shook his head.

"I'"ve got a better way, Rink," he declared. "One | was holding in case
this happened." Bert |ooked toward Cardona. "Renenber how we handl ed you when
we cane here?"

Cardona gave no reply.

“I'"ll rem nd you," chuckled Bert. "W gave you a shot of tear gas, when
you were in a place where you couldn't get away fromit. So we're putting you
back in the same place. But this tine the gas tank is filled with the sane
ki nd



of purple stuff that finished Trunmbull Rythe."

BERT st epped forward, nudged Cardona with his gun. Joe had only one
course; to take the route that Bert indicated. It led to the door that was
still closed. Wth Rink covering Joe, Bert opened the door. The pair noved
Cardona into a small roomthat |ooked like an entry. In front of themwas the
door of an elevator shaft.

"Call the crew. " Bert snapped the order to Rink. "They can stay with ne,
keepi ng Cardona covered, while you go up to the front door and yank the
fi nder.

As soon as you're back with the elevator, we'll put Cardona aboard. It's going
to be swell, having themfind this mug all purple.”

"Not so swell for you, though,"” said Cardona, suddenly ending his
si | ence.

"You want to bunp nme because | finally found out who you were. But renenber -

anything you do to nme will pin the goods on Louis Lenger. You'll be traced
t hrough him"

"Lenger can take care of himself," chuckled Bert. "Don't worry about him
spilling anything that will nake trouble for us. Even you coul dn't make Lenger

give the | ow down on the purple death. But you won't be around to try."

VWil e Bert spoke, Rink stepped over to a side wall to press a button that
woul d summon the hidden crew. Hi s hand stopped short as a peculiar buzz
sounded
from above the door of the elevator shaft. A light glimered froma panel. It
showed the figure "1."

"Wait a minute, R nk!" snapped Bert. "Somebody's gone on board that
el evator. But whoever it is didn't conme in through the front door."

"He may have," remarked Rink. "W weren't watching the detector panel."

"I was listening for it," returned Rink. "I'd have heard it click on and
of f. Whoever is on that el evator sneaked in through the back door."

The nunber 1 went out. A second |later, a new nunber showed on the panel
It was the figure 4. Bert gave a pronpt grunt.

"Somebody's going up to the fourth floor,"’
Lenger.

He al ways comes through the front door. Nobody el se woul d be going up there
except -"

"The Shadow "

Bert nodded as he heard Rink's exclamation. He reached into a niche
besi de
the el evator shaft. He pulled a switch that Cardona saw there. | mediately,

t he
nunber 4 light went out. Instead, a bulb glimered showing the letter B

"That will bring himdown," grinned Bert. "Like it did you, Cardona. It's
a lucky break for you. W'll have to give you bullets, after all. W'd been
hopi ng that The Shadow woul d show up for the purple gas treatnment."

he commented. "It isn't

CARDONA tightened. He edged toward Bert; all the while, he could hear the
runble of the elevator. It was com ng downward. Soon it would strike the
baserment level. Well did Cardona know t he hopel essness of The Shadow s
position. Joe had ridden in that sane el evator

Bert's pull of the switch had | ocked the i nner door of the car.
Solid-walled, with heavy roof, the elevator was a prison fromwhich no
occupant
could escape in the short tine that the descent required. Cardona was ready to
make a last thrust, in the hope that he could avert the doomthat threatened
The Shadow, even if it cost his own life.

Bert's gun was ainmed toward Joe, but Bert was watching the el evator
shaft.



The runbl e was | ouder, the car was alnost at the bottom Cardona started his
forward spring. It ended instantly. Powerful hands caught his arnms from

behi nd,

yanked hi m backward, pinning hi m hel pl ess.

Joe had forgotten Rink. The lieutenant had seen the com ng nove. He had
shoved away his gun to make the grab. Catching Cardona hel pl ess, Rink gave a
si deways heave. Joe crashed the wall, jolted the back of his head. He sagged
to
the floor, half groggy. Rink produced his gun and agai n covered Cardona.

The el evator's runble ended. Staring hazily, Cardona saw Bert Thayl er
reach to the top of the little niche and grasp a netal ring. Bert gave a tug;
a
chain came into view There was a nuffled hiss beyond the el evator door; the
surge of the poison gas through tiny holes that lined the walls of the car

Cardona cane to hands and knees. His head swirled dizzily. He sagged
back,
rested linp as he tried to regain his scattered senses. He saw Bert calmy
studying the dial of a watch. He heard Bert's remark:

"The gas settles inside a mnute, Rink. W'll give it two, though -

The two minutes passed |ike a few hazy seconds to Joe Cardona. He
st eadi ed
slightly as he saw Bert step to the door of the shaft. The netal barrier
cl anged
open with Bert's pull. Cardona saw the lighted interior of the car

There, on the floor of the elevator, lay the sight that Joe Cardona had
hoped he woul d never view A black-cloaked figure was sprawl ed crazily, in a
crunpl ed posture that indicated instant death.

One | ong arm was extended toward the door of the elevator. Its gl oved

hand
was |inp; fromthe unclenched fist had fallen a huge automatic. Beside the
shoul der of that sanme armwas a downward tilted head, its face obscured by
folds of a cloak collar. The head itself was hidden, for a black slouch hat
had
ti pped backward, to rest |oosely upon head and neck

The interior of the elevator glistened as the walls had shone at Rythe's.
Dryi ng drops of condensed vapor caused that shine. They told that the gas had
conpletely filled the el evator

Crooks had gai ned the chance they wanted. They had | oosed the full force
of the purple death upon The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE UNDERGROUND WAY

BERT THAYLER st epped forward gingerly. He reached the threshold of the
el evator, gave a cautious sniff to make sure that the gas had cl eared.
Satisfied, he stooped and reached downward to pluck the slouch hat from The
Shadow s head.

Bert paused as he heard Ri nk approach. He | ooked over his shoul der
gl ared
angrily at his lieutenant. Bert snapped an order

"Wat ch Cardona!"

"He's groggy, Bert," insisted Rink. "He can't make no trouble."

Bert | ooked toward Cardona, saw that the stocky sleuth was again trying
to
cone to hands and knees.

"Call the crew, then," ordered Bert. "As soon as they get here, tell them
to plug Cardona. I'll haul The Shadow out of here. The outfit can take a
gander



at this mug while you're on your trip upstairs. Make it snappy, Rink. Tine's
short."”

Ri nk swng toward the wall, to press the button. Cardona nmade a wld
effort to rise and stop him then sagged back. On hands and knees Cardona
cane,
face toward the elevator. H s chance position enabled himto see what happened
there.

As Bert swung to reach for The Shadow s hat, his armwent past the
ext ended, bl ack-gl oved hand. Monentarily out of Bert's sight, that hand cane
to
life. It dropped; its fingers tightened on the automatic that lay on the
fl oor.

Bert yanked away the sl ouch hat, gave The Shadow s body a roll, so that
he
could stare at the cloaked fighter's face. What Bert saw nust have startled
hi m
Cardona saw a reflected gli mer as Bert suddenly jabbed his revol ver straight
for the figure on the floor. Cardona al so heard the ugly snarl that cane from
Bert.

Si mul t aneously, Joe saw The Shadow s gl oved hand snap upward. Tinme seened
disjointed to Cardona. He heard a roar fromthe interior of the elevator. It
was the echoing blast of a gun. Alnost |ike a separate occurrence, Cardona saw
a flash of flane.

To Joe's dazed m nd cane one distinct inpression. That tongue of fire had
t hrust upward. Therefore it was from The Shadow s gun. The cl oaked fighter had
beaten Bert Thayler to the shot.

Ri nk Leed heard the blast just as he pressed the button on the wall. Rink
swung about with a leer, thinking that Bert had decided to drive a bullet to
The Shadow s heart, just for the evil satisfaction that the deed would bring.
Ri nk stopped rigid.

He saw Bert's body crumpling, spilling across The Shadow s form He saw
bl ack shoul ders rising, he saw a face above them In that instant, Rink
expected to view a purpled countenance. |Instead, he saw no trace whatever of
The Shadow s actual visage.

THE SHADOW restored to life, |ooked |ike sone nonstrous being. Hi s face
was covered with a darkish cloth; fromit extended a netallic hose that ran
downward to the folds of The Shadow s cloak. Rink saw the glare of eyes that
burned through thick, protecting goggles.

The obj ect that covered The Shadow s face was a gas mask. The Shadow had
recogni zed the nethod by which crooks captured unwanted visitors who canme to
Lenger's. He had seen the elevator as a trap. He had known that only tear gas
coul d have accounted for the capture of Joe Cardona, since it had been
fol I oned
by the recuperation that Joe had shown through his tel ephone calls.

The Shadow had foreseen that if he entered the trap, he, too, would
experience a gas attack. \Whether it would be tear gas or a deadlier vapor had
not mattered. He had conme equi pped for either, wearing a gas mask brought from
the sanctum H's sprawl upon the floor had been a ruse. He had wanted crooks
to
t hi nk hi m dead, so as to catch them off guard.

Rink's rigidity ended. Hastily, the lieutenant aimed for The Shadow. He
was | ate. Already The Shadow had hi m covered. One instant nore would have
spell ed death for Rink Leed. Only a m sguided intervention saved him

Joe Cardona saw Rink aim Wth a heroic effort, Joe sprang for the crook
He grabbed Rink's gun wrist, thrust the crook's hand upward. Though his head
was swi mm ng, Joe fought instinctively. He jamed R nk backward; gained a
nmonent ary advantage. But with that attack, Cardona cane between The Shadow and
Ri nk.



Only by a quick halt of his finger did The Shadow hol d back his shot. His
restraint was tinely; the bullet, had it been di spatched, would have cli pped
Cardona instead of R nk. For a nonent, The Shadow eyed the strugglers. Seeing
t hat Cardona had the edge, he changed his tactics. The Shadow made a quick
| eap
to the door on the other side of the el evator passage.

The Shadow had heard the pound of footsteps. He knew that Rink's crew was
com ng, spurred to greater speed because they had heard the boom of The
Shadow s gun. Reaching the door The Shadow sprang into the main roomjust as
four hoodl unms surged fromthe other doorway.

The crooks saw The Shadow the noment that they arrived. Al were sw nging
ready revol vers; they |leveled their weapons toward the gas-masked figure of
The
Shadow. Hasty aimdid not serve them The Shadow was a nove ahead.

Not only had he net his foenen on the way; he was ready with two
automatics instead of one. He was past his door before the thugs could pick it
as their point of aim He was sidestepping across the |arge square room
t oward
the wall where the tel esighter rested.

THE SHADOW S aut omati cs stabbed together. Like knife thrusts, their
tongued flanmes cut toward the entering crooks. The forenpst arrivals took the
opening bullets. They staggered as the others shoved t hem asi de. The second
pair fired, swinging their guns in The Shadow s direction

One bullet was high. It thudded the wall above The Shadow s head. The
other was wi de. The crook who fired it was too hasty in his aim He fired for
a
spot from which The Shadow had side-stepped. The slug whizzed past The
Shadow s
shoul der.

Instantly, The Shadow returned the fire. H s aimwas as accurate as
before. One ruffian floundered; the other jounced back agai nst the wall beside
his doorway. He snarled as he tried to aim H s armwas unsteady; his gun hand
waver ed.

Anot her fighter m ght have stayed to fire nore shots at this sagging
crook, but The Shadow did not remamin. Split seconds still counted. He had
busi ness el sewhere. Speedily, The Shadow sprang back to the doorway that |ed
to
the elevator. He was just in time to see Cardona lose his grip on Rink Leed' s
gun.

There were shots fromthe big room fired by the crooks who sagged there.
They were futile; as The Shadow had expected. They did not even find the
doorway through whi ch The Shadow had passed. Concerned only with Cardona, The
Shadow ai med for Rink, just as the lieutenant twi sted and drove his gun hand
downwar d.

Ri nk had unwittingly come into the path of The Shadow s aim A single
shot
was all that The Shadow needed. It found Rink's left side. The bullet jolted
t he
crook toward the wall; but it did not stop his gunstroke. The revolver, though
it slipped, delivered a glancing blowto Cardona's bobbi ng head.

Both strugglers rolled to the floor. Rink kicked the cenment; then
qui vered
and | ay notionless. Cardona fell heavily, tried to clanmber to hands and knees,
but slipped. Again, he made the effort. He clanped his hand upon R nk's
dr opped
revol ver, managed to grip it. But he was too dizzy to rise.

The Shadow reached the el evator, whipped up his hat that |ay beside the
body of Bert Thayler. Stepping out, he clanged the door of the elevator, then



those of the shaft. He turned to see Cardona trying to rise beside the wall.
Joe's fingers slipped as they clawed the stony surface. He was still hangi ng
grimy to the gun that he had clained from R nk. One-handed in his effort to
ri se, Cardona sl unped

The Shadow ai ded Cardona to his feet. Groggily, Joe recognized his
cl oaked
rescuer. He let The Shadow guide himto the big room There, Cardona tried to
gasp out words as he pointed to the tel esighter and the opening in the wall,
that |ed underground to the distant garage.

FROM t he side door of the roomcame a clanor. |nprisoned detectives were
hamreri ng the bars of their cells, hoping that they would soon be rescued. For
a nonent, The Shadow was ready to nove to their release. A click fromthe wall
made hi m st op

Supporting Cardona beside him The Shadow watched the bl ack panel that
showed pictures of all that happened in the entry of Lenger's apartnent house.
The |ight appeared; The Shadow viewed the | obby. A man had entered. The Shadow
recogni zed the face of Police Conm ssioner Wston

O her faces appeared. Wth Weston were headquarters nen. The Shadow saw
that one of themwas a detective sergeant nanmed Markham who frequently worked
wi th Joe Cardona. A whispered | augh cane from The Shadow s |i ps.

The arrival of these representatives of the | aw saved himthe del ay of
opening the cells that held the prisoners. Soon, Wston and the others would
find this underground lair. They could cone here in safety. No | onger would
t he
el evator be a trap. The way was clear for The Shadow to travel el sewhere.

A quick start was inperative. The Shadow still had work to do. He wanted
to reach his next destination without delay. He had the route that offered
rapi d departure; that tunnel through which Bert, R nk and the others had
i ntended to depart.

The Shadow | ooked at Joe Cardona. He saw that the ace sleuth was
steadi er.

Cardona had shown his nerve to-night; he had risked everything to aid The
Shadow. Cardona was entitled to a reward, and there was a way whereby The
Shadow coul d deliver one.

Wth a whispered order to Cardona, The Shadow pushed Joe through the
opening in the wall. As Cardona steadied in the darkness of the passage, The
Shadow used a flashlight, found a switch and pressed it. The wall swung shut,
closing so perfectly that the opening could not be detected.

The underground vault was enpty of living beings. The Shadow was gone,

t hrough t he passage beyond, taking Joe Cardona with him The only evidence of
The Shadow s visit were the silent bodies that |ay upon the floor

The | ast sagging thug had toppled with his final hopel ess shots. The
Shadow had gained full triunph over Bert Thayler, Ri nk Leed and the four
henchnen who served them Underlings of the purple death were vanqui shed.

The Shadow s next neeting would be with the naster mnurderer hinself.

CHAPTER XI X
THE LAW SEES

COW SSI ONER VEESTON, standing in the entry of the apartnent house, was
conpletely ignorant of the fact that his presence had been observed froma
lair
bel ow. Li ke every one el se who had visited this entry - with the exception of
The Shadow - the black finder plate on the wall was neani ngl ess.

Weston's sol e purpose was to invade these prem ses and trap Louis Lenger
in his fourth-floor apartnment. Wth that plan in nmnd, he tried the inner door



and found it unlocked. Leading the way through the first floor hall, Wston
found the el evator shaft.

I nstead of sending nen up on the el evator, Wston ordered themto use the
stairway, so that they could inspect the intervening floors. As soon as a
smal |
squad had started, he ordered Markhamto remain with himand keep watch on the
front door. Weston had already posted nen in front of the apartnent house and
i n back.

The conm ssioner was standing by the el evator shaft when he saw sonme one
cone into the entry. Thanks to a glass panel in the inner doorway, Wston
observed a pair of shoul ders; above them a rugged face topped by shaggy hair
and derby hat. Suspecting that the arrival mght be Lenger, Wston stepped out
of sight beyond the el evator. Markham pronptly joined him

A few nonents later, the man came in fromthe entry. He approached the
el evator; turned to open the door. Looking past him Wston saw a face at the
entry door. He caught a signal of an upraised hand. It was one of the outside
detectives. He had seen the rugged-faced man open a mail box in the entry. The
di ck had thus learned that the arrival was Louis Lenger. The signa
transmtted
the news to Weston.

The conmi ssioner stepped into view, Markham was beside himw th ready
revol ver. Lenger turned as they approached; his eyes glared with suspicion
Hs
fists tightened as he saw Markham s revol ver; then rel axed as he saw t he
detective sergeant display a badge.

"What is the trouble?" inquired Lenger. "I was rather startled,
gent | enen,
before | realized that you were police."

"I amthe police conmm ssioner," infornmed Weston. "I have come here to
i nterview you, M. Lenger."

Surpri se showed on Lenger's face. Weston bluntly added the statement:

"l have sone questions to ask you regarding Courtney Gell."

"Courtney Grell?" questioned Lenger. Then, in a remi niscent tone: "Ah,
yes. | remenber him He was here last night; a chess enthusiast |ike nyself."

"How | ate was Grell here?"

"I disremenber. W went out together; stopped in a little restaurant to
chat while we had a cup of coffee. Tell me, commissioner, is Gell wanted by
the | aw?"

Weston stared; then denanded:

"Don't you read the newspapers, M. Lenger?"

"Only the chess colums. Wy?"

"Then | amto suppose that you are ignorant of the fact that Gell died
| ast ni ght?"

LENCER | ooked dunfounded.

"Gell died a victimof the purple death," stated Weston, eyeing Lenger
cl osely as he spoke. "Suppose we go up to your apartnent, M. Lenger. No, not
by the elevator” - he stopped Lenger as the heavy man reached to press the
button. "The stairway would be better.”

West on chose the stairway know ng that Markham woul d be joi ned by
detectives during the ascent. Moreover, the conmm ssioner kept up a running
fire
of remarks as they went up the stairs.

"W thought that Grell was a suicide," he told Lenger, "but we need nore
facts to be sure. It was odd, Gell dying fromthe purple death. O course,
you
have read about the purple death?"

"Yes, | did," returned Lenger. "But | amnot interested in such matters."

"You live here al one?"



"Yes. | amthe owner of this building."

They reached the fourth floor, to find two detectives in Lenger's
apartment. The di cks had al ready begun a search, losing no tine when they
f ound
that Lenger was absent. One detective gave the i medi ate announcenent:

"We've found plenty, comm ssioner."

Weston notioned Lenger to a chair; told Markhamto watch the suspect. He
began to exam ne the evidence that the detectives had uncovered. Their finds
popped thick and fast.

The detectives produced the box that had contained a fountain pen of the
type found on the scene of one nmurder. They showed Weston the frayed shirt
with
the m ssing button. Weston, hinself, spied the bottle of purple ink. A
detective
produced the box of chess clippings; his teamate displ ayed bl ank neno pads.
Among t he chess clippings, Wston discovered the blue pencil.

Then came the itens that concerned dead victinms. First, the blue-narked
page fromthe university catal og, containing the nane of Ardess, the nurdered
instructor. Next, the pawn ticket from Gingew s shop. After that, Tabor's
busi ness card; the page from"Wo' s Wo" that displayed Rythe's biography.

The final touch came when Weston opened the folded list; read the typed
nanes of victims, ending with Horace Sel bart. One of the detectives shoved a
sheet of paper into Lenger's old typewiter; typed a few lines and conpared
themwith the list. It was obvious that the nanes had been typed on Lenger's
machi ne.

Weston turned coldly to Lenger; handed the nan a blue pencil and a sheet
of paper, with the request that he wite a few words and sign themwth the
letter "L". Lenger | ooked puzzled; then nodded and conplied. The conmi ssioner
examned the witing. It corresponded with the neno found at Rythe's.

"I was wrong about Gell," declared Weston, in a harsh tone. "He was not
t he nmurderer who perpetrated the purple deaths.”

LENGER stroked his stubbly chin.

"I thought that chess was a gane for a keen mnd, comm ssioner," he
asserted. "I learn, at last, that it is no nore than a childish pursuit. You
cone here; you pick out odds and ends from anmong ny papers. Fromthem you
form
t he remarkabl e concl usion that Courtney Gell, whom| net but once, is not a
murderer. | would not be astonished if, fromthis same evi dence, you
di scover ed
who actually is the nurderer.™

"I have done that," retorted Weston. "Your bluff is finished, Lenger. You
are under arrest for the perpetration of those crines."

"I ?" exclaimed Lenger. He stared; then gave a short laugh. "This is
pr epost erous, conmi ssioner. | do not even know who was rmurdered."”

"Perhaps," returned Weston, "you will try to tell ne that you never saw
t hese before.™

He handed Lenger the catal og page that bore the name of Ardess; then the
pawnbr oker's ticket; the card that bore Tabor's nane; finally, the page from
"Who's Who" that referred to Rythe. Lenger studied the exhibits. He passed
back
all of them except Tabor's business card.

"I never saw any of those," he insisted. "How they cane here is a nystery
to nme. The business card, though, was anbng ny own papers; but | never net
Frederick Tabor personally."

"Then how do you happen to have his card?"

"I told you that | owned this apartment house," explained Lenger, calnly
"Tabor was the architect who drew up the plans for its reconstruction. Al the
details, however, were handled by the contractor."



Weston studied Lenger intently. The conmi ssioner realized that he needed
stronger tactics to jolt Lenger's cal mess. Wston produced an envel ope from
hi s pocket.

"Three ni ghts ago,"

he told Lenger, "Frederick Tabor was found dead in
hi s
studio. This chess clipping" - Weston exhibited the item- "was found on the
preni ses."
Lenger eyed the clipping and nodded.
"An interesting problem that one," he remarked. "But the answer given is
not the best one. | remenber that Gell and | discussed that very problem-"
"Two nights ago," broke in Weston, "Trunbull Rythe was nurdered in his
hone. This blue-penciled nmenmp, signed with the letter 'L," was found there."
"That is curious!" exclaimed Lenger. "That |ooks like a meno that | |eft
in my mail box one day when | expected a visitor. Some one nust have taken it

"Last night," interrupted Weston, curtly, "Horace Selbart was nmurdered in
hi s penthouse. This blue pencil was found with his body."

"It looks like one of nmy pencils,” adnmitted Lenger. "I have a lot of them
here in the apartnment. | mislay themoften. Do you suppose that some one has

"l suppose that you are the nurderer who slew those three nen. Let nme add
anot her statement, Lenger. Tabor, Rythe and Sel bart were nmurdered at hal f past
ei ght, on three successive nights. Were were you at that particular hour, on
each of the last three nights?"

Lenger arose fromhis chair.

"That is easily answered, conm ssioner," he stated in a pl eased tone.
"Every night at eight-thirty, I amwth my friend Howard Feasley. W play
chess
until nine. Feasley lives on the outskirts of Greenwich Village. | can give
you
hi s address; you can go there and see him"

"HE LL conme to headquarters,
you, Lenger."

Grabbi ng the suspect's arm Weston shoved Lenger out into the hallway and
headed himtoward the elevator. On the way, Lenger began a protest.

"You can not call Feasley to headquarters,"” he insisted. "The man is

retorted Weston. "That's where | amtaking

still
an invalid. He can not be taken outdoors in this chill weather."

Weston pressed the button for the el evator

"I shall attend to Feasley," he said, coldly. "W shall check whatever
ali bi he gives you, Lenger."

The accused man sniled. Apparently, Lenger was willing to bank entirely
upon Feasley's statenments. Silence foll owed, except for the ascending runble
of
the el evator. Lights appeared beyond the frosted gl ass of the shaft door
Vst on
opened the door; he stepped back with a startled exclamation. Lenger gul ped an

odd cry.

On the floor of the elevator lay the body of Bert Thayl er. Markham
st epped
aboard; lifted the dead crook's head and turned to the conmm ssioner

"Bert Thayler," informed Markham "A bad egg. As bad as Sl ook Howdrey.
He's probably the guy who took over Slook's job, conm ssioner.”

"Wirking for the purple murderer!" exclaimed Weston. "But where could the
body have come from Markhan?"

"From the basenent, maybe," suggested Markham unable to think of a
better
answer. "If we went down there, commi ssioner -



"Renove the body. W are going to the basenent."

Soon, the el evator descended mnus Bert's corpse. The passengers were
Weston and Lenger, acconpani ed by Markham and a pair of detectives. They
reached the basenent. The noment that Markham opened the door, they saw Ri nk
Leed's body. Markhamidentified Thayler's |ieutenant.

West on heard shouts as he stepped to the door of the big room Bringing
Lenger with them the investigators found the bodies of the dead thugs. They
saw t he door to the side passage; took it and discovered a row of small cells.
Behind the bars were the nmissing detectives.

West on snapped queries while Markham and ot hers were poundi ng the | ocks
with revol ver butts. Every prisoner had the sane story. Each had received a
tel ephone call, telling himto call on a nman naned Lenger. Each had cone to
t he
same apartment house, had been gassed in the el evator

Weston inquired for Cardona. The prisoners told himthat Joe had broken
free to-night; that there had been gunfire, but Cardona had not returned.
Weston had just finished this inquiry when the final |ock was smashed. The
prisoners crowded out into the corridor

Wth eight nen at his heels, Wston marched Lenger out into the big room
The suspect was handcuffed and hel pl ess; he seened totally bew | dered by the
new di scoveries. Weston deci ded on anot her quiz.

"THE facts are plain, Lenger," snapped the conm ssioner. "You arranged
this lair. These crooks served you, just as Sl ook Howdrey and his ruffians
di d.

You can gain nothing by useless bluff. You are the only man who coul d have
engi neered the purple deaths."

Weston waited for Lenger to reply. Tense silence was broken by a sudden
click fromthe wall. Weston | ooked in that direction. The bl ack panel had
lighted. It showed the entry. In the picture, Weston saw the faces of two
out si de detectives.

"A tel evision devicel" exclainmed Wston. "It nust be controlled by a
phot oel ectric cell. The nonent any one enters the building, the scene is
regi stered down here. That is how the crooks knew when to use the el evator as
a
trap!"

The panel darkened. The detectives had stepped fromthe entry. \Wston
eyed
the big cabinet that Bert had terned the "telesighter."” Approaching it, Wston
noted that the device had a special regulator that was set at a nunber. He saw
a switch. He pressed it.

| mredi ately there was a buzz fromthe cabinet. The front becanme a grayish
screen; its scene was indistinct at first. In |low tone, Weston spoke.

"A television device," declared the commi ssioner. "Let us hope that it is
tuned in to sone given place. Perhaps fromthis we can gain new clues."

The screen was clearing; a scene began to appear. Wth it were sounds.
The
wat chers coul d hear a wheezy cough just as the picture nmade itself plain.

They were | ooking into a roomwhere a man sat at a chess board. Frail and
wan-faced, the man was coughing. He recovered fromhis spell and reached for
one of the chess pieces. The background of the roomwas plain. At one side was
a closed door; at the far end of the room the viewers saw heavy curtains.

Loui s Lenger gave an exclamation that betokened recognition. He knew the
identity of that frail man who was garbed in dressing gown. Lenger craned
closer to the telesighter screen.

"Howar d Feasl ey!" he exclainmed. "The man | told you about, conmi ssioner
He is working on a chess problemthat we discussed after our game to-night. He
nmust have forgotten that it is after nine o' clock. Oherwise he would be in
bed. "



Weston notioned for silence. Lenger quieted, stood as tense as the
detectives who surrounded him Weston had spotted a change in the scene. The
door at the side of Feasley's roomwas opening. Those who watched coul d hear
the groan of a hinge; but Feasley, actually in that pictured room did not
apparently notice it. He was too deeply engrossed in his chess problem

Sonet hi ng about the scene presaged a com ng nenace. The men who wat ched
the tel evision screen were helpless to intervene. They could do no nore than
gaze in rigid horror at the changing picture that reveal ed those di stant
events.

Conmi ssi oner West on sonmehow sensed the significance of the slowy opening
door. Fromhis |lips came an involuntary statenent:

"The purple nurderer!"”

CHAPTER XX
THE LAST DEATH

HOWARD FEASLEY shifted back in his chair. H's wan face showed a satisfied
snmle. He had conpleted the probl em upon which he worked. Casually, the
invalid
gl anced toward a mantel. He saw a clock and noted that it was after half past
nine. He started to rise fromhis chair, his eyes still on the clock. He
stopped; his lips tw tched.

In the mirror behind the clock, Feasley saw the reflection of the opening
door. From his position, he could see a face beyond it; one that was not
vi sibl e across the tel evision apparatus, because the door intervened.

Feasl ey spun about; clutched the arnms of his chair. A man stepped into
t he
room and cl osed the door behind him Calnmy, the intruder stepped toward the
quaki ng invali d.

Though Feasl ey had never seen his visitor before, he knew that the man
had
cone with evil intent. The intruder's expression showed it. The face that
Feasl ey saw was a gloating one; the approach that the intruder used was an
i nsi di ous creep

There were ot hers who saw that face and recognized it, despite the fact
that its usually friendly expression had changed to a vicious gloat. The man
who had entered Feasley's isol ated abode was Professor Kinsley Mirkden

Feasl ey sank into his chair as the professor neared him Mirkden reached
the side of the chessboard and eyed Feasley as a snake studi es a hapless bird.
Stupefied, the chess player blinked. He recognized that Miurkden intended ill;
but he coul d not understand why.

From a coat pocket, Mirkden produced an object that glistened. Feasley
saw
it, recognized that it was a hypoderm c needle. The invalid quivered, tried to
twi st away fromhis chair. Mirkden shot his free hand forward, thrust Feasley
downward and hel d hi m hel pl ess.

"Death will be pronpt," declared Murkden, in a dry, insidious tone.

"Unfortunately, Feasley, | amforced to end your life."

Feasl ey found words.

"Way - why kill me?" he blurted. "Woever you are - | have never harned
you. "

"Quite true," agreed Murkden, his voice carrying an ugly sneer. "l owe
you
an apol ogy for ny action. Therefore, | shall give one. Perhaps you have heard
of

t he purple deaths -
Mur kden paused as Feasley's face showed white with terror. He saw his
victimmake an effort to nod.



"I devised the purple death,” announced Murkden, proudly. "I reserved it

for sone inmportant use. Not long ago, | learned of a remarkable invention; a
tel evisi on apparatus that can be added to an ordinary set. It is an invention
| mght state, that is worth millions. Its transm ssion and reception are of

such high quality that nmessages, when sent, can be heard only in a linmted
ar ea.

"Wth this device, it will be possible to revolutionize the entire
broadcasting systens of the world; to control, through international patents,
conpanies that will produce greater wealth than any enterprise in nodern
history. | have tested the device fromthis very room" Mirkden chuckl ed as he
paused to notion toward the wall. "That black plate that covers your unused
wal | bracket is both a finder and a transmtter that picks up all that occurs
here.”

FEASLEY was staring; his eyes had tenporarily lost their horror and were
di splaying interest. Mirkden's sudden switch fromthe subject of death had
given the invalid hope that the professor m ght be hunored.

"An obscure nechanic invented the device," explained Muirkden. "It was
i nproved by a college instructor. A radio announcer was called in secretly to
aidinits tests. A pronoter learned of it, offered to sell the idea. He tried
to rai se noney froma pawnbroker, but failed."

Feasl ey, who read the newspapers, realized that Mrkden had expl ai ned the
reason for the first five purple deaths. They had elimnated all men concerned
wi th the devel opnent of the tel evision device.

"They finally went to a man named Horace Sel bart," continued Miurkden. "He
financed the invention, upon terns that gave himcontrol of its future. At

about that time, | learned of it. | proceeded to use the purple death to
elimnate all those whom | have naned

"I needed a dupe; one upon whomthe nmurders could be pinned. |I chose
Loui s

Lenger, a friend of yours, because it was an easy matter to turn the evidence
agai nst him Chiefly because Lenger had a set policy of being absent fromhis
apartment every ni ght between the hours of seven and nine."

"When he cane here," blurted Feasley. "That is why you chose Louis Lenger

"Yes. It was a sinple matter to visit his apartnent soon after seven
o' clock. There | acquired bits of evidence to incrimnate him | also planted
items that woul d serve against him Lenger's place was in such disarray that |
knew he woul d never find the objects that | had placed."

Mur kden paused. Feasley's breath cane tensely. Mirkden heard its sighing
tone and his eyes gl eaned w ckedly. The scheni ng professor had not only proven
that his usual mld manner was a pose; he had al so dempnstrated that his
supposed deaf ness was a pretence.

"I planned this |long ago," chuckled the nmurderer. "I had picked Lenger
for
my future dupe. | intercepted rough plans that Lenger had made for the
reconstruction of two old houses into an apartment buil ding. | added
instructions of nmy own. As a result, the architect added a stronghold in the
baserment. That architect was Frederick Tabor. | killed him took the old plans
fromhis files. That nmurder, too, will be pinned on Louis Lenger

"Looking to the future, | could see but one man who m ght bl ock ny great

pl ans for international control of television. That man was Trumbul I Ryt he,

t he

financier. Anmong his many hol di ngs were options on certain forns of radio
equi prent that are at present regarded as uninportant; but which will be vita
to the production of the television apparatus that | required. By elimnating
Rythe, | renoved the one obstacle that night have bl ocked ny path to
commer ci a

suprenmacy. "



Wth that statenment, Mirkden changed his manner. He had | essened his evil
glare. Viciously, he resumed it. His left hand settled claw ike upon Feasley's
shoul der. Hi s right hand approached with the deadly hypoderm c. Feasley was
t oo
paral yzed to withe.

"My apology is ended," sneered Murkden. "It is time that you should die.

"BUT why?" gasped Feasley. "I have not tried to bl ock your schenes."

"You are Lenger's alibi," croaked Murkden. "The law is ready to class him
as a homicidal nmaniac. Wen you are found a victimof the purple death,
Lenger's last hope will be gone. Particularly" - Mirkden's tone was gloating -

"because the | aw believes that every victimdied at half past eight.
"To-ni ght, ny henchrmen watched - as they have al ways watched - to see

when
Lenger left here. To-night, they saw himleave. They sent a tip-off to the
police. | answered the call nyself, in Comm ssioner Wston's presence. By this

time, ny nen have left their stronghold. Lenger is in the hands of the I aw.
The
police will come here; that plate on the wall will be gone. But they will find
you dead and purple -"

Mur kden halted. Feasley's wild, hopeless eyes had gai ned a sudden |ight.
They were | ooking past the hand that held the hypoderm c; beyond Mirkden's
shoul der to the curtains at the rear of the room Sharpness cane to Mirkden's
gaze. Instantly, the nurderous professor spun about.

Strai ght before him Mirkden saw The Shadow. Curtains had parted to admt
t he bl ack-cl ad avenger. Wth | evel ed automatic, The Shadow approached. Muirkden
backed away from Feasley. Though his livid lips still showed vici ousness,
Mur kden knew t hat he was trapped.

Wth long stride, The Shadow st epped between Mirkden and the door
Bur ni ng
eyes fixed thensel ves upon the hal f-crouched nurderer. Mirkden gl ared back
Hs
fists were clenched; the right one still held the hypoderm c. For a nonent,
Mur kden seened ready for a spring; then he recognized the futility of such a
nmove. The | oom ng nuzzle of The Shadow s .45 was too powerful a threat.

"You forgot the mention of one victim" The Shadow s tone cane in
si ni ster
syllables. "I refer, Mirkden, to the man that you were forced to kill. That
man
was Courtney Gell."

Mur kden scowl ed, but made no response.

"You wanted clues to reach the law," continued The Shadow, "so that
Lenger
could be incrimnated. But your methods required that those clues be held back
until you had conpl eted your chain of murder. That was why you trapped the
| aw s investigators.

"Grell investigated al so; but he was not trapped, even though he visited
Lenger. That was proof that Lenger was not the purple nurderer. | |ooked for
an
answer to the riddle of Gell's death. |I found it. Gell was the only man who

visited Lenger and found himat home. Gell entered the elevator trap; but
Lenger was with him Since Lenger was to remain at |arge, an unsuspecting
dupe,
your henchren could not spring the trap on Gell

"Instead, they let himgo, knowi ng that he would return to your
resi dence,
either to informthe conmi ssioner of what he had [ earned or to continue with a
bluff that would suit his own plans. Comni ssioner Wston was gone when G el
arrived, but you talked with Gell and lulled himinto thinking that Wston



was
not angry. Meanwhile, you had prepared the poisoned chewing gum One of your
servants planted it in Gell's overcoat pocket, while Gell was with you."

A SNARL forned on Murkden's lips, plain proof that The Shadow had been
right in his reconstruction of events. Realizing that his expression was a
betrayal, Murkden stiffened. Forgetting that he was trapped in an attenpted
mur der, the professor suddenly reverted to the past.

"You have no proof," he grated. "No one will believe your statenents. M
tests - certified by experts - proved that the purple death was delivered each
night at half past eight. | can bring dozens of witnesses to prove that | was
always in ny lecture roomat that precise tinme."

"Your proof will be useless," asserted The Shadow. "Your schene was
clever. It began when you hired Sl ook Howdrey to intimn date Conmm ssioner
Weston, with the demand that no tests be made. You hired Sl ook w thout
reveal ing your identity. Facts seened to show that sone hidden killer regarded
your blood tests as a nenace to his career of crine.

"Establ i shed as the one man who could solve the riddle of the purple
death, you prepared your Compound 'F and nade it al nmost identical with the
poi son. The tests that you nmade were genui ne. They were thoroughly checked by
experts and accepted. But no one thought to exam ne the guinea pigs that you
used.

"I performed the tests with other specinens. | |learned that the purple
death had struck at half past nine, a time when you were free to deliver it in
person. The guinea pigs that | used were ordinary ones. Your guinea pigs were
i nocul ated; you tinged their bl ood beforehand with a small dose of the purple
poi son. When you killed themw th a full injection, their first bl ood changes
were slow, and did not reach the correct ratio for a full hour. Thus your
tests
wi th gui nea pigs gave fal se proof that the human victins had died at half past
ei ght instead of half past nine."

Mur kden' s gl are was gone. The Shadow had reveal ed the facts behind the
nmurderer's cunni ng gane. For a few monents. Mirkden cringed. H s expression
showed no vestige of its fornmer confidence. Then canme a sharp glint fromevil
eyes; simultaneously, a warning gulp from Feasl ey, who had been an awed and
silent spectator during The Shadow s denouncenent.

The Shadow needed neither warning. A groan of a door hinge told himthat
Mur kden and Feasl ey had seen sonet hing occur behind him The Shadow was
spi nni ng about as the door swung violently inward. Gun ready, he sprang
straight for the doorway to neet a massed surge of three attackers.

The nmen were Mirkden's servants. The professor had brought themalong to
stay on watch outside. They - |ike Murkden - had arrived after The Shadow had
already entered to take his post behind Feasley's curtains.

The bl ast of The Shadow s automatic dropped the first attacker. The
second, springing past the cloaked fighter, turned to aim The Shadow sl edged
hi m unconsci ous with a hard swing of the automatic. Wth his stroke, The
Shadow
made a conpl ete spin, cane upon the third henchman before the startled man
coul d
fire. WIldly, the last of the trio grabbed for The Shadow s gun arm

The Shadow s hand twi sted free poised for a downward stroke that woul d
end
the conflict. H's back was toward Miurkden. The murderer saw the opportunity he
want ed. Murkden had forgotten Feasley and with good reason. All that the
invalid could do was shriek a warning as Miurkden bounded toward The Shadow.

Down canme The Shadow s gun arm Mirkden's |ast servant fell
Si mul t aneousl y, Mirkden swung his hand above The Shadow s back. The hypoderm c
glistened fromthe claw that clutched it. One second nore, Mirkden could have
driven the needl e hone, to change The Shadow s triunph into doom The gloating



murderer was sure that he could claimThe Shadow as the final victimof the
pur pl e deat h.

As Murkden's poi sed hand noved, the report of a revolver echoed through
the room The shot canme fromthe curtains that had been The Shadow s hidi ng
pl ace. A steady gun had ai ned for Mirkden. The bullet found the nurderer's
body. As Murkden wavered, snoke curled fromthe curtains; then the draperies
parted. A stocky marksman sprang into view. The sharpshooter was Joe Cardona.

The Shadow had brought the m ssing inspector with him Fromthe nonment
t hat The Shadow had confronted Miurkden, Cardona had been hol ding a bead upon
t he murderous professor. Joe had hoped to capture the killer alive. The chance
arrival of Miurkden's reserves had nade it inperative for Cardona to fire.

One bul l et, though well ained, was not enough to finish Mirkden. The
prof essor wavered; then recuperated. Hs lips snarled as his right hand
ti ght ened. The Shadow wheel ed about to see Cardona stopping for new aim
Before
the ace inspector could fire, Mirkden jabbed his hypoderm c for The Shadow s
t urni ng shoul der.

A gloved fist, quick as a trip hanmmer, cane up to clutch Mirkden's
driving
wrist. The thrust stopped short, the needle point pricking the folds of The
Shadow s cloak. Wth a powerful tw st, The Shadow turned back Mirkden's hand,
pointing the needle in the opposite direction

For a monent, Murkden was rigid. Suddenly his strength faded. He toppl ed
forward, a dead wei ght, succunmbing to the nortal wound caused by Cardona's
bullet. The full pressure of the killer's chest struck squarely on the
back-turned needle. The long point pierced straight to Mirkden's heart.

The Shadow rel eased the crunpling body. Mirkden fol ded on the floor, face
upward. Cardona, staring downward, saw a weird change cone upon the nmurderer's
frozen countenance. A crinson flush covered Murkden's features. The tinge
darkened; grewto a terrible purple that brought a gruesonme swelling to the
dead man's face, a purplish bulge to evil eyes that were staring fixed in
deat h.

DI STANT observers saw the sight. Weston, Lenger and those with them were
staring at the telesighter screen. They had heard every word that had passed
at
Feasl ey's. They had learned the full truth of Kinsley Mirkden's crines. They
viewed the aftermath.

Mur kden prone and lifeless, his purple face show ng dark upon the screen.
They saw Cardona gazing at the dead nurderer; Feasley, half up fromhis chair,
gasping in relief at sight of the doomthat he had m ssed.

Beyond that tableau was The Shadow. The cl oaked victor turned, stepped
slowy to the far curtains and paused there for a final view d oved hands
spread the curtains; The Shadow took a backward step between. The curtains
dropped. The Shadow was gone. There was a pause as the curtains ceased their
rustle.

Then, fromthat hidden spot, cane a final token; a sound that quivered
t hrough the room where Cardona and Feasl ey stood and carried its chilling
echoes through the ether to those who watched and |istened at the tel esighter

That sound was a | augh that rose to weird crescendo, then faded into
not hi ngness, yet seened to echo in the brains of those who heard it. That pea
of solemm nirth betokened The Shadow s triunph. It marked the bl ack-cl ad
victor's departure.

There were ears that that weird tone could not reach; ears that had
gai ned
a deafness nore permanent than they had once pretended. Those were the ears of
Prof essor Kinsley Mirkden. That naster nurderer woul d never again nove to
crime.

Purpl e death had ended its reign forever. The Shadow s hand had turned



its
final thrust. The | ast dose of the purple poison had found its proper
| odgenent
in the death-stilled formof the nurderer who had created it.

But The Shadow s hand woul d be thrust forward again, in the future,
grimy
clutching for the lead that would bring together "The Seven Drops of Bl ood."
Pricel ess rubies fromthe storehouse of an Oriental potentate, then the prize
pi ece of a wealthy gem collector - The Shadow battles the master thief who
separates the seven glittering stones, and traces themone by one in a
rel entl ess struggle against the pick of the underworld.

THE END



