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CHAPTER I. HIDDEN EVIL

HANSON BARTLEY sat in hiswell-gppointed agpartment, smoking an excellent cigar. The aroma of the
cigar smoke made him smile with satisfaction. Then his smilefaded. Histhoughts had turned toward his
friend and protege, young Dr. Sutton.

Sutton's behavior had been abit queer the past week or s0, Bartley thought. He was spending alot more
timethan usud in his scientific |aboratory. Sutton's specialty was cancer research. The last time Bartley
had mentioned the subject there had been an evasive look in Dr. Sutton's eyes. He had pleaded fatigue
and had |eft the gpartment of hiswealthy benefactor as soon as he could conveniently get away.

Bartley had afeding something waswrong. Tonight the fedling was stronger than ever. He decided that
perhaps he ought to step acrossto Sutton's laboratory and ask him frankly about the cause of his strange
adoofnesslately.

Sutton's [aboratory was literaly only afew steps away. It was on the top floor of Mercy Hospital.
Between the hospital proper and the apartment of Hanson Bartley was ashort, private hall with alocked
door at its outer end. By using this passage, Bartley was able to gain access to the hospital whenever he
chose

There was an excellent reason for thisunusua step. Wealthy men generdly have some pet charity
project. Mercy Hospital was Hanson Bartley's.
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Since hisretirement from active business, the financid welfare of Mercy Hospital became Bartley's chief
concerninlife. He pestered wedlthy friendsfor donations. He did so well at it that Mercy Hospital was
now rated the most successful ingtitution of itskind in New Y ork.

It was naturd for the trustees to be grateful . Bartley had been appointed honorary administrator. He had
been given this private gpartment on one of itstop-floor wings. An automatic elevator connected with a
Street exit on the avenue side. The short corridor aready mentioned was a convenient shortcut into the
hospitd itsAlf.

Bartley liked the set-up because it made it easy to have frequent conferences with hisyoung friend, Dr.
Sutton.

Bartley had provided most of the funds to equip Sutton's cancer |aboratory. Sutton's research work was
chemica rather than surgical. He didn't have much faith in either X-ray or the knife.

Few cancer specidists believed that a cure could be discovered from chemistry. But Sutton was brilliant,
and he had dready made considerable progress. Only amonth earlier he had hinted to Bartley that he
believed he was on the right track.

Bartley was the only person besides Dr. Sutton who had akey to thelab. A lot of the chemicalsand
reagents used in Sutton's experiments were not the sort of stuff to be left unguarded.

Hanson Bartley mashed out his cigar and rose to hisfeet. But before he could |leave the gpartment, his
telephone bell rang. With amurmur of impatience he answered the call.

His momentary annoyance faded, however, when the faint voice on the wire identified itsdlf.
"How areyou, old man? Thisis Dwight Nugent.”
Nugent's laugh was cheery.

"Listen, you old highbinder! | haven't forgotten about that donation for Mercy Hospitd that you argued
meinto promising. | thought, if you could come over to my home tonight, we could discussit. Areyou

busy?"

"I'm never too busy to accept adonation. Areyou in town, Dwight? | thought you were permanently in
Washington on the war board."

"l am. I'mjust in New Y ork for abrief overnight stay. Can you come over?"

"Right away," Hanson Bartley said.

His uneasiness about Dr. Sutton faded from his mind. He rubbed his hands at the thought of Nugent's gift.
It would be afat one, because Nugent was independently wealthy. And Mercy Hospital could usea
generous donation. Thewar had put acrimp initsfinancial budget.

Bartley descended in his private elevator to the street. He drove across town to Dwight Nugent's home.
It was located on upper Central Park West, one of the few old-fashioned mansionsleftina
neighborhood of swank hotels and ritzy gpartment buildings.

Bartley went up abroad, brownstone stoop, rang the bell. He was admitted at once by Nugent's butler.
Bishop apologized for the fact that the vestibule was dark. His voice seemed husky. He kept hisface
averted.



Bartley was puzzled by the butler's odd behavior. Then, suddenly, his puzzlement changed to darm. This
fellow wasn't Bishop. He couldn't be Bishop! Bartley remembered, now, that when Dwight Nugent had
closed up hishometo go to Washington, he had dismissed al his servants, including the butler!

Before Bartley could turn to scrutinize the face of this husky-voiced stranger who had moved so nimbly
behind him, he was given aviolent push. The shove sent him plunging forward from the dark vestibule
into adarkened entry hall.

Hetumbled flat on hisface. Ingantly, his assailant flung himself fiercely on top of him.
Bartley tried vainly to squirm away. A blow on the back of his skull filled hisbrain with adazzle of flame.
With agroan, Hanson Bartley |ost consciousness.

WHEN he recovered, he found himself stting immovably in an armchair. Tight bands fettered hisankles
and hiswridts. It wasimpossble for him to tir. Theroom in which he sat was pitch dark. Hewas unable
to see anything in that total blackness.

He moaned.

The sound was asignd to hidden enemies. A bright light appeared in the darkness. It was abeam from a
powerful spotlight. It focused on Bartley'sface. Its brilliance kept him from seeing clearly the two men
beyond the light.

He knew there were two men because he could hear them whispering together. The whispering was
followed by acam chuckle.

"Thereisno need to worry, Mr. Bartley," avoice said. "My associate struck you with a padded wegpon.
Youwill find - after we release you - that you have suffered no fracture.”

Thevoice was muffled. It wasimpossiblefor Bartley to recognizeit.

"Y our friend, Dwight Nugent, is till in Washington. | used his voice because it was the Smplest way to
lureyou. I'm using his house for thisinterview because | hagppen to know that there isn't one chancein ten
million for Nugent or anyone else to interrupt the important demand | am now going to make.”

"Demand?’ Bartley fatered.

"Listen carefully! Y ou are the honorary administrator of Mercy Hospitd. Y ou have complete charge of al
giftsand donations that come in from men like Dwight Nugent and other wedthy patrons. | have madeit
my businessto find out about this. Mercy Hospital takesin more than amillion dollarsin giftsannualy.
Am | correct?’

"What of it?' Bartley gasped.

"Just this! For every dollar you takein, you are going to pay me haf! It will be very easy for you to obey.
Asapublic-spirited friend of the hospita, serving without pay, you will never be suspected of fraud. Y ou
will receive ingructions later on when and where to turn over my share. Do you agree?’

"No!"

Mercy Hospita was dear to Hanson Bartley's heart. Under his benevolent contral its finances had
prospered. Itsmedica staff and itstechnica equipment were famous. To betray it, even under the threat
of death, was unthinkable to Bartley.



"I'll never doit!" hecried. "I'd rather bekilled!"

"All very noble" the muffled voice said. "But | havent the faintest intent of killing you. | need you dive so
you can continue to collect endowment funds. If you refuse, | won't kill you. I will kill Mercy Hospital!™

There was menace in the voice that rasped from the darkness beyond the beam of light that bathed
Bartley's swesting face.

"What do you mean?' Bartley whispered.

"Just this. Things are going to happen at Mercy Hospitd that will end its existence - unless you play ball.
Therewill beareign of terror there, my friend! Patientswill be afraid to enter. Doctorswill resign. 1 will
drive Mercy Hospita to bankruptcy and ruin.”

"Youremad!" Bartley cried.

"Not at dl. I'm sane. | know the name of every wealthy man who has pledged money to Mercy Hospital.
Dwight Nugent isn't the only patron. Thereis Henry Kirkland and Lamont Cranston and Peter Verne and
- Shdl | goon?’

"Let methink," Bartley whispered.

"No need to think," the hidden voice snarled. "Tonight I'm going to give you alittle proof of what | can
do. I will exert some dight pressure on your young friend, Dr. Sutton.”

The thought of peril to Dr. Sutton's highly important cancer research made Bartley desperate.
"l agree!” helied. "I'll do whatever you say."
There was acold chuckle.

"Y ou are not fooling me, Mr. Bartley. Right now you arelying! Y ou hopeto be ableto trick me
somehow; perhapsto notify the police. It will do you no good - and it will do Mercy Hospital deadly
harm. Y ou will receive proof of that very soon.”

The voice continued sardonicaly.
"And now you'l haveto excuse me, since | will bevery busy for awhile."
Therewasaclick. The brilliant spotlight on Bartley's face went out.

A heavy odor drifted into Bartley's nogtrils. Vainly, hetried to jerk his head aside. Tight hands held him
immovable.

For the second time, Hanson Bartley became unconscious.

WHEN herecovered he was lill tied in the armchair in Nugent'sliving room. Celling lights were lighted
now. He was able to see clearly. The room was empty except for the shroudlike coverson al the rest of
the chairsand furniture.

Bartley saw that hisbonds had been loosened dightly. In hislap lay a sharp-bladed knife, left there by
two unknown captors.

Hewas ableto free himsdf fairly quickly. He glanced at hiswatch. He had been unconscious about an
hour.



A quick tour through Nugent's house showed it to be empty of any sign of aclueto theidentity of the
unknown extortioner or his assstant.

Bartley walked dazedly down the front stoop to Centra Park West. His car was il at the curb where
he had parked it.

Thethreat againgt Dr. Sutton frightened him. But the thought of notifying the police frightened him even
more. He could amost see the black headlines in the newspapers. The hospita would swarm with cops
and reporters. Perhaps Lamont Cranston and Peter Verne and Dwight Nugent would cancel their
promised donations.

Bartley groaned. He drove dowly back toward the hospital.

THE two men in the dark sedan talked in low tones - asif they were afraid the man in the back might
overhear them.

There was smdll chance of that. The man in the back was unconscious. He had been given adose of
knockout drops.

"Areyou surethisisthe spot to dump him?”

"Yes. The areaway isnot too dark. Somebody is sureto discover him in the next few minutes. And then”
- therewas a brief chuckle - "an ambulance will arrive from Mercy Hospitd to pick up our drugged
friend.”

"Just 0 long asit's Mercy Hospitd!" the other man said.

His hat was pulled low on hisforehead. He was the fake butler who had dugged Hanson Bartley. The
icy-voiced man was his boss.

"The ambulance will have to come from Mercy Hospitd," the boss continued. "I took the trouble to map
the entire digtrict served by the hospital. The ambulance cal will make things smpler for meto get back.”

Both men laughed. The boss had sneaked out of the hospita by diding down arope from an unwatched
window. Thereturn by rope would be too tough a climb. The ambulance call would take care of that. It
would permit acunning crimina to reenter the hospita through the deserted ambulance courtyard.

It was vital for him to do this unseen. He was known at the hospital. He was supposed to be at the
hospital now. Anyone who saw him snesking in would be sure to recognize him.

His henchman was ill worried.

"What about the drugged guy?' he whispered. "Hell remember me the minute he comesto. Hell tdll the
copsthat | was the one who gave him the knockout drops.”

"I'll take care of him assoon as| get into Mercy Hospita. What | do to him will show Hanson Bartley |
mean business. It will bring policein ahurry. And it will get rid of them just asquickly. Becausethisis
one murder that will be impossible for anyone on earth to prove!”

"Jugt anaturd desth, huh?"

"They won't even be ableto prove that,” the boss said. "All they'll ever know isthat the manisdead. I'm
going to hand the medica examiner acrimeimpossbleto solve.”

Therewasavicious conceit in hisvoice. ™Y ou know exactly what to do?



"Yeah. | wait for aphonecdl.”
"Very wdl."

He left the sedan and faded through the darkness. His henchman waited awhile. As soon as the street
was temporarily deserted, he carried the drugged victim swiftly across the dark sdewalk. He dumped the
man into an areaway.

A moment later he was behind the whed of hiscar.

He didn't try to make speed. The boss had warned him about that. The boss thought of everything. He
grinned.

Then, suddenly, the grin wiped from hislips. Another car had drawn abreast of his. It wasapolicecar! A
cop jerked hisfinger toward the curb in an ominous gesture. The man was forced to halt.

The two prowl-car policemen frisked their captive expertly, seeking a conceal ed weapon. They found
none.

"What'stheidea?' the man snarled. "Y ou got nothing on me!”

"Sam Romine, en?' one of the cops said. "What are you doing back in town? Where were you going?"
"Jug teking alittleride.”

"Let'sseeyour license and car registration.”

They were in order. The copslooked disappointed. Sam Romine plucked up courage.

"Y ou boysarejust kidding yoursalvestrying to pin something on me. Didn't you hear the news?1'm going
draight these days."

The copslooked irresolutely at each other. They had hoped to pick Romine up on agun charge or a
stolen-car rap.

"Go ahead and pinch me," Sam Rominetold them out of thinlips. "I'll befreein five minutes! Y ou cant
even hold mefor vagrancy. | can even prove I've got a steady job."

The cops scowled. They had nothing against Romine, and they knew it. They hadn't even been looking
for him. They had noticed him purely by chance.

"Beat it!" one of the cops growled. "But remember one thing! Watch your step - or welll put you where
you belong!"

"Wheresthat? The mayor's office?'
Sam Romine gave them the "bird." He drove away with aratlike grin of triumph.
CHAPTER II.HOSPITAL PHANTOM

SAM ROMINE'S easy brush-off of the copsin the prowl car filled him with dation. To Sam, the word
"police" was asynonym for the word "dumb.” Hefigured they had proved their dumbness by not taking a
sniff at the rumpled 1ap robe in the rear of the sedan.

His cocky grin returned. A perfect shakedown was under way. It was a shakedown that would net



Romineajuicy cut. All he had to do was to keep his mouth shut and obey orders.
Romine was 0 pleased that he failed to notice asmple fact.
He was being followed!

Behind his car was arather battered-looking taxicab. It kept at a sufficient distance to prevent Romine
from noticing its presence. It was driven by the cleverest hacker in New Y ork.

The name of that cabbie was Moe Shrevnitz. Shrevvy owned his own taxi. He knew al thetricks of the
trade, and alot more than the average cab jockey suspected.

But Shrevvy's biggest secret was something unguessed by either the police or the underworld.
He was an agent of The Shadow!

Luck had been with Moe Shrevnitz tonight. Cruising through Manhattan, he had caught aglimpse of a
police prowl car halting amotorist. Shrevvy had dowed up, had taken a shrewd look.

He had recognized the sneering motorist as Sam Romine.

The Shadow was interested in Romine. Reports had come into his sanctum that Romine, a successful,
free-lance crook who had faded from New Y ork some months before, was now back in town. The
Shadow had learned other facts. Romine was well-hedled. Furthermore, hewas avoiding dl hisusua
underworld pals.

The Shadow had passed the word along to his agents to keep a sharp eye out for Romine, to report
promptly any additional news concerning his movements.

So Moe Shrevnitz was cautiousin theway he trailed Romine. He stayed well in the rear.
But he managed to hang on like aleech.

Presently, he saw Romin€e's car halt. Romine got out, went into agrill. It was a cheap, unsavory place.
The barman in the joint had once done time. Moe began to fedl agrim tug of excitement. He had ahunch
that crime of some sort was hatching.

Heleft his cab and douched closeto the grill's dusty window. He could see Romine, but the crook
couldn't see him. Romine's attention seemed to be centered on the telephone back of the bar.

Hewas evidently waiting for acal.

SHREVVY faded to another telephone. He called a number unlisted in any New Y ork directory. He
was answered dmost ingtantly. A voice said crisply:

"Burbank spesking.”

Burbank was The Shadow's contact man. Through him, orders concerning The Shadow and his agents
were received and transmitted. To Burbank went a swift report concerning Sam Romine.

Shrevvy waited without breaking the connection. After aminute or so he heard again the voice of
Burbank. The relayed order of The Shadow was succinct:

"Stand by!"



Moe went back to his cab. He began to read a newspaper. From where he sat he had a sidelong view of
theinterior of the grill where Romine sat.

Presently, Shrevvy heard a sbilant whisper of laughter. It came from directly behind him. The Shadow
had noisdesdy entered the taxi of his agent.

Eyeslike reddish flame stared at Moe from benesth the brim of ablack douch hat. The Shadow's cloak
merged with the darkness of the cab's rear seat. His eyes and his strongly beaked face were the only
indications of his presence.

A whisper ordered Moe to remain where he was. Silencefilled the rear of the parked taxi.

The rear seat was now empty. The Shadow had |eft the cab as deftly as he had entered. Protected by
darkness, he moved to another spot. Thistime he vanished inside the unlocked sedan of Sam Romine.

Hisinspection was more thorough than that of the two copsin the prowl car. He bent over the rumpled
lap robein therear. His nogtrils sniffed afaint odor.

He recognized that odor. Hislipsformed two silent words: "Chlord hydrate.”

They didn't cdl it that in the underworld. "Knockout drops' was the term commonly used. But the
purpose of such adrug was unmistakable. Someone had been doped and transported in this car very
recently.

The Shadow returned unseen to the taxi of Moe Shrevnitz. He began a patient vigil.

Sam Romine was till watching the bar telephone. He seemed very nervous. Each time the phone rang,
Romine started uneasily. But each time the barkeep answered the cdll, hisface turned dightly. His head
shook awarning "No" to Romine.

Grimly, The Shadow waited.
MEANWHILE, in the rear courtyard at Mercy Hospital, things were not so quiet.

The rear courtyard was the ambulance entrance. It was paved with smooth cobbles. A wide gateway
permitted the ambulance access to the street.

A small office faced the courtyard. Thiswas the office of the intern who was on duty. Hisnamewas Dr.
Hugh Riker.

Murphy wondered what in hell was the matter with the doc tonight. Murphy was the ambulance driver. A
cdl had just comein.

Ordinarily, Dr. Riker siwung aboard the rear of the ambulance almost before Murphy could start the
motor. But tonight hewas oddly late. In fact there was no sign of him!

Murphy glanced at hiswatch and swore. A full minute had passed. The hospital code of conduct was
grict. In the ambulance department, time was especidly precious. Delay might mean the difference
between life and death for some poor devil lying on acold sidewalk.

Murphy hurried toward the outer door of Dr. Riker's smdl courtyard office.

Unseen by the worried ambulance driver, Riker was dso hurrying! He wastrying to reach his office from
the interior of the hospitd.



Dr. Riker had left his duty post without permission. He had dipped silently up to the top floor of one of
the hospita wings. He had taken extraordinary care that no other doctor or nurse saw him.

Thefloor to which Riker had sneaked so stedlthily was the one on which was | ocated the locked
research laboratory of Dr. Sutton!

Now hewas back again, in ashort halway just beyond theinner door of hisoffice, trying to regain his
brezath.

His hand jerked from his pocket. It held a queer object. A woman'slipstick! Quickly, he dabbed the
lipstick againgt the corner of hismouth. It made asmall, scarlet smear.

He could hear Murphy'svoice caling in aworried tone from the outer door of his office.
"Hey, doc! Doc Riker!"

Hetook a deep breath. The taut expression of his mouth changed to an embarrassed smile. Hewas il
wearing that foolish smile when he opened hisinner office door and confronted the puzzled Murphy.

"Sorry," hesaid. "l.... | just stepped into the corridor for amoment.”
Murphy's annoyance faded as he saw thetelltale "kiss' mark on the intern's face. He began to grin.

Hefigured what Riker intended him to - that the good-looking young intern had been flirting with a pretty
nursein adark halway. He was sure of it when Riker hagtily wiped away the lipstick smear.

"Beagood guy, Murphy," Riker said hagtily. "After dl, doctors are human. Promise me you won't tell
anyonethat you caught me off my duty post?"

"O.K.," Murphy said. "Only, for Pete's sake, let's get going! Weve lost nearly three minutes.”

Riker raced with him to the ambulance. The motor roared. The ambulance sped from the wide, paved
courtyard to the street.

Therewas athin, satisfied grin on the lips of Dr. Riker as he balanced himself on the rear seat.
It waslikeasmirk of triumph.

ABOUT five minutes after the ambulance had vanished up the street behind the crimson glow of its
headlights, afigure appeared in the paved courtyard.

It dipped quietly through the courtyard gate from the dark sidewalk. Skirting the black edge of the
courtyard, the man hurried toward asmall door.

He ducked swiftly into the darkened office that Dr. Riker had quit so ostentatioudly only afew minutes
earlier. Passing through the inner door, he moved aong the short halway where Riker had halted to
smear hislipswith the phony dibi of a"kiss."

This hallway connected with alarger corridor. It wasarear corridor, used chiefly by hospital employees.
Nearby was the recelving room, where emergency patients brought in by the ambulance were given a
thorough examination before they were transferred to award bed.

The man opened the door of the receiving room briefly and peeped insde. But he didn't delay more than
asecond. Hisfirgt goa was an upper floor of the hospital. He headed swiftly toward aflight of service
dairs.



No onein thewd|-lighted rotunda of the hospital caught aglimpse of thisflitting figure. His y method of
entrance had placed him well beyond the range of vision of the uniformed attendant at the information
desk.

He raced slently up the service sairsto the top floor. Thistop floor area contained the operating theeter,
and various technical and X-ray laboratories.

No one saw the stedlthy intruder dart toward alocked door a one end of the hall.
It was the entrance to the cancer-research laboratory of Dr. Sutton.

The ground-glass panel in the door was dark, indicating that the |aboratory was empty. Thiswas exactly
what the intruder had expected.

He had no trouble with the lock. He used akey. Closing the door swiftly behind him, he vanished inside.
Hewasinsde no longer than two minutes. He regppeared as sllently as he had vanished, careful to lock
the door again.

Gloved fingers|eft no trace of revealing prints.

Once more he hurried dong the corridor. Thistime his swift pace took him downgtairs. Only, he used a
different route from the one that had brought him aoft.

He used a gtaircase that led downward through the public section of the hospital. Here were located the
private and semiprivate rooms occupied by hospitd patients.

It took clevernessto avoid the attention of the elevator operator and the various nurses and attendants
who were on duty on these lower floors. But one vitd fact wasin theintruder'sfavor. The celling lights
were dimmed for the night. Only one light burned in each section of the corridor.

It helped the prowler to snesk silently from the staircase toward the spot had in mind.

Hefaded into the room of adeegping patient. He didn't enter until he had made sure that the patient was
adeep. Then, quietly, he pressed the call button at the Side of the patient's bed.

A BUZZER sounded at the desk of anurse on duty at the other end of the hall. She rose, went to the
distant room from which the sgnd had been sent.

She was surprised and annoyed to find that the patient was sound adeep!

While she stood there, wondering who could have played such asilly joke on her, the man who had lured
the nurse away from her halway post was again on the move!

He raced on tiptoe to the door of Room 317.
Thiswas a private room. The patient who occupied it was wedlthy. His name was Peter Verne.

Once ayear Peter Verne cameto Mercy Hospital for an annual checkup. He cameto this particular
hospital because it was one of his pet projects. Verne was atrustee of Mercy Hospitd. He was one of
the men who had promised Hanson Bartley a szable donation for the endowment fund.

Theintruder opened the closed door stedlthily. Hiswhispered mirth indicated satisfaction when he saw
that the room was empty.

He entered Verngsroom for just afew seconds. A dight clink of glass was the only indication of what he



might be up to. Then he regppeared and faded down the blacked-out hall.
He was gone before the desk nurse on hall duty came back from her fruitless answer of the buzzer.

She was angry. She sat down at her desk, unaware that the door of Peter Verne's room was now dightly
open. Theintruder, in his haste, had forgotten to closeit.

Peter Verne, however, noticed it when he came back from the bathroom at the end of the corridor.
Dressed in bathrobe and dippers, he stared at his open door with apuzzled frown.

"That'sodd," he said.

He waked onward to the nurse's desk, till frowning.

"Wereyou in my room, nurse, while | was awvay?"

"Inyour room, Mr. Verne? Of course not! Why?'

"My door. It'sopen! I'm pogitivethat | closed it before | went to the washroom.”
"Areyou sure?'

Peter Verne scratched histouded head. He wasn't really sure when he tried to think about it. Half adeep,
he smiled ruefully.

"Perhaps I'm mistaken. It just struck me as queer, that's al. Good night, nurse.”
"Good night, Mr. Verne."

Once morethe hal lgpsed into the dim silence of awell-run hospita at night. But the nurse a the desk
found hersdlf growing increasingly restive. She was no longer angry about the strange buzzer signd from a
soundly deeping patient. Shefelt hersalf become more and more uneasy.

Therewasasniger quaity to that heavy silence dong the corridor. The nurse shivered without knowing
why. Shetold hersdf shewasafoal, but the feding persisted.

A feding of dread, asense of something evil stirring behind the placid routine of Mercy Hospital!

She found herself staring at the loud-speaker on the corridor wall beyond her desk. It was the speaker
used in summoning doctors whose whereabouts were not known at the moment.

The nurse wondered uneadily if tonight there might beacal for "Dr. Blarney."

Just to think of that nameincreased her feding of fright. "Dr. Blarney" was a code name. It was never
used except in time of emergency. To nurses and orderlies, the summoning of "Dr. Blarney™ meant only
onething:

"'Something has gone serioudy wrong! Soothe your patients. Kid them along. Don't let them suspect that
thereisany trouble!”

The last time the loud-speaker had blared "Dr. Blarney's' name, amaniac patient had dashed two
physiciansto death with a homemade knife!

"I'm acting like afoal," the nurse thought as she stared along the corridor in cold uneasiness. "Everything
isdl right.”



Shewas mistaken. Everything was not dl right!
CHAPTER IIl. THE GOLDEN DROP
"RIGHT here, doc," the policeman said.
He waved back the crowd of curiousloiterers that had gathered about the areaway.
Dr. Riker bent over the victim. He sniffed at the man'slips, made aquick, amost bored examination.
"What's wrong with him, doc?" the cop asked.

"Nothing serious. Chlord hydrate." Riker laughed curtly asif the whole thing were ajoke. "That's our
medical trade name. Knockout drops to you, officer."

The cop's puzzled expression faded.

"Somebody doped the guy, huh?Isheadl right?'

"All he needsisalittle routine attention and a chance to deep off the effects of the drug at the hospitd..”
Dr. Riker'svoice changed dightly. It got harder, abit more assertive.

"Hewon't dig, if that'swhat you mean. Here help us get him into the ambulance.”

"Wonder who heis?' the cop said. "Whoever doped him took everything out of his pockets. There'sno
label on theinsde of hiscoat. | looked."

Dr. Riker'sface remained a oof.

"Why tell me about it? I'm aphysician, not acop. Y ou make your own report. I'll make mine. Fair
enough?'

The cop stared at the ambulance doctor.

"What's the matter? What are you sore about?"

"I'm not sore. I'min ahurry. Were not supposed to waste time chewing the fat every timewe pick up a
bum for hospitdization.”

"O.K.," the cop growled. He was sorry he had tried to be friendly. Maybe the hospital wasworking this
ambulance doctor too hard. Sometimes overwork made aguy irritable.

Murphy made a quick ambulance run back to the hospital.

Thevictim of chlora hydrate was carried into the hospital on a stretcher. Before he went, Dr. Riker
sgned the ambulance dip. It gave the time of the pickup and the nature of the patient'sillness. Thiswas
for the recaiving physician, who would make amore detailed examination of the emergency patient
before certifying him for abed in the ward.

Riker pinned the dip to the man's coat. He waited until Murphy came back.
"Sorry | was so abrupt when | talked to you and the cop,” hetold Murphy. "My nerves are on edge.”
"That'sO.K., doc."



Riker hesitated.
"Y ou won't say anything about my being awvay from my post when the call came through, will you?!
"Of course not,” Murphy said.

"It isn't that I'm worried about mysdlf. I'd hate to get aswdl nursein ajam. Sheand | expect to get
married one of these days. Y ou know how it is.”

"Yeah," Murphy said. "Forget it! Tell your girlfriend not to worry."
Riker drew a deep breath.

"Youreaswell guy, Pat. What do you say we have alittle game of cards?I'll be over to your roomina
minute

The ambulance driver's room was alongside the built-in garage that opened on the courtyard. It was
close enough to Riker's office for him to hear any ambulance call that might come through. Mot of the
night interns got in alittle card playing under smilar circumstances. It helped relieve the tedium of
waiting.

But Murphy waited quite awhile after he had found his deck of cards. He couldn't figure what was
detaining Riker. He decided that Riker was probably checking over hisreport stubs.

Anyway, it was nothing to get steamed up about, Murphy figured.

A DIM light burned in the receiving room where the drugged man waited. He lay on amovable bed, with
his unconscious face saring sghtlessy upward a adim light in the celling.

The receiving surgeon was dow in arriving from the ward. He had been notified that a patient had been
brought in, but the demands of a dozen other patients kept him busy for awhile.

The receiving physician was dill in the ward when the door of the receiving room dowly opened. A hand
did dong thewall to thelight switch. A faint click sounded. The ceiling light vanished.

Through the darkness a figure moved.

It bent over the unconscious man on the rolling bed. The figure needed no light to accomplish what he
had come to do. He made no sound. Even his quick breathing seemed hushed.

He bent over the drugged man for perhaps sixty seconds. Then he faded as stedlthily as he had arrived.
A faint chuckle testified to the man's satisfaction.

It was avery successful murder!

THE SHADOW was on the move through the darkness of Manhattan. He sat in the rear of Moe
Shrevnitzstaxi asit sped quietly dong on thetrail of Sam Romine.

Romine had |eft the bar-and-grill where he had waited so nervoudy for aphone call. He was doubly
nervous now as he drove across town - and The Shadow knew why.

The expected phone call had not come through! Romine had stood it aslong as he could. Then abruptly,
he had put on his hat and hurried outside to his car.

He drove across town amost to the East River. Then he headed south. Soon The Shadow redized the



goa of the crook in the dark sedan ahead.
Hewas driving to Mercy Hospital!

But Romine didn't stop at the ornate front entrance of the building that rose like amassive cliff toward the
night stars above Manhattan. He dackened his speed and drove around the block. He approached
Mercy Hospitad from therear.

His dow pace became amost acrawl as he neared the ambulance courtyard. The crook peered through
the gateway. Moe thought he was going to get out and enter the courtyard on foot.

But evidently Romine changed hismind at the last moment. His car picked up speed again. It went
onward at an accel erated pace and turned the corner into the avenue.

Shrevvy'staxi kept grimly on thetrail. But Shrevvy was aone now. The Shadow was no longer a
passenger!

To The Shadow it was obvious that there was something wrong inside Mercy Hospital. Romine's
peculiar actions suggested that. Besides, The Shadow had not forgotten the odor of chlora hydrate that
he had smelled in the rear of Romine's sedan. To hisorigina conception of akidnapped victim, The
Shadow now added another tentative notion.

A kidnapped man had been taken for some crimina purposeinto Mercy Hospital!

The Shadow glided, unseen, into the paved courtyard. His black cloak made him seem part of the
darkness. He noticed that there were two ways to enter the hospital from this direction.

Onewastherear entrance of the hospita that opened upon awell-lighted rotunda. The other wasa
smaller door that led into what was apparently the duty office of the ambulance intern.

This door was partly open. A glance showed The Shadow that the office was unoccupied.

He aso noted, with awhisper of sibilant mirth, that there was an inner door to this office, one that
gpparently led straight into the hospitd.

The Shadow's swift passage made only amomentary streak of blackness. On the other side of the inner
door hefound a short hal that led to ahospital corridor.

From where he stood, The Shadow could see the lighted rotunda. But he was well out of sight of the
information clerk at the desk in the rotundas center. To hisleft, farther aong the dimly-lighted corridor in
which he stood, was aflight of stairs and what looked like asmall salf-service eevator.

The Shadow assumed correctly that the stairs and the elevator were there for the convenience of nurses
and other hospital employees. On some of the floors above were probably located the dormitory rooms
that housed the hospital personnel.

A door closer at hand interested The Shadow. On it was asign that showed it was areceiving room for
emergency patients.

The door of thisroom was gar. No light showed. The room was pitch-dark.

To The Shadow, this seemed queer. On the threshold of the room was something even queerer. It
looked like atiny splash of gold!

The Shadow bent swiftly. The mark was dry. None of it smudged his gloved finger when he rubbed



gently

He sniffed the strange dry droplet. It was odorless. In color it was like liquid gold paint. But there wasn't
the dightest trace of what should have astrong odor of bananaail.

The Shadow didn't devote more than afew seconds to his scrutiny of the gold droplet. He was eager to
examinetherecaving roomitsaf.

The moment the door closed noiselessy behind him, The Shadow blinked on an dectric torch. It was
tiny, no larger in diameter than apencil. But it threw avivid beam. He directed the beam toward the
rolling bed in the center of the room.

He saw the man who had been brought to the hospital by Dr. Riker. A glance at the ambulance report
pinned to the man's coat disclosed why he had been brought. The Shadow sniffed the man'slips. The
odor of chloral hydrate was strongly noticeable.

But the drugged man was no longer unconscious. He was dead!

THE SHADOW was familiar enough with drugs to know that asimple dose of chlora hydrate could not
have killed him. Something €l se had been used on this unknown victim.

Poison!

Studying the appearance of the corpse, The Shadow uttered a gasp of astonishment. Familiar with the
symptoms of poisons, The Shadow made a seemingly insane deduction.

The man had been murdered three times with three different poisond!

The appearance of the corpse left no other diagnosisfor The Shadow to make. The cherry-red
discoloration of the dead man's skin suggested cyanide potassum! Or, perhaps the far more deadly
action of cyanogen gas, released from prussic acid!

A second poison wasindicated unmistakably by the spastic rigidity of the dead man'sarmsand legs.
Unconscious at the moment of murder, he had nevertheless writhed in torment before he had died. The
name of the poison camein awhisper from The Shadow'slips.

"Strychning!”

Theterrificdly enlarged pupils of the dead man's eyes gave athird ugly nameto The Shadow's mentdl
diagnosis.

Atropine! Undoubtedly a huge dose of it to produce so unmistakable an effect!

For thefirgt timein his career of crime hunting, The Shadow felt completely baffled in the presence of this
hideous, triple clue to death. Why should aman be killed three times with poison? Why should the crime

take placein the most reputable hospita in the city? Why had he first been stupefied with a dose of
chlord hydrate?

And what was the connection of Sam Romine with thisincredible murder?

The Shadow made a swift examination of the dead man's clothing. He found that the pockets were dl
empty, the labels missing from the coat. Even the laundry marks had been cut away - probably with a
sharp razor blade.

Whoever the dead man was, the murderer intended to make sure that hisidentity would never be



uncovered by police!

The Shadow'stiny torch went out, plunging the death room into darkness. Silently, he opened the door.
He bent to examine again the strange golden droplet that he had first noticed on the threshold.

It wasfading fast. Therewas only athin film left. Whatever it was, it was evidently ahighly volatile
compound. It had evaporated rapidly into the air.

Aningant later, The Shadow bounded to hisfeet. He had heard approaching steps on the hard
compoasition floor of the corridor. He faded toward a dark angle of the corridor.

But not quitein time!

The approaching nurse had seen something that brought agasp of darm to her lips. She had caught a
swift glimpse of ahawk-nosed face, burning eyes benegath the brim of ablack douch hat.

She stood for an ingtant transfixed by terror. A name trembled on her paelips.
"The Shadow!"

She could see nothing of ahuman being in the corner of the hal where that dark-cloaked figure had
vanished. Sowly, she advanced along the hall. Her hand reached for the light switch.

Thedimness of the sngle night lamp in the halway ceiling gave way to vivid brilliance. The girl's paeface
peered toward the corner where she thought she had seen The Shadow disappear. She saw nothing at
al.

The Shadow was gone!

The nurse hesitated. Her frightened impulse was to hurry on to the rotunda and report what she had seen.
But she was afraid to expose hersdf to ridicule. The Shadow? Skulking like ablack ghost in Manhattan's
foremost hospita? She would be kidded unmercifully by every member of the staff when asearch
showed no trace of the cloaked intruder she had imagined.

Before she could make up her mind what to do, her glance moved toward the open door of the receiving
room. Thistime she had something red to investigate. The room wasin total darkness. It was aflagrant
violation of hospita rules.

The nurse took a deep breath. Fighting against her impulseto flee, she bravely entered the dark room.
Her hand clicked on thelight.

She saw the dreadful, contorted body of the corpse on the rolling bed. She aso saw the man who
stepped out from behind the door, an automatic in hisfist. Hiseyesglared. He was aming &t her!

Shetried to cry out. No sound came from her throat. Her nerves, already overtaxed by her flegting vison
of The Shadow, gave way. Shefédl to thefloor in afant.

THE SHADOW did not witness the collgpse of the nurse. His quick fade from the dark corner of the hall
hed carried him slently to the service staircase thet led aloft.

He mounted to the floor above.

AsLamont Cranston, The Shadow was familiar with every inch of this hospital. Lamont Cranston, man
of affairs, well-known in thefinancid and socid world of Manhattan, was arole often assumed by The
Shadow. In fact, Cranston was one of the trustees of Mercy Hospital.



He glided swiftly toward the hospital's drug dispensary.

Thekilling of the victim downstairs |ooked to The Shadow like an insde job. The man had been brought
into the hospital asadrug case. It ssemed obvious that the three poisons which had killed him had come
fromwithin the hospitd itself.

They must have been stolen from the drug dispensary!

The Shadow noted that the dispensary room was empty. There was no sign of the attendant who should
have been in charge. It was probable that he had gone off for a quick smoke in awashroom.

Blessing hisluck, The Shadow entered the drug room. He moved like a black phantom toward the rear,
his keen eyes scanning the shelves. Here were kept the drugs and the stimulants and the poisonsto be
released only in smal amountsin exchange for receipts that had to be accounted for every twenty-four
hours.

The eyes of The Shadow searched for three definite things. He was looking for the bottles that contained
the hospital's supply of prussic acid and strychnine and atropine.

Hereceived a once a stunning surprise. All three bottles were in plain sight. None had been tampered
with!

The evidence of the corpse had suggested an inside murder job done by someone familiar with the
interior of the hospital. Now the evidence pointed just as positively in the opposite direction. The murder
was an outside job planned to look like an insdejob!

The Shadow had agrim feding that he wasfighting acrimind of extraordinary brainsand skill.
He had barely checked on the three poison bottles when he flung himself silently to thefloor.
His sharp ears had caught afaint echo from the corridor.

Someone was sneaking furtively dong the night-darkened hal toward the apparently empty drug room!
CHAPTERIV.THE MANINWHITE

HIDDEN from sight, The Shadow watched a man enter.

He was dressed in hospital whites. The Shadow had an excellent view of him. But he was unable to
determine whether the man was actudly adoctor or acriminal masguerading as one.

The man wore asurgical mask. It hid al of hisface except his eyes.

He went straight to the rear shelf which The Shadow had examined afew seconds earlier. Hisgoa was
the three bottles that The Shadow had satisfied himself were unopened.

The man removed al three bottles from the shelf. He stood them on asmall table and broke their cap
seds.

At hisleft wasasnk. Swiftly he emptied the contents of one of the bottles down the drain. He did the
same with the other two.

The Shadow did not disclose his presence. The action of the masked man puzzled him. He watched the
intruder hurriedly replace the empty bottlesin their norma positions on the drug-room shelf.



The man uttered agrunt of satisfaction.
His muttered whisper floated thinly to The Shadow's ears. "L et the police figure this one out! ™

The man in the surgical mask turned away the moment he had achieved his purpose. He began a stedthy
retreat from the room.

Sibilant laughter halted him. The sound echoed eerily behind hisback. He whirled, his hand whipping
toward hiswhite-coated hip. Then he froze into trapped immobility.

"Walt!"

The singleword came camly from The Shadow'slips. Twin .45sin black-gloved hands emphasized the
softly-intoned order.

The masked man glared with hatred and fear as The Shadow began adow advance. He knew what the
intent of The Shadow was.

The Shadow's hand reached forward to rip the mask from the man'sface.

Theluck of the damned came to the aid of the trapped crimina. Sudden steps sounded beyond the
threshold of the drug room. A man stepped briskly inside.

It was the drug-room attendant, returning innocently from his unauthorized smoke.

He had no timeto cry out at the sight of the white-garbed intruder in the surgica mask. Hewas seized in
aniron grip by the desperate crook.

A quick jerk whirled the terrified attendant in front of The Shadow's gun. A bruta shove sent him
plunging forward.

The Shadow had no chance to spring aside. The attendant struck him with aviolent collision. Infaling to
his knees the attendant grabbed at The Shadow's gun hand in aterrified and mistaken effort to protect his
ownlife

It gave theintruder alightning chance to spring from the drug room. He sent the heavy door crashing shut
behind him.

The unwillingness of The Shadow to harm an innocent man cost him precioustime. By thetime he had
flung the blindly grappling attendant aside, and had thrown open the dispensary door, he found himself
garing into an empty corridor.

The masked prowler had pulled aquick vanishing act!

The Shadow had no opportunity to search for hiswily foe. From behind him came a hrill cry that echoed
along the night-deserted corridor.

"Help! Burglar!”

The attendant was pluckily pursuing the black-robed figure of The Shadow, under the confused
impression that The Shadow and the masked man had been in cahoots.

Hiswarning yell was directed toward the open door of an elevator farther down the hall.

THE night operator sprang from the motionless car. Theydl| of the drug-room attendant had wakened



him from adoze on his stool insgdethe devator.

One glance was dl he needed to galvanize him into action. He sprang toward The Shadow in an effort to
intercept him and hurl himto the floor.

His clutch was too wild to be accurate. The sight of the black-cloaked fugitive with the burning eyes
unnerved him. Before he could recover he was pinioned by the throat and shoulder, sent Spinning aside.

The Shadow raced into the empty elevator. He sent the diding door shut with ametalic click.

Outside, in the corridor, The Shadow could hear the faint yells of his pursuers. His hand darted to the
control lever. The elevator ascended.

The Shadow rose swiftly to the third floor. There, he stopped the car. He did so with apparent
awkwardness. Therewas agap of nearly afoot and a half between the floor of the elevator and the floor
of the corridor.

Into that black gap The Shadow squirmed!

He had barely vanished when histwo pursuers emerged from the boxed-in staircase that ran upward
around the elevator shaft. They had delayed long enough below to make sure toward which floor The
Shadow was heading. The moment they had seen the indicator stop at "'3," they had raced up the sairs.

The brief delay robbed them of achanceto catch aglimpse of their quarry. All they saw was the empty
elevator and the narrow black gap between the floor of the car and the hallway.

They made awrong deduction. It was one which The Shadow had expected them to make. They
assumed that The Shadow, unfamiliar with the devator mechanism, had made an awkward stop. They
figured that the fleeing Shadow had legped to the hallway, had raced down its dimly-lighted length to hide
in one of the many roomsthat lined both sides.

While they were racing down the hdl, The Shadow moved toward safety in an entirely different
direction.

Hidden below the motionless eevator, he was hanging to the cable in the shaft with atight double grip of
hisgloved handdl

He began to dide jerkily down the cable toward the bottom of the black shaft. He kept hisgrip grimly
tight, allowing himsdlf to move only in short spurts.

The grease on the cable made the feat difficult, but The Shadow was an old hand at rope descent. His
twisted legs, the tight pressure of his arms and body, acted as a brake on his descent.

But his gloves were shredded and there were burn marks on his pams when his feet touched the pit a
the base of the black shaft.

HE hauled himsalf upward two or three feet after he had collected his bresth. His hand moved to the
ingde mechanism of the basement door.

He stepped from the shaft into the cdllar, diding the door gently shut behind him. He moved noisdesdy
through the darkness, taking advantage of every bit of cover.

He skirted furnaces and steam boilers, melted into asort of small alcove at the far end of the basement.
Above the dcove was a cdlar window. The Shadow unhooked the window from the insgde, emerged



into the cool open air.

There was grass under hisfeet. Hewasin aturfed courtyard that formed an air space between two of the
huge masonry wings of the hospitd structure.

Beyond the wings was a place where The Shadow could gain access to the street by climbing over a
low, gray-painted fence.

He began to move across the dark turf, his body bent to avoid being seen by a chance observer at one of
the hospita's upper windows.

Suddenly, he halted. He had heard afaint sound aoft! Shielding the white blur of hisface with hissouch
hat, The Shadow turned aquick glance upward.

The sound he had heard came from awindow on the top floor. The window was open. From it leaned a
man dressed in white hospitd garb.

The Shadow recognized that pale, staring face. He had seen the man many timesin the company of
Hanson Bartley.

It was Bartley's friend and protege, the brilliant young research chemist who was reported to be on the
brink of discovering acurefor cancer.

Dr. Sutton!
But it was the rope that drew sibilant laughter from the lips of The Shadow.

The rope dangled from the open window of Sutton's |aboratory. It reached al the way to the ground.
Sutton was swiftly drawing the rope upward, pulling it into hisroom!

Soon his face vanished.

Down on the ground, The Shadow, too, suddenly vanished. In his place appeared amore dapper figure.
The Shadow had become Lamont Cranston!

Leaving his cloak disguisein agpot where he could easily find it again, Lamont Cranston made an unseen
passage across the gray-painted fence that separated the hospital ground from the dark sidewalk. He
walked quietly toward the main entrance of Mercy Hospital.

HANSON BARTLEY had wasted no time returning to the hospitdl after he had |ft the house on Central
Park West, where he had been lured.

More than an hour had eapsed since he had answered the phone cal from the crimina who had
impersonated the voice of Dwight Nugent. He entered the hospita by his private door on the avenue. An
automatic eevator carried him smoothly aoft. It was hard for Bartley to redize the ugly eventsthat had
happened to him. But anamein hisbrain spurred him to action.

Dr. Sutton!

An unknown criminal had made a vague-worded threat against Sutton. Bartley was eager to warn him of
danger. He picked up his phoneto call Sutton. He received a prompt surprise.

"I'm sorry," the switchboard operator said. "I can't put your call through, Mr. Bartley."
"Why not?'



"I've been ordered not to accept any callsfor the present.” The operator's voi ce sounded breathless,
excited. "There... there hasbeen alittle trouble, Sir. | can't discussit.”

Bartley pronged the receiver. For amoment he stood irresolute. Then he turned toward an inner door of
his suite and flung it open.

A short corridor was disclosed. Thiswasthe hdl that led from Bartley's gpartment into the top-floor
corridor of the hospital. A few steps beyond it was the door of Dr. Sutton's cancer laboratory.

Bartley hurried through. He saw no one on the hospitd side.

A glance at the ground-glass pand in the [aboratory door showed that the interior was dark. Sutton was
apparently elsewhere.

But a strange hunch of peril made Bartley decide to open the door and have aquick look insde. Hewas
able to enter without trouble, because he had akey.

Bartley'skey and Sutton's were the only two in existence. Sutton had been insstent on this point. His
experiments were of such a ddlicate nature that he preferred no visitors except his good friend and
benefactor, Hanson Bartley.

As he stepped inside the darkened |aboratory, Bartley's hand reached for the light switch. Then he
uttered a gasp.

He saw that he was not aone. Dr. Sutton, barely visible in the darkness, was leaning out an open
window. He was dragging up along rope from the outside of the building. He was pulling it swiftly into
the room.

BARTLEY'S cry was heard by Sutton. He whirled from the window with a pantherish legp. From
beneath hiswhite hospital jacket he snatched agun.

Hisfinger tightened againgt the trigger preparatory to sending abullet crashing into the flesh of the man
across the room.

"Sutton - don't!"
Bartley'scry wasadhrill scream.
"It'sl! Hanson Bartley!™

The murderoustrigger finger dackened its pressure. Sutton's harsh breathing was the only sound in the
room for amoment. Then he said:

"I'm sorry. | didn't know who it was. Turn on thelight, will you?'

Bartley obeyed. The bleak ook in Sutton's face faded. He forced asmile.
"What in the name of Heaven has happened?’ Bartley fatered.

Sutton put the gun away. He spoke quickly.

"A burglar evidently tried to get into my laboratory. | came back™ - Sutton hesitated - "afew moments

ago and found the lab dark. | had left it lighted. Y ou see, | had to visit a cancer patient whose case has
elements of - interest - for me. When | returned | found my window open and arope dangling outside.

For amoment | thought you were the burglar.”



"But o

Bartley's confused murmur went unanswered. Sutton turned and hurried toward asmal locked cabinet at
one sdeof hislaboratory.

Hetook asmdl key from his pocket, opened the cabinet. From the insde he took something that made
Bartley's eyes widen with astonishment.

It looked like abottle of liquid gold!

Theliquid wasthick, viscousin gppearance. It flowed duggishly indgde the bottle as Sutton turned it in his
hands.

"Thank the Lord it wasn't solen!”

Bartley'swonder grew. He had never seen this bottle before, although he had visited the |aboratory many
times.

"What isit?" he whispered. "The cancer cure you've been searching for?”

Sutton shook his head. His smile was mysterious. He seemed to be weighing in his mind whether he
ought to answer Bartley's question or not.

A sound from another quarter saved him from making up hismind. A loud-speaker in the |aboratory wall
began a sudden, metdlic chant:

"Cdl for Dr. Blarney, please! Dr. Blarney iswanted a once! Dr. Blarney!"

The sound of that code name, harbinger of trouble in the hospital, brought excitement to Bartley. But it
seemed to calm Sutton.

With a steedy hand he relocked his bottle of golden liquid inside the cabinet. His voice was dmost
bored.

"Don't you think we had better go and see what's up?"
CHAPTER V. TRIPLE DEATH

LAMONT CRANSTON entered the main door of Mercy Hospital with apolitely indifferent air. His
manner suggested the boredom of athoroughly hedlthy person making aduty visit to ahospital.

He sniffed the way people dways did when they smelled the mixed hospital odor of iodoform and
antiseptics.

With ahumorous smile he said to the white-starched woman at the information desk, "1 wish my friends
would have the decency to remain hedthy.”

The desk woman smiled, too.
"How do you do, Mr. Cranston?"

The Shadow noticed that her smile was pinched. She was obeying hospital rulesto the best of her &hility.
Therulessad: "If thereistroublein the hospital, do not mention it or discussit with visitors. The purpose
of awell-ordered hospitd isto soothe people, not to excite or darm them.”



"l was passing by," The Shadow murmured in hisrole of Lamont Cranston. "I suddenly remembered |
have afriend herewho isill. | thought | might be permitted -"

"Sorry, Mr. Crangton. We can't recelve any vigtorstonight.”
"Redly?Isthisanew rule?'
"Not exactly,” the woman said.

She hesitated, not wishing to offend Cranston, yet determined to give him no information. It didn't make
her task any easier when she remembered Lamont Cranston was atrustee of the hospita, and awedthy
contributor to the endowment fund.

In her dilemma, her glance veered backward toward the dimness of the night office behind her. A man
stepped from the shadow of alarge filing cabinet. He wore aderby hat and a blue serge uiit.

The Shadow was not surprised to recognize him as Ben Kirby, aplain-clothes dick atached to the staff
of Inspector Cardona. Kirby grinned.

"Hdlo, Mr. Crangton."

In his Cranston role, The Shadow was well-acquainted with most of Cardonas men. A friend of
Commissioner Weston, he managed to see Cardona and other detectivesfairly often in order to keep
abreast of affairs at police headquarters.

"Hdlo, Kirby. What brings you here?| thought you were the healthiest pecimen on the police force!™
"Nothing wrong with my hedth, Mr. Crangton,” Kirby said. "With meit'sbusiness.

"Y ou mean -"

"A guy got himsaf murdered!”

Before Cranston could make some bana comment, a stocky built man hurried into the hospital rotunda
with afirm, quick step.

Thiswas Joe Cardona, ace ingpector in the police department, and an old crony of Cranston's.
His swarthy face lighted-up and he shook hands. Then heturned briskly to Kirby.

"Takeyour post a the front door. Don't allow anyonein or out of the hospital until further orders.”
Kirby moved away. Cardona’s grin was sardonic as he stared at Lamont Cranston.

"You'reatrustee of thisjoint, aren't you? I'm afraid the hospita isin for aheadache! Thereisgoing to be
some lousy publicity in the papers. Hospitas are supposed to cure people, not murder them!™

THE SHADOW pretended surprise and distress. He asked Cardonafor permission to go back with him
and view the body. Cardona nodded. Cranston's status as a trustee entitled him to know what was going
on.

His glance dropped imperceptibly toward the threshold of the receiving room before he entered. He
noticed that the golden droplet he had seen earlier was now completely gone. Evaporation into the air
had removed al trace of that queer golden stain.



The distorted body of the corpse on the rolling bed was not in the same position in which The Shadow
had first seen it. The medica examiner had moved the body in order to make his examination. He had
concluded histask just as The Shadow entered with Cardona.

"Wdl?' Cardonarasped. "What's the story, doc?'

The medica examiner hesitated. There was a puzzled ook on hisface. Normaly, having finished hisjob,
he lost no time making a quick departure. Thistime he was dow to move, dower to speak.

"A poison case, doc?' Cardona asked impatiently.
"Three of them," hesaid.
"Huh?'

"Y ou heard me." Hisvoice wasirritable. Helooked unhappy. "This man has been killed three times by
three separate poisong!”

"That sounds nuts."
"I can't help how it sounds.”
"Areyou sure?'

"L et me show you. Y ou know something about symptoms and effects. Y ou see that cherry-red
discoloration of the man's skin? What would you say about it, Joe?"

"Asphyxia," Cardonamuttered. *Maybe carbon monoxide. Maybe illuminating gas. Most likely one of
the cyanides, huh?"

"My opinionisthat it was done with prussc acid. And look at hisarms and legs, the twisted muscles of
hisface and throat. Strychnine, if ever | saw it! And the pupils of the man's eyes. Big as drumheads. And
here and here!"

The examiner's exasperated voice rose nervoudy.
"If hedidn't dso diefrom alethd dose of atropine- I'm just plain crazy!"
Cardona bent, sniffed at the dead man'slips.

"No odor of peach pits,”" the examiner said, with ashake of hishead. "Thereek of chlora hydrate would
hide that, anyway. Why do you suppose somebody gave thisfellow three deadly poisons and a dose of
knockout drops as well?'

Cardonasaid vagudy, "Well figureit out, doc. Don't forget to send us acopy of your autopsy report.
That ought to clear things up.”

"Well, | wish you luck, Joe! Good night, Mr. Cranston.”
He snapped his |leather satchel shut and departed.
"Bring inthe ambulance intern," Cardona ordered. "Dr. Riker."

THE SHADOW eyed attentively the ambulance intern as he entered. He had a dark, good-looking face,
somewhat like Cardonas. He seemed cam, completely at ease. He gave histestimony in a pleasant,



draightforward manner.

It checked with the evidence of his ambulance dip. The victim had been dive when he was brought into
the hospital. Dr. Riker stated positively that the dose of chloral hydrate had not been a strong one. It
could not possibly have caused death.

Histestimony was corroborated by that of Murphy, the ambulance driver who had helped carry the
sretcher to thefatal receiving room.

The receiving physician was cdled next. He established the fact that his unavoidable delay in coming from
the ward where he had been so busy had resulted in a space of about ten minutes during which timethe
unconscious man had been aone.

"O.K.," Cardonabarked. "Bring in the nurse!"

Shewas ablonde and very pretty. But most of her prettiness had evaporated under the fright she had
experienced from her fleeting view of The Shadow, followed by her discovery of the murdered man. She
told about the other man who had aimed agun &t her.

"I... | guess| fainted," shesaid.
Cardonatried to shake her story about seeing The Shadow.
"I thought The Shadow aways helped the police, not crooks," Lamont Cranston's mild voice cut in.

"You'redarned right,” Cardonasaid. "I could cite you ahundred cases that would never have been
solved if it hadn't been for The Shadow's help. He's no murderer!™

"But | saw him!" the nurseingsted tremuloudly. "He sneaked out of the receiving room. He disappeared
inthe corridor. Why should | lie?"

Her lips twitched. She began to weep.

"O.K., sger," Cardonasaidin aless aggressive tone. "Nobody's accusing you of lying! That'sall for the
present. Better go somewhere and takeit easy.”

She left unsteadily on the supporting arm of aman. The Shadow noted that her escort wasthe
dark-complexioned Dr. Riker.

"I'd liketo ask afavor of you, ingpector,” anew voice said, hesitantly.

It was Hanson Bartley. He had entered quietly while the nurse was being questioned. With himwas Dr.
Sutton.

Sutton seemed almost bored. The taut expression that The Shadow had seen earlier, when he had
noticed Sutton leaning from his darkened |aboratory window to draw up adangling rope that had
vanished entirdly. There was afaint smile on Sutton'slips. He gppeared to be mildly amused.

His auit of hospital whites was the neatest and cleanest in the room. The trousers were freshly pressed,
the coat spotless. The Shadow decided that young Dr. Sutton had made a quick and very recent change
to aauit fresh from the hospital laundry.

"What's your favor, Mr. Bartley?' Cardonasaid.

"I'd like you to keep the news of this unfortunate affair out of the papers, inspector.”



"Sorry. Can't be done!" Cardona's shrug had findity init. "A murder isapart of the public record. If it
wasn't, it would be damn good newsfor killers."

Bartley perssted. He pointed out that the crime had occurred in ahospital. There were patientsto be
considered, some of them serioudly ill. If reporters came barging in, serious consequences might result.

"Hemeans," Dr. Sutton cut in smoothly, "that the hospital can't afford crime publicity. It might causethe
public to lose confidence in Mercy Hospita. This murder lookslike an inside job. Suppose people got
theideathat akiller was on the hospital staff? It would bring Mercy Hospita to ruinin short order. 1sn't
that what you meant, Mr. Bartley?'

Bartley nodded. "Couldn't you keep it quiet, inspector, for just afew days?"

"Not achance," Cardona said.

It was hard to tell whether Sutton was pleased or disappointed by thisfailure to hush up the murder.
"Have you found out, yet, who the victim is?' Sutton asked.

"Nope. | don't think it's going to be easy. We took his prints, but I've ahunch it's not going to help. The
killer removed everything the guy had in his pockets. And look at the coat. No label. Torn out! Not even
alaundry mark. Ripped out - everything!"

Therewas abrief pause. Cardona rubbed his chin.

THE slence was broken suddenly by aquick staccato sound. A man was running along the corridor at
top speed.

"Who the hdl isthat?' Cardonasaid.

The feet came racing straight toward the door of the receiving room. It was one of Cardonas
plain-clothes men. He ydlled over his shoulder to someoneese, "Hurry it up, Charlie! Bring 'em aong!"

Cardonatook heart from the elated expression on his detective's face. " Something new?'

"I'll say! | just found out where the poisons came from! They were stolen from the drug dispensary right
herein the hospital! And who do you think did it?"

His voice wasthin with excitement as he added!:

"The Shadow!"

"Nutsl" Cardonabit off an oath of disgust. "Areyou guysdl going crazy?'
"Not me. Weve got eyewitnessesthistime. Bring ‘'emin, Charliel”

Another detective entered. With him came two men. One was the drug-room attendant. The other was
the uniformed eevator operator.

They told their stories quickly under the prodding of Cardona.

The drug-room attendant reluctantly admitted that he had |eft his post briefly, to smoke acigarettein the
washroom. He told how he had surprised The Shadow and amasked doctor in hospital whites. He
described the quick disappearance of the masked doctor, the subsequent pursuit of The Shadow to an
upper floor where histrail waslogt.



He was corroborated in his story by the elevator man.
"Did you look at the shelvesin the drug room?" Cardona snapped at his subordinate.

"I sure did. Three bottles were tampered with. All of them were empty. The drug-room guy here swears
al three of them werefilled when he went off for that smoke of his."

"What bottleswere they?'
"Prussic acid. Strychnine. Atropine.”
"Hm-m-m- It sounds tough,” Cardona muttered.

"Tough?Not at al!" The quiet voice was Dr. Sutton's. "To meit soundsfairly smple. | mean, assuming
that The Shadow is not the mysterious angel for good that you seem so anxiousto believe, ingpector.”

His sarcasm turned Cardona's face adull brick-red, but the ingpector held his temper.
"Go ahead, doctor. What's your theory?'

"l believe," Sutton said with aserene smile, "that The Shadow isacrimina! The nurse saw him. Two
other witnesses saw him. He killed this poor unknown victim who arrived in the ambulance. He did it with
those three poisons from the drug room. He was helped by a henchman of his disguised as a doctor.”

He turned to Hanson Bartley.
"Don't you agree with me?"
Bartley looked uneasy. His mind seemed to be on something dse. "1 guess so," he muitered.

The Shadow, watching him narrowly, had afeding that Bartley was trying to make up hismind to say
something that he was haf-afraid to divulge.

Bartley'slips started to move. Then Sutton stepped closer to him. His hand touched Bartley'sina
negligent gesture. It wasjust enough to make Bartley turn his head. His eyes met those of Sutton.

A quick glance passed between them. To The Shadow, the nature of that warning glance from the cancer
expert was unmistakable. It said grimly: "No!"

Bartley moistened hisdry lips. He said no more.

THE SHADOW decided there was nothing further to be gained by waiting in the receiving room. He had
more positive plansto attend to.

The dangling rope from Sutton's laboratory window had not been forgotten by The Shadow. Nor had he
forgotten Sutton's unexplained change to a brand-new suit of hospital whites.

He was anxious to have a private look at the cancer |aboratory on the top-floor wing that was so handy
to the apartment of Hanson Bartley.

Lamont Cranston began to edge unobtrusively toward the door. He could hear Cardonatalking to the
Suave Sutton.

"So you believethekiller is The Shadow? If that's the case, where ishe? What became of him?"

"Y ou have men posted at dl the exit doors,” Sutton rejoined. "Unless The Shadow isinvisible he could



hardly have escaped past them. That's my answer to your question, ingpector. | say that The Shadow is
thekiller! | dso say that he must till be somewhere inside this hospital!"

Lamont Cranston had moved across the threshold of the receiving room. But his plan for aquick
departure aoft, toward the laboratory of the cocksure Dr. Sutton, was frustrated by anew aarm.

Thistimeit was brought by anurse. She came hurrying into the corridor from the rotunda. Her voice was
ghrill with fright.

"Help! Hurry! Quickly!

"Who are you?' Cardonarasped as he caught her by the arm. "What's wrong?"
"I'm the desk nurse on duty on the third floor. There's been another crime!™
"What?'

"A private patient. Third floor! Peter Verne. I... | just found him!"

"Dead?'

The question spat like abullet from the lips of Lamont Cranston. But no one noticed his grim demeanor
or the sudden, reddish flare that swam into hismild eyes. It was an expression that faded instantly.

"Not dead,” the nurse gasped. "Mr. Verne is unconscious. Somebody has given him adrug!”
"Areyou sure he's been drugged?’
"Yes, gr. | smdled hislips. It'schlord hydratel”

Cardonas voice sounded shaken. "More knockout drops! The same asthisguy here! Lookslikethe
killerisgarting it dl over agan!"

Heraced into the hall, headed swiftly upgtairs.
CHAPTER VI.HELL BROTH

THE private room of Peter Verne was alarge one. But the number of people who crowded into it made
it seemamdll.

Cardonawas there with two of his detectives. So was the nurse who had given the darm. Hanson
Bartley stood to one side, hisface drawn into gray, worried lines. Dr. Sutton stood closeto Bartley. He
seemed unwilling to dlow Bartley out of hissight.

The Shadow attracted no attention at al. In hisrole of Cranston, he seemed aminor nuisance.

It was Sutton who made the examination of the unconscious Verne. He tested the drugged man's pulse
and respiration, examined his heart, sniffed a hislips.

"Chlord hydrate," he said. He nodded pleasantly at the nurse. Y ou made an excdlent diagnosis.”
"Ishe O.K.?" Cardona asked.

"No danger whatever. The amount of the dose seemsto be smdl. All Mr. Verne needsis quiet and afew
elementary attentions, which | am sure his nurse will be able to provide. | wonder where the drug came
from? Ah-"



He had turned toward a small table alongside V erne's bed while he spoke. On it was a bottle of what
appeared to be medicine.

Helifted the glass stopper, sniffed at the contents.
"What sort of suff isthis, nurse?’
"Blood tonic. Dr. Hayworth prescribed it for him. Mr. Verne was suffering from amild case of anemia.”

"That's how he got the knockout drops,” Sutton declared. " Someone must have snesked into the room
and doped hisblood tonic. The odor of chloral hydrate is quite pronounced.”

"Were you on duty in this corridor?' Cardona asked the nurse.
"Yes gr."

"Did you notice anybody going into Mr. Vernésroom?"

"No, gr. But -"

"But what?' Cardona barked.

The face of the nurse paled. In afrightened tone she explained about the strange buzzer signal that had
lured her away from her corridor desk to the distant room of awoman patient.

"Y ou are sure that woman patient was fast adeep, that someone el se sneaked in and pressed the signal
button?’

"I'm sure of it," the nurse said. "The patient had been suffering pain. She had been given amild opiate a
short while earlier. | had difficulty rousing her to ask her about the signal. She denied it, and | believe her.
Besides, | forgot to explain to you about Mr. Verne's door!"

Shetold about Verne's door being open when he had returned to his empty room from the bathroom at
the corridor's end.

"Mr. Verne asked meif | had opened it while hewas away. He said he had shut it when heleft. It was
open when he came back. We were both puzzled, but neither of us thought much about it. I... | guess|
figured that Mr. Verne was sort of absent-minded.”

"Absent-minded, hell!" Cardona muttered. "That was how the crimina pulled hisdrug stunt! He lured you
away, then ducked in and out. How long would it take to dope that tonic bottle, Dr. Sutton?"

"Not more than afew seconds, | should say,” Sutton murmured.
The polite voice of Lamont Cranston intervened.
"Sorry to butt in - but isthat a prescription blank hidden under the tonic bottle?!

No one ese had noticed it. It looked like the end of awhite scrap of paper sticking out from beneath the
bottom of the bottle. Cardona lifted the bottle, picked up the scrap of paper.

It was not a prescription blank, but asmall piece of folded paper. Onit was abrief sentence printed by a
heavy black pencil.

Cardona read the message doud in apuzzled voice: "And the greatest of theseis charity.”



"What the heck does that mean? It's from the Bible, isn't it?"

"One of thelovediest passagesin the entire Bible," Lamont Cranston said. "From the Apostle Paul.
Thirteenth Chapter of the First Epistle to the Corinthians.”

"Sounds like some sort of athreat,” Cardona growled. "Wonder what it means? Well have to wait until
Verne recovers from the knockout dropsto find out.”

Hanson Bartley made a quick sound in histhroat. He seemed excited. Dr. Sutton tried to interrupt him
with a statement about when Peter VVerne might be expected to recover consciousness. But Cardona
refused to be sidetracked.

"Does this note mean something to you, Mr. Bartley?'

"Maybe I'm just imagining things. But it occursto me that the reference to charity might indeed bea
threat."

"How do you mean?'

"Wdll - Mr. Verneisatrustee of Mercy Hospitd. Heisaso, you might say, a patron. He has promised
to make alarge donation to the endowment fund. He promised it last month. | suppose he forgot about it
dueto his hedlth or perhapsthe press of busness affairs.”

"Y ou think that maybe the crimina was warning Verneto pay up that charitable donation he promised?'
Cardonalooked disgusted. "What kind of amotiveisthat? How could acrimind profitif Vernekicked in
with adonation to Mercy Hospital ?*

"I.... I don't quite know," Bartley said. "It was just something that occurred to me."

Sutton began to talk - smooth medica jargon about the condition of the unconscious Mr. Verne. Again
The Shadow was conscious that Sutton was trying to make sure that hisfriend Bartley didn't say too
much about crime and motive.

The Shadow drifted casudly toward the door of Room 317. No one noticed him fade down the hall
toward the staircase. He descended quickly.

Hewalked aong the ground floor until he had reached arear corridor window.

A moment later, Lamont Cranston was outdoors on the grassy turf between the angle of two of the
hospital wings. Thiswas the place where he had seen the rope dangling from Sutton's darkened
laboratory. Nearby was the spot where he had hidden his cloaked disguise.

The need for therole of Lamont Cranston had passed. The dapper Cranston changed swiftly to the
black-robed figure of The Shadow.

HE returned noisalesdy to the hospitd corridor through the open window. He melted like amoving
streak of blacknesstoward anarrow flight of sairs.

These were the service stairs that led upward toward the wing where Sutton's |aboratory was located.
The Shadow flitted invisibly aoft. But he didn't emerge from the protection of the inclosed stairway.

He had no desire to risk detection by trying to pick the lock of Sutton'slaboratory door. Another route
was more feasiblefor his plan to maintain complete secrecy in his search of thelab.

He opened awindow on the top-floor landing of the Stairway. He was already aware, from his scrutiny



of the building from the grass courtyard bel ow, that an outside route was possible into Sutton's locked
cancer lab.

Just below the top-floor level was an ornamenta stone ledge that ran around the face of the building.

The Shadow had no difficulty reaching the ledge from the staircase window. To hisleft wasthe sharp
masonry corner of the hospital wing. Sutton's cancer |aboratory occupied two sides of thistop-floor
corridor.

The Shadow began to inch carefully aong the narrow space afforded by the stone ledge.

It was adangerous route, especidly in the dark. A single misstep would mean asmashing fall to desth.
But The Shadow had steady nerves. He aided the dow shuffle of hisfeet long the ledge by the clinging
pressure of his hands and body againgt the vertica wall of the building.

He reached the small window of the [aboratory that fronted on this side of the hospital. Hisluck was bad.
The window was closed and locked! A shade had been drawn al the way down on theinside.

The Shadow could have removed the pane very neatly with asmall diamond cutter from a pocket of his
robe. But he preferred not to advertise to the shrewd Sutton that a search had been made of his
[aboratory.

He decided to try the other lab window.

Thiswas the window from which he had seen Sutton draw up the dangling rope. It was around the
corner, on the other side of the wing. The Shadow resumed his dizzy aeria advance.

Thistime hisjob was doubly tough. He had to inch around the sharp angle of the building without losing
hisgrip. There was agap in the ledge &t the building's corner. The Shadow had to make ajump and a
dangerous swing of hisbody to bridge that awvkward break in his aeria journey.

A sngle wavering of nerves or muscles would have sent him crashing to death through empty space. But
The Shadow managed to make the corner leap without catastrophe. His eyes were hot with excitement.
Timewas essentia. He had to hurry!

Hefound that the closed window on the other side of the building was not locked. It lifted under his even
pressure. He dipped, unseen, into the dark laboratory.

He was careful to close the window and leave the shade exactly as he had found it. He could see no sign
of the rope that Sutton had pulled in. Before he searched for it, he studied the interior of the laboratory
with griminterest.

Hewas struck instantly by aqueer fact. There was an enormous amount of chemical equipment in the
lab. He could see bottles and retorts and beakers. It seemed a strange sort of equipment for aman
primarily interested in finding a cancer cure.

At one end of the room weretiers of crates, from which came a sort of thin squesking. Investigating, The
Shadow saw that the crates housed rabbits and guinea pigs and a number of white mice.

Behind those piled crates, close to the small window which he had been unable to enter earlier, he made
amore important find.

The rope which Sutton had pulled into the courtyard window lay neetly coiled on the floor!



THE SHADOW examined it. Knowing something about the technique of rope climbing, The Shadow
looked for signs of threads along the rope. No one could dide down arope of such length without
wearing glovesfor protection againgt friction burns.

The Shadow could find no trace of thread or fabric aong the rough fiber of the long rope. It was clear to
him that no one had used this rope recently. The notion of alaboratory "burglar” seemed to The Shadow
to be acomplete myth.

He replaced it; turned to other tasks.

A cabinet attracted his gaze. It had a stout lock. The Shadow wondered why this cabinet should be
locked. Nothing elsein theway of cupboards or cabinetsin the lab was equipped with smilar
protection.

He picked the lock with atiny device made of chrome stedl. Its dender point moved deftly in the lock
mechanism. The sure-fingered efficiency of The Shadow |eft no telltale scratches on the lock-housing to
disclose that an examination had been made.

He found something inside the cabinet that made his eyes gleam. It was abottlefilled with afluid that
looked like liquid gold. When the gloved hand of The Shadow tilted the bottle, the stuff insideit flowed
duggishly and thickly, like mud.

The Shadow, wisein theways of chemistry, suspected that thisliquid was acolloidd fluid.

He was certain that he had found the source of the mysterious gold splash that had evaporated so
magically from the threshold of the receiving room, where the unknown victim of three poisons had died!

But his exultation faded when he uncapped the bottle and smelled of its contents. He sniffed astrong
odor of acohol!

The stuff looked like tiny particles of gold leaf suspended in amother liquid of acohol. The Shadow had
suspected it might be acolloid. It wasn't. It was exactly what it appeared to be - millions of particles of
gold lesf floating in what was probably methyl acohal.

The golden droplet at the threshold of the hospital's recelving room had been entirdly odorless. This stuff,
whatever it was, was afake!

The Shadow relocked the bottle in the cabinet. He had barely done so when he heard adight noise at the
laboratory door.

He ducked to the safest spot he could see - the narrow area behind the piled wooden cages of the
rabbits and guinea pigs and mice.

At hisback was the small locked window which he had been unable to enter from the stone ledge
outside. Swiftly, he raised the drawn shade. He dso released the window's inside catch.

It was done in the split-second ingtant that preceded the opening of the laboratory door. Two men
entered. Onewas Dr. Sutton. The other was Hanson Bartley.

Through atiny chink in thetier of crates, The Shadow was able to see aswell asto hear.

SUTTON was no longer the suave young man he had appeared to be during Cardona's police
examination. His manner was one of urgency. The Shadow had afeding that Sutton's new excitement
was assumed.



"| had to get you away from the police as soon as| could,” Sutton told Bartley hurriedly. "I've got terrible
news for you. The poison that killed that fellow who was brought here in the ambulance - was stolen
from thislaboratory!"

Bartley seemed unable to comprehend what Sutton was talking abouit.

"Wait! Let me make sure!” Sutton turned abruptly, ran to the locked cabinet, took out the bottle of
golden liquid which The Shadow had just examined.

He opened it and sniffed. Then he groaned.

"It'safake! | wasafraid of that the moment | saw the corpse downgtairs. Now | know why the rope
burglar got in here! He stole the poison, left this alcohol and gold-leaf mixture to fool me!”

"But - poison?' Bartley whispered. "I don't understand! | thought you were concerned only with finding a
curefor cancer?'

"I was. | am! Thiswas an entirely accidental discovery. It was a by-product from one of my cancer
experiments. What | actudly did - without intending to - wasto isolate a master poison!”

There was tense excitement in Dr. Sutton's whisper.

"Do you understand what I'm trying to tell you? A master poison! One that smulates the effects of three
other poisons - and yet leaves no trace whatever of its own existence in the tissues or blood. | know! I've
used it on rabbits and mice. It's the most perfect agency for quick degth that any chemist ever dreamed
of. Inthe hands of acrimind, it'san invitation to commit athousand murders without running the dightest
risk of detection.”

"But an autopsy - Surely an autopsy would -"

"An autopsy will disclose nothing! That medica examiner will go crazy when he cuts open thevictim's
body! He will haveto certify death from natural causes. Can you see, now, why | was afraid to say too
much to those damned cops downstairs?'

"It will ruin Mercy Hospitd," Bartley gasped. "Physicianswill be afraid to remain on the staff. Patientswill
leave in droves. Thishas got to be kept quiet!”

"Exactly,” Sutton said. "l knew you'd understand!™
Bartley'sface was suddenly pale.

"I've got asecret, too," he said faintly. "It's something | think you ought to know. | know why that poison
was solen! | know the motive of the crimina who got hold of it."

He explained to Sutton the ugly eventsthat had started with afake phone cdl from an unknown crimina
posing as Dwight Nugent. Bartley revealed how he had been lured to Nugent's empty New Y ork house.
Hetold of the extortion demand.

"An unknown crimina wants haf of every dollar that ispaid into Mercy Hospita in theform of
endowment donations! He knows who has promised, and how much. He warned me that he expected
meto turn over to him at least ahaf million dollarsevery year."

"It's The Shadow!" Sutton declared. "And | know who that snesking rat in the surgical mask waswho
helped The Shadow raid the drug room. Y ou may not believe me, but you've got to!"



"Who?'
"Dr. Riker! Theintern who was on duty tonight as an ambulance surgeon.”

"It'sunbelievable," Bartley cried. "Riker's record has aways been good. Areyou surethereisn't a
persond bias behind this charge of yours, doctor?"

Hisvoice had become suddenly stern.

SUTTON shrugged. He said: "I'll admit there has been some trouble between Riker and me. Heand |
happened to be fond of the same nurse. But | assureyou, | bear Hiker no malice on that account. |
accuse him for avery smple reason. Riker isthe only man on earth besides mysdlf - and now you - who
knows | had the master poison!”

Behind his screen of crates, The Shadow listened intently.

"Hereiswhat happened,” Sutton said harshly. "A week ago, Dr. Riker became suddenly friendly. He
cameto my room, asked meif I'd spend an evening with him at cards. | agreed because | hate hospital
feuds. | was anxious to smooth matters between us. So we played cards together that night.”

Sutton drew a deep breath.

"Riker ingsted on playing for money. Helost - heavily. Hewouldn't et me quit. Said he deserved a
chance to win hismoney back. But he didn't. When the game broke up he owed me considerable. He
promised to pay as soon as he could. | told him not to worry."

There was anasty undercurrent below Sutton's smooth words.

"Two days later Riker came to my laboratory. He brought the money with him. Said he wanted to pay his
debt and get it off hismind. Unfortunatdly, | was a that very ingtant testing my newly discovered dixir.
The golden color of it fascinated Riker. | told him it was aharmless reagent used in the detection of
canceroustissue. But Riker knew enough about cancer to suspect that | wastelling him nonsense.”

"What happened?’ Bartley whispered.

"The fool touched a spilled drop of the stuff with hisfinger. He arted to put hisfingertip on histongueto
tasteit! Naturdly, | ydled, grabbed at him, washed the deadly stuff off hisfinger with astrong caustic
solution. After that | had to tell him what held been fooling with! | swore him to absolute secrecy. He
agreed to forget what he had seen and what | had told him. | think that from that moment, Dr. Riker
plotted the theft of my master poison!”

Something in Hanson Bartley's face made Sutton flush.

"Y ou probably wonder why | didn't disclose my discovery earlier to the proper hospital authorities,” he
said. "l meant to, of course! But | wasn't surethat it would be wise to make any announcement until |
was certain of the nature of my golden hell broth. Y ou see, there was dways the possibility that, in tiny
doses, it might be the long-wished-for nostrum to wipe out the scourge of cancer.”

His voice sounded lame and unconvincing to the ears of the listening Shadow. Bartley looked doubtful,
too. But Sutton had one find bombshell to explode.

"L et me show you my last proof of Dr. Riker'squilt," hetold Bartley. "Have alook at this!"

He strode across the laboratory to asmall closet. From it he took something that was rumpled and white.



He handed it to Bartley. It was a hospital jacket and apair of trousers.
"L ook in the jacket's neckband."
"Why - it'sDr. Riker'd His nameis stenciled on the laundry label insgde the collar.”
"Exactly. Now look at the deeve. Closeto the cuff."
Bartley hdd up the deeve gingerly, asif afraid to touchiit.
On the white fabric wasasmal dried stain. Its color made Hanson Bartley shudder.
It was the bright hue of liquid gold!

CHAPTER VII. A CUNNING TRAP
FOR amoment Hanson Bartley seemed stunned. Then he asked a shrill question.
"Where did you get hold of that suit?

"I found it," Sutton said. His eyes were hard as diamonds. "Hidden in asupply closet downstairs. Stuffed
ingde ahospitd laundry bag."

"It ssemsincredible. It's hard to believe that a physician on our own staff is- akiller!”

"I'm not accusing Riker," Sutton said. "He's being accused by the evidence he, himsdlf, Ieft. Do you know
wherethat supply closet was?'

"NO."

"On the same corridor where the drug-dispensary room is located. In the place where the drug-room
attendant and the elevator operator testified that The Shadow's henchman vanished!”

"You think that Dr. Riker and The Shadow are in cahoots?"

"I don't think so. | know! The only reason thereis any doubt at al about The Shadow's guilt isthe stupid
ingstence of Inspector Cardonathat The Shadow isahidden friend of the law.”

Hidden behind thetier of crates that housed the experimental rabbits and guinea pigs, The Shadow was
listening grimly to the swift talk of Dr. Sutton. His secret visit to the |aboratory of the cancer-research
man was paying off inarich dividend.

The Shadow was now fully aware of the extent of the threet against Hanson Bartley and Mercy
Hospita!

Through atiny chink between two of the piled crates, The Shadow could see a persuasive smile appear
on Sutton'slips. The cancer expert had used shock methods on hisfriend and benefactor. Now he was
about to try persuasion.

"I'm not asking you to take my word about the deadly quality of the master poison | discovered,” he said.
"I'll show you exactly what happenswhen adose of it isadministered to aliving anima.”

"But you haven't any of the poison!" Bartley said. "Y ou told me amoment ago that the bottle in your
cabinet isafake, left there by the thief who stole the real bottle.”

"True enough. But it happensthat yesterday | performed an experiment on one of my laboratory rabbits.



What I'm going to show you is some of the dead tissue of that rabbit. Then, perhaps, you will understand
what happened to the victim whom Riker brought here tonight in hisambulance.”

Sutton turned, took a step toward thetier of crates behind which The Shadow was concealed.

The Shadow redlized his danger. Discovery was the last thing he wanted! He preferred to keep his
hidden presence in the hospital a secret.

Helifted the small window at his back. In a second it was open. In another second The Shadow's
black-cloaked figure did soundlesdy acrossthe sill, dropped downward toward the narrow stone ledge
on the outside of the building below the window.

His gloved hands closed the window from the outside.

But the necessity for speed ruined The Shadow's chance to maintain acomplete silence. The hastily
closed window made a dight squesk.

THE noise was heard by the sharp ears of Dr. Sutton as he stepped toward the dark space behind the
crates. He uttered a prompt yell of suspicion and darm.

"Someone's hiding behind those crates!”

A gun whipped into Sutton's grasp from beneath his white jacket. He darted around the end of thetier of
crates.

An oath came from hislips as he stared over the barrel of the weapon. The space where he had heard
the sound was empty.

"It was probably one of the rabbits squeaking,” Bartley suggested nervoudly.
"Rabhit, hell! There was aman back here!”
Suddenly his eyes veered toward the window through which The Shadow had pulled his quick snesk.

"Look! The shade. It'sup! It should be drawn al the way down to the bottom. That's not the way | left it.
And the window fastening! It's been opened from theinside!"

The talk between the two men was swift. It took barely afew seconds. The Shadow had hardly faded to
the darkness of the narrow stone ledge below the window when Sutton raised the sash and shoved out
his head.

His gun pointed murderoudy toward the stone ledge below. He was itching to empty that gun. He had a
permit for the wegpon. There was no law against shooting aburglar caught in the act of escaping!

But to Sutton'srage, he found no human target to riddle with lead. The narrow ledge was empty!

His gaze veered to right and left. A considerable distance to the left was the window that gave accessto
the hospitdl's stairway. It wastoo far away, Sutton redlized, for aburglar to have reached it during those
few secondsthat had followed the sound of the window squeak.

Histight finger relaxed on histrigger. He began to doubt the existence of the burglar.

"| told you it was arabbit,” Bartley said nervoudy from behind Sutton's shoulder, "Ligten! Thereitis
again! A rabbit - or maybeit'saguineapig.”



Sutton closed the window with ascowl. He drew down the black shade from theinside.

The Shadow, amost directly under that closed and shaded window, emitted awhisper of barely audible
mirth.

The reason that Sutton had been unable to see The Shadow was smple. A couple of feet to the right of
the closed laboratory window, The Shadow was hanging like a black pendulum in space.

The overhang of theledge hid hisdangling body. All that wasin view were thetips of black-gloved
fingers at the edge of the dark ledge.

The Shadow tightened hisfinger grip above his hidden head. He drew himsdf sllently upward.

Pivoting on one knee, he gained hisfeet. With hisface and body pressed against the verticd wall of the
building, The Shadow made the dangerous return trip dong his narrow footing.

He reached the stairway window.
Hewas leaning inward to draw himself to safety acrossthe silI of the window when he heard a snarl.
A face glared from the dimness of the staircase landing. It was Dr. Riker!

His hand struck out vicioudy a The Shadow in apowerful shove. It was ablow impossibleto parry or
avoid. The Shadow's grip on thewindow sill wastorn loose.

Hisfeet left the narrow stone ledge. His body toppled backward into empty space!

He made awild desth grab. It was an ingtinctive clutch, born of desperation. It missed the smooth silI of
the window. Buit it closed on living flesh.

The Shadow's fingers clamped on the outthrust wrist of hiswould-be murderer!

Ashefdl, The Shadow hung onto that wrist. The weight of histoppling body pulled Riker amost out the
window.

The Shadow hung on. Riker's extended arm was bent across the sill. It was anchored by his bruised
armpit and the weight of his own body against the inner staircase wall below the window.

Riker squedled with pain.

He dropped the surgeon's scal pel with which he had tried to dash The Shadow's throat at the moment of
his savage shove.

The wrigt-hold on The Shadow was an insecure one. He could fedl hisdamp fingers dipping. Twisting
desperately in the darkness, he managed to fling hisleft hand toward the edge of the window sill.

He caught agrip onthesll. Hegrabbed it just as hisdipping right hand pulled loose from the wildly
twisting arm of the man jammed in the open window above him.

The Shadow braced himself to beat off another scalpd attack.

But the groaning Riker had had enough. He reded backward, hiswrenched arm dangling limply. With a
quick whirl he sprang across the darkened stair landing.

He fled down the Saircase.



The Shadow pulled himself fiercely upward with tired muscles and did acrossthe window sill. Hefell
inward to the Saircase landing.

A quick bound brought him to hisfeet. He raced down the service stairson thetrail of the fleeing Riker.

He saw no sign of the fugitive. But the dim echoes of racing feet told The Shadow that Riker had not
detoured back into a hospital corridor. He had fled al the way to the bottom.

At the bottom were two doors. One led into what The Shadow knew was the hospital's dietary kitchen.
It was a huge room filled with steam from soup kettles and the odor of cooking food. The Shadow's
cautious peek disclosed the white-capped figures of cooks, busy at stoves. He could see a couple of
white-coated orderlies Sipping at cups of hot coffee.

It was hardly likely that Riker would have raced pell-mell into such aplace with awrenched am and a
bleeding hand, cut accidentdly by his own murderous scalpd.

The Shadow swerved with scarcely a pause through the other door.

Hefound himself in the open air of apaved parking areafor hospita cars. He could see the dark shapes
of haf adozen automobiles | eft there by hospital surgeons. There was agap in thet line of motionless
vehicles

One of the cars was gone!

The Shadow hurried to the exit gate of the parking area. He peered cautioudy into the street. He saw no
sgn of avanishing crimson taillight.

Riker had had ample time to swing around a corner for aspeedy getaway.

The Shadow's laughter did not indicate disappointment at this devel opment. There was strength in his
quiet mirth. There was aso confidence.

Dr. Riker had proved he was grimly capable of murder. But The Shadow was jumping to no hasty
conclusions concerning Riker's guilt of the poison murder in Mercy Hospital or the strange drugging of
Peter Verne. Subsequent events might confirm Riker's guilt as acunning extortioner. Until that time, The
Shadow preferred to depend on facts, not guesswork.

Therewas onefact in this crimeriddlie that was crystal clear. Whoever the million-dollar extortioner was,
his henchman was Sam Romine!

TEN minutes |ater, the dapper figure of Lamont Cranston entered an al-night drugstore. He carried a
smdll, leather briefcase. He walked quietly to a sound-proofed phone booth and made acall.

A camly dert voicereplied:
"Burbank spesking.”
The Shadow asked for areport from Moe Shrevnitz.

Shrevnitz had been assigned to trail the dippery Sam Romine while The Shadow had investigated events
insde Mercy Hospitd. Hisreport, transmitted by Burbank, was interesting.

Moe had followed Romine's sedan al the way to lower Manhattan. There thetrail had turned east. It had
ended in asdum block closeto the East River.



Romine had faded hurriedly into acrumbling brick tenement. Moe had parked histaxi farther down the
Street, to wait. Fifteen minuteslater his second report went over the wire to Burbank:

"No sgn of Romine. Still indde tenement.”

That was the last message Burbank had received from Shrevvy. It was seemingly a disobedience of
orders, for Moe had been instructed to report every fifteen minutes. Nearly an hour had elapsed since
Shrevvy'slast cal!

The Shadow's voice gave no hint of the reaction this state of affairs produced in hismind.
"Thatisdl!"

He hung up. As Lamont Cranston, he left the drugstore and entered a taxicab. He drove downtown to
the street mentioned by Shrevvy'sfirst report.

But he didn't continue in the cab toward the East River. He paid off the driver on lower Broadway,
waited inacigar sore until the taxi vanished northward.

Only then did Lamont Cranston walk eastward toward the river.

He walked with careless steps, making no effort to hide himsalf from possible watchful eyesinthe
darkness of the dum street.

Soon he came abreast of Moe Shrevnitz's parked taxi. It was empty. Cranston started to dow hispace a
triflein order to gain aquick, sdelong view of the cab'sinterior.

A second later he changed his mind. His gaze had flicked straight ahead. At the end of the Street wasthe
dark shape of apier head. It was a huge, covered structure, built to protect bales of merchandise and
freight that were piled there for water shipment.

A singledim light burned over the entrance to the pier.

A faint flick of reflected light just insde the pier gate told The Shadow that a man was hidden there. The
grangeflick vanished. Then, again, it was briefly visible.

Someone was watching the empty taxicab of Moe Shrevnitz through apair of powerful field glasses!

CRANSTON continued to walk onward. By the time he reached the corner, the unknown thug with the
field glasses had faded to a safer spot. The Shadow didn't even glance toward the dim pier head. He
turned the street corner, walked north aong the river front, turned back from it into the next street.

Onthisrear street were more dingy tenements like those in the block where Shrevvy had vanished.
Cranston swerved closer to the line of buildings. Making sure that he was unobserved, he faded down a
flight of cdllar stepsinto darkness.

When he emerged in the rear yard, he was garbed in the black cloak of The Shadow. He scadled a
rickety fence, glided invisibly through another yard.

He had now gained the tenement in front of which Moe's empty cab was parked.

Heleft it by way of the cdlar stieps. Bent close to the sdewalk, he was completely invisble to the hidden
watcher at the street end of the pier.

He reached the sSde of the taxicab without showing himsdlf in the glow of the parking lightswhich Moe



or, perhaps, his criminal abductors had purposely left lighted.
The Shadow peered into the cab'sinterior.

Ontherear seat wasasmall white pellet. It looked like ascrap of crumpled paper. The open, diding
window behind the driver's seat explained what that scrap of paper might be.

A message from Shrevvy!

Moe, according to the evidence of the diding window, had scrawled a hasty note, had tossed it
backward for The Shadow to find.

The Shadow's laughter held grim amusement. That evidence was planted! It wasincredible that Moe,
surprised and captured by smart crooks, would have had the time or the opportunity to write such a
note.

The whole set-up smelled like atrap!

Other facts confirmed The Shadow's suspicion of trickery. Beneath the rear seat of the cab wasadight
gap. A pand had been opened and closed. But not completely.

Behind the seat panedl, The Shadow was well aware that there was a secret recess. In it was kept an
extracloak disguiseto be used by The Shadow in emergencies.

Criminals had found the cloak and the douch hat! They were aware that Moe Shrevnitz was an agent of
The Shadow!

A find clue proved beyond any further doubt the existence of acunningly baited desth trap for The
Shadow. A piece of wirewastied to the inner door handle at the cab's rear. The wire disappeared under
abunched lap robe on thefloor.

The Shadow knew what would happen if he were foolish enough to open the door to investigate Moe's
note.

He did something completely different. From beneath his cloak he produced alength of cord of hisown.
It waslight but strong. Hetied one end of it to the outside handle of the taxi's door.

Crouched close to the taxi's dark fender, invisible from the thug hidden at the pier, he made surethat his
knot wasfirmly tied.

Then hedid aseemingly foolish thing.
He moved toward the front of the taxi. His crouched figure straightened.

The glow of the parking lights silhouetted The Shadow's figure unmistakably!

CHAPTER VIII. RIVER ROGUES
THE SHADOW'S deliberate exposure of himself was brief. He was countering trickery with trickery!

He ducked from sight, asif suddenly aware he had made abad error by stepping in the reveaing glow of
the taxi's parking lights. He moved backward in the direction of the cab's rear door.

With almost the same motion, he dropped flat. In his hand was the loose end of the cord he had tied to
the door's outside handle.



He crawled aong the sdewalk, paying out the cord. The dark fronts of the tenements hid hisretrest.

In afew seconds, he reached the black opening of a sunken areaway. It was protected by arusted
railing. There was just enough room to squirm under the lower rail.

The Shadow gave aquick yank at his cord.
Then herolled headlong below therailing to the concrete floor of the sunken areaway.

He had barely landed when there was aterrific concussion. Flame spouted upward from Shrevvy's
taxicab. It wasfollowed by the roar of aviolent explosion.

Chunks of jagged metd flew through the air. Something like shrapnd whined over the bent head of The
Shadow like the buzz of an enormous bee.

Tenement windows were smashed. The brick walls of the building showed ugly pock marks.

Onthedark pier a the end of the street, the man with the field glasses uttered a squedl of delight. He
gprang to his feet, raced outward along the covered pier toward its stringpiece.

He believed what The Shadow wanted him to believe. He had seen The Shadow's cloaked figure
slhouetted briefly by the parking lights of the taxi. He had seen him fade toward the taxi's rear door.

The thug with the field glasses was certain that The Shadow had been blasted to bloody chunks!
"The Shadow isdead!" the thug snarled gleefully as he raced toward theriver.

But, for adead man, The Shadow was doing some pretty active running! A quick legp carried him
upward from the sunken area where he had escaped the bomb blast. He vaulted the railing, darted
acrossthe street.

Almost before the echoes of the explosion had died away, The Shadow was gliding invisibly through the
pier gate into the smelly darkness of the covered structure.

Helistened. The pier was quiet. He could hear no noise of fleeing feet.

Suddenly, he heard a different sound. It came from the open water beyond the pier's stringpiece - the
faint squeak of wood rubbing against metal!

The Shadow recognized the sound. Oars moving in oarlocks! The thug on the pier had dropped into a
rowboat. He was rowing out into the blackness of the East River.

A moment later, rowboat and thug were both visible. The Shadow did not disclose his cloaked presence
near the pier-end. He hadn't forgotten that Moe Shrevnitz was still a prisoner - probably somewhere out
inthat river darkness. If crooks now fancied The Shadow was dead, it was an excellent strategy to let
them keep on thinking so.

The Shadow climbed down the dark dant of a supporting timber at the Sde of the pier. Helet himsdlf dip
quietly into the water.

Swimming with dow, careful strokes, he made no noise. His head bobbed around the black corner of the
pier.

The thug in the rowboat was aready at a consderable distance from the pier. He bent hard at his oars,
sending the craft ahead with powerful spurts.



The Shadow spied adim shape farther out in theriver. It looked likeasmall cruiser. Therewasno sgn
of life aboard. But the blurred outline of adeck cabin suggested that crooks were waiting undercover for
the return of their lookout pal.

The Shadow swam toward this Snister craft.

BEFORE he could reach it, the crook from the rowboat was aready aboard. The man darted nimbly
along the deck to the stern, trailing the rowboat's painter. With afew quick loops, hetied the rowboat
astern. He vanished forward toward the space beyond the deck cabin.

The speedboat's motor began to roar. Foam boiled in itsrear asthe propeller began to whirl.

The Shadow, not close enough to make a successful clutch for the stern of the cruiser, caught awet grip
on thetrailing rowboat. Cruiser and rowboat began to race down the dark river in the direction of the
harbor.

The rowboat jumped and bobbed crazily at the end of itstether. Creamy foam roared astern. The
Shadow, dripping, bellied hafway across the rowboat's gunwae. He was almost thrown headlong into
the water. His weight threatened to svamp the overba anced craft.

He dived hastily to the rowboat's bottom. He made aquick crawl toward the bow.

Sested astride the rowboat's bow, The Shadow was sure that his presence behind the kidnap cruiser had
not yet been discovered by the captors of Moe Shrevnitz. He could see no sign of the thugs. All of them
seemed to be bunched forward, hidden by the dark shape of the deckhouse.

The gloved hands of The Shadow did along the wet towrope asfar as he could reach. Hisfingers
tightened. His feet gave apowerful kick againgt the rowboat's bow. The Shadow's cloaked figure swung
out on the rope between the jouncing rowboat and the boiling wake of the cruiser.

Hisweight pulled the towline downward. It sank him up to thewaist in turbulent water. It waslike being
dipped into afrothing tornado. The powerful suction of the screw dragged at his submerged legs.
Foaming water soaked him with spray. 1t was difficult to hang onto the sagging towline without being torn
loose.

But, inch by inch, The Shadow began to advance!

Hand over hand he pulled himsdlf up the long dant of the towline. His movements became more rapid.
He had seen something that threatened to end his chances to board the kidnap craft. The towline,
hurriedly fastened by the thug who had rowed out from the pier, threstened to dip loose a any instant!

The Shadow could see the knot diding. The end of the rope was bardly through a poorly-fashioned loop.
Each crazy bounce of the trailing rowboat pulled that |oose rope-end looser.

Suddenly, with ajerk, the rope-end flew wild! It unraveled from the cleat around which it had been
lashed.

The Shadow, blinded by spray, made a desperate clutch. His fingers caught at the speedboat's stern -
dipped - then caught again!

The freed towline struck him avicious thwack acrossthe face. Then, snakdlike, it whipped astern asthe
unmoored rowboat began to drift swiftly backward into the river darkness.

The Shadow hauled himsdlf upward. He leaned bellywise over the cruiser's stern, flung aleg parald with



its deck.
A shrill yell warned him that his presence had been discovered!

A thug had noticed the accident to the towline. He had raced back to keep an eye on the drifting
rowboat while his pa at the whedl cut the cruiser sharply around to head back for itslost tender.

The startled thug found himsdlf glaring downward into the blazing eyes of a black-robed figurewho lay
sprawled halfway acrossthe stern.

"The Shadow!"

HISydl of amazement wasfollowed by asnarl of rage. A knifeflicked into his hand from aleather
scabbard under his coat. He bent murderoudly before The Shadow could legp to hisfeet.

The Shadow, unableto rise, grabbed for the ankle of thekiller.

Histug jerked the thug off balance. The man fdll to hisknees, squirmed aside as The Shadow made a
vain cutch at histhroat.

The knife plunged. The Shadow, watching the glint of descending sted, rolled asde asthe knife struck.
Its blade quivered in the hard plank of the deck, breaking off its point. Other thugs were running aft,
attracted by the shrill yells of their pal. A gun flamed. A dug whistled over The Shadow's prone body,
barely aninch above hisspine.

The crook with the knife stabbed again. Pointless, jagged, it was a horrible wegpon. Buit it failed to reach
itsgod.

The Shadow swung the knife expert aside. The gangster's body began to twist helplesdy in the jujitsu grip
of The Shadow. The Shadow's defensive move and the sharp crack of another crook's pistol came
smultaneoudy.

A bullet aimed for The Shadow drilled into the flesh of the thug with the knife.
He collapsed to the deck.

The Shadow, too, dropped flat. But thistime both his elbows were braced, both hiswrists steady. Twin
.A5s recoiled with the shock of adouble explosion. Twin bullets spat upward in ascarlet dant from the
deck.

One of the attacking thugs tumbled backward asif kicked by amule. The other turned, ducked
desperately for cover.

The Shadow advanced behind the roaring blasts of his .45s. A way cleared for him like magic. He darted
ahead past the blur of the deckhouse. He could see two men near the low metd rail of the forward
deck.

Sam Romine was on his knees, hisface hdf turned. The second man lay flat on hisback, with hiswrists
and anklestightly trussed. A heavy weight wastied to him. It looked like a chunk of scrap iron.

The captive was Moe Shrevnitz!

Romine's gun roared. His hasty dug missed The Shadow. But the murderous shove of his other hand did
not miss.



Shrevvy fell headlong over the side of the speeding boat. He vanished with atremendous splash.

Romine ducked flat the moment he had accomplished his grim job. He threw himsdlf headlong through a
narrow hatchway in the bow to avoid a hot blast from The Shadow's .45s.

But no bullets roared from the guns of The Shadow. He whirled about at the instant that Moe's weighted
body vanished overboard.

With aswift run that carried him toward the rear of the boat, The Shadow dived astern!

HE struck near the spot where the foam of Shrevvy's splash was il boiling. He went down, kicking
fiercely to gain depth.

His outstretched hands moved swiftly under water as he saw the dark, wavering splotch of Moe'sface.
He caught Shrevvy by the hair. Then hisgrip shifted to Shrevvy's belt.

He could fed the heavy weight of the scrap-metal chunk. It was dragging them both relentlessy down.
Both The Shadow's .45s were gone now. In their place was a short-bladed pocketknife with an edge
likearazor.

The Shadow dashed fiercely. It wasimpossible to see Mo€estight bonds, impaossible dmost to breathe.
The ears of The Shadow were filled with strange, bubbling thunder. The weighted body of his agent had
dragged him far below the surface. It was sucking him swiftly downward to the muddy bed of the East
River.

But the desperate knife dashes of The Shadow put an end to the peril of burst eardrums and
water-drowned lungs.

There was an upward lunge of Mog€'s body as The Shadow felt the chunk of scrap iron fal away. Both
men rose to the surface amost as rapidly asthey had sunk.

The Shadow kept atight hold on his agent asthey broke the surface. He saw Moe's tightly compressed
mouth gasp wide. Shrevvy sucked air into his bursting lungs. The Shadow, too, filled hislungswith
preciousair.

He still held the knife. Reaching under water, he dashed at Moe's helpless wrists. Moe was able to
paddle weakly dongside The Shadow.

Aningant later theroar of a powerful engine warned The Shadow that the peril of death had only been
temporarily averted.

Sam Romine had witnessed The Shadow's dive after Shrevvy. Leaping to the speedboat’'s whedl, he had
swung the craft around in awide circle. He was heading back at express-train speed toward the spot
where the wet heads of Shrevvy and The Shadow showed darkly above the black surface of the East
River.

A machine gun made horrible, hammering echoes. Sugs whistled toward the spot where The Shadow
and Shrevvy had been treading water.

The bullets kicked up white patches of spray. They found no target of flesh and blood.
Moe, warned by The Shadow's cry, had dived!

Both men plunged as deep as their upturned legs could force them. The Shadow swam under water,



away from Moe. Hisintent was grimly protective. Theinstant their heads showed again above the
surface, the roar of the machine gun would blast. The Shadow hoped to direct attack from the weakened
Shrevvy. More resourceful, he intended to offer himself asatarget for those flying pellets of degth.

Helet himsdf riseto the surface before dl the air in hislungs was exhausted. He could see the murder
boat circling erraticaly nearby. The beam of its spotlight fingered the dark surface of the water to pick
out the head of avictim.

The Shadow saw the bright circle of light skim toward him.
He prepared to dive.

But the roaring spurt of lead from the cruiser seemed to be poorly aimed. It spat upward at acrazy dant
toward the black sky above theriver.

The speedboat was no longer racing forward to attack The Shadow. It was curving away, heading a a
swift pace toward the distant piers and warehouses that lined the Brooklyn shoreline.

Ancther beam of light had appeared from the blackness of the East River. For aningant, it lit up the
fleeing speedboat from stem to stern.

A police searchlight!

A HARBOR patrol boat had heard the snarling echoes of gunfire from farther up theriver. It cameracing
downstream from the massive shadow of the Queensboro Bridge. It had trouble keeping the wily
Romine's craft in sight. The speedboat had a powerful engine and a sharp, knifelike bow.

The chase Ieft The Shadow and Moe Shrevnitz treading water far astern in the midst of quiet blackness.

Moe uttered aweak gasp. Hewas dl in, exhausted. The Shadow reached him with aquick stroke,
supported his head above water.

A stern command like the sting of awhiplash radlied Moesfading willpower. He gritted histeeth, fought
to keep from fainting.

After awhile histhin voice whispered at The Shadow'sear: "I'm - O.K.!"
"Good!"

The Shadow began to swim toward shore. He towed Shrevvy behind him. Shrevvy was smart enough to
lielimply in thewater. The Shadow towed him like afloating log.

But Moe's knees buckled when, findly, he found himself standing in amuddy tideflat under the cavernous
expanse of apier.

Hewas glad of the strong hands that assisted him to climb to a horizontal piece of dimy timber, and from
there to the stringpiece of adark pier.

Utterly spent, Moe rested for along time while the burning eyes of The Shadow stared a him with grim
satisfaction. Moe had gotten into a death jam by loyally obeying the orders of The Shadow.

Sam Romine's escape didn't matter. All that mattered to The Shadow was that Moe Shrevnitz'slife was
sdfe.

But Shrevvy could no longer be of any useto The Shadow in the murderous network of crime that



centered around Mercy Hospital. Sam Romine knew now that Shrevvy was an agent of The Shadow!
The Shadow issued curt orders.

From now on, Manhattan's streets would see no more of Moe Shrevnitz. He would remain in hiding until
later orders of The Shadow relieved him of that necessity.

The Shadow was ready to play alone hand!

CHAPTER IX. DEAD MAN'S SECRET
DARKNESSfilled The Shadow's sanctum.
It was a blackout that was total and complete. Not even thetick of a clock was audible.

Outside this secret chamber, whose location was unknown by either police or criminals, New Y ork was
pulsing with noise and activity. But the hush in this sound-proofed room continued.

Presently, afaint sound was audible. It was ahiss of sihilant laughter. Unseen drapes swallowed the
echoes of that laugh, madeit die away with eerie suddenness.

The Shadow had arrived at his sanctum.

Evidence of his unseen presenceincreased. A tiny bluelight glowed. It seemed to hang in darknesslike a
tiny gar.

Abruptly, amore powerful light sorang into life. It waswhite, brilliant. The rays of thislight were carefully
controlled. They shone downward but in no other direction.

In that pool of controlled light the polished surface of the desk was revedled.

Hands moved forward into the white cone of brilliance. Tapering fingers were disclosed. On one of those
fingerswasaglow of bright color. It changed with bewildering rapidity.

Crimson gave way to vivid ydlow; the yelow switched to aglittering green that became dmost instantly
deep blue. The blue faded to tawny yellow - became again the scarlet hue of blood.

The dazzle came from afire opa on The Shadow'sring. Thisgem, known also asagirasol, wasthe
largest and rarest of itskind in the world. It was not worn for ornament. It was The Shadow's halmark.
Many times The Shadow found it necessary to wear a disguise unknown to his agents. The many-colored
flash of that rare stone was an ingtant identification.

His hands moved beyond the cone of light. When they returned to view, they held acompact pile of
newspaper clippings.

The Shadow read these selected accounts of New Y ork's most baffling mystery.

The degth of the unknown ambulance victim at Mercy Hospital had created a sensation. The Shadow's
mocking laughter increased as he noticed that the word "murder” was not used in any of these newspaper
stories. The words were vaguer than that. "Outrage' was one. "Sinister puzzle' was another phrase. A
third paper cdled it a"sensational desth.”

There was reason for this cautious news play-up. Mercy Hospital was the most important hospital in
New York. Itsligt of directors and trustees included people prominent in the city's socid and palitical life.
To shout "Murder!" without proof wasto run therisk of acostly libel suit.



Thereport of the medica examiner had made thisfact clear to every smart editor in town.

His autopsy denied earlier factsthat he, himself, had given to the reporters. He had named three deadly
poisons as the cause of death. Prussic acid! Strychnine! Atropine!

Now, in abriefly-worded report to the newspapers, the medical examiner stated flatly that there had
been no poisoning whatever!

NOR was this opinion the sole property of the medica examiner. He was supported by the testimony of
the city's expert toxicologist. The brain, the lungs, the heart - dl the organs of the dead man - reacted
negetively to the presence of any poison whatsoever.

The unhappy medica examiner was not even able to report the death as due to natural causes. A "natural
cause' in medica terminology implies abreskdown of some norma bodily function or the presence of
some definite disease. The dead man's body showed no trace of disease. He had apparently beenin
excdllent hedlth a thetime of hisdesath.

For thefirgt timein the history of the examiner's office he was obliged to announce the result of an officia
autopsy as"cause of death unknown."

The strange drugging of the victim only added to the mystery. The amount of chlord hydrate found in the
dead man's tissues had not been sufficient to cause death.

The police had not found any hint of the victim'sidentity. His fingerprints were not on record at police
headquarters or in the F.B.I. Bureau at Washington. His description did not tally with anyone on thelist
of the Missing Persons Bureau. No relatives or friends had caled a the morgue.

The Shadow's grim laughter indicated no surprise. He put the clippings aside, selected others.

This second group of clippings carried an account of the queer explosion that had blown the taxicab of
Moe Shrevnitz to pieces. The police assumed that Moe was dead. A search had failed to find him at
home or at any of hisusud haunts.

Inspector Cardona spoke vaguely about an "underworld bomb job." He assumed that Shrevnitz had
innocently learned some gang secret, had been blown to pieces by unknown mobsters. The name of Sam
Romine did not appesar in Inspector Cardona's remarks to the press.

A third selection of clippingsincreased the sardonic mirth of The Shadow. Like the news about Shrevvy's
"death," these clippings came from an inside page of the newspaper, crowded off the front page by the
more sensationd events at Mercy Hospitd.

It described the outburst of machine-gun fire the night before in the blackness of the East River. The
police chase of the mystery boat had resulted in failure. Piloted by unknown crooks, it had gained the
protective darkness of the Brooklyn harborline. Before the police boat could get closeto the crimina
craft, the mystery boat had exploded.

No trace of its crew had been found. A knifed pier watchman indicated that the thugs had escaped from
their boat before it went up in aburst of flame. Expertsin the police crime [aboratory at Brooklyn were
trying to establish the boat's registry from some of the shattered planks that had been fished from the oily
water.

The Shadow placed a sheet of blank paper under the light. On it he wrote aname:
PETER VERNE



Vernewas dso avictim of thisweb of intrigue and death. His drugging, The Shadow knew, had been no
accident. He had recovered in the morning without any ill effects. The police paid smdl attention to this
minor incident at the hospital. They attributed Verne's drugging to the mistake of anurse.

The sirange note that had grimly warned Peter Verne of the virtue of charity had been hushed up by
Hanson Bartley.

Bartley had also been successful in keeping from the police any knowledge of the blackmail demand that
had been made on him. The theft of the golden-hued master poison from the cancer |aboratory of Dr.
Sutton was sill unknown to Cardona.

Onefina angle of the puzzle yet remained. To The Shadow, this seemed the strangest angle of thewhole
afar:

Why had an unknown extortioner felt so safe in luring Hanson Bartley to the home of Dwight Nugent in
order to make his criminal demand? What had made him so surethat he ran no risk? What was the status
of Dwight Nugent inthiscrimind puzzle?

It wasthis angle of the case that The Shadow selected for immediate investigation. The light over hisdesk
went out suddenly.

Darkness and slencefilled the room. No sound disturbed it.

But movement had taken place under cover of that black silence. The Shadow was no longer in his
sanctum!

A SHORT time later the well-dressed figure of Lamont Cranston entered the siwvanky portas of the
Cobalt Club. He nodded politely to the doorman, asked for hismail, then went up to his suite. Cranston
was afamiliar figure at the Cobalt Club. He usudly lived there in areserved suite whenever he happened
to bein town.

As soon as he reached his room he put through along-distance phone call. He asked to be connected
with Dwight Nugent in Washington.

Presently, the bell rang.
"Hereisyour party, gr," the long-distance operator said.

Lamont Crangton listened intently to the thin voice that buzzed in the receiver. He poke amoment or
two about trivid affairsin order to gauge the qudity of the voice to which he was listening.

He was sttisfied that he was hearing the actual voice of Dwight Nugent. Nugent was redlly in Washington
where he was supposed to be.

The Shadow came quickly to the reason for hiscall. In the pleasant tones of Lamont Cranston, he turned
the conversation to the subject of Nugent's house in Manhattan.

"l expect to bein New Y ork for quite awhile," Cranston said. "The Cobat Club is satisfactory for short
vigts, but | tire of it over along period of time. What are the chances of renting your house, Dwight?"

Nugent seemed to hesitate.
"Nothing would please me better. But -"

"Then suppose we call it aded ? How much?’



"I'm sorry,” Nugent said. "It just can't be done, Lamont.”
"Why not?'
There seemed to be genuine regret in Nugent's ow voice.

"I wish to the devil you had called me up about this a couple of weeks earlier. I'd have been delighted to
rent my houseto you. Asit happens - it's aready rented to someone else.”

"l see" Lamont Crangton laughed. "Wdll, it isn't alife-and-desth matter. Whom did you rent it to?
Somebody | know?"

The downess of Nugent's voice became more pronounced. "As a matter of fact the tenant isa stranger to
me. A Mr. Albert Thomas."

"Hm-m-m." Crangton registered mild surprise. "Well, perhaps| can till make aded. I've dways liked
your house. I'd be willing to pay a premium to secureit. It'sideal for my purposes. Do you think that if |
offered thisMr. Thomas aquick profit, hed be willing to sublease to me?’

"l don't know," Nugent replied. "I don't know Thomeas. To tell you the truth, Lamont, I've never even
senhim.”

"Didn't you cometo New Y ork when you rented it?"

"Yes, | did. But Thomaswasn't in town at the time. The deal was handled for him by a broker. Some
fellow named Kupper. Kupper was extremely easy to do businesswith. He didn't try to haggle or beat
me down. He accepted my asking price at once. Paid me six months rent in advance.”

"How could Kupper do that?' Cranston asked lazily. "1 thought you said Thomas wasn't in town. Did
Kupper draw acheck of hisown to put the deal through?"

"There wasn't any check,” Nugent said.
He seemed to be annoyed by Cranston's persistence. He added grudgingly:
"Kupper preferred to pay cash. He deposited the cash to my account in my New Y ork bank.”

"Wdll, | don't suppose it matters,” Cranston murmured. "This Kupper seems like ago-getter! Perhaps|
could locate some other housein ahurry by using his services. Y ou don't happen to remember Kupper's
office address, | suppose?'

He waited, his breath tight.

"Asit happens, | remember Kupper's office address well,” Nugent said. "It was downtown. Wait, let me
think! Nassau Street.”

He gave the number. "I'm sure that's correct.”

"Thanks," Cranston said.

He changed the subject, talked cheerfully about other things before he hung up. His eyes were aglow.
He reached for the phone, called another number. The crisp voice of The Shadow spoke to Burbank:
"Ordersfor Rutledge Mann."



Rutledge Mann was one of The Shadow's most speciaized agents. He was abusiness and financia
expert. Usudly, histask wasthe tracing and uncovering of tangled businesstrailslike that of the dusive
Mr. Albert Thomas and his cash-minded broker named Kupper.

The Shadow's orders were repeated by Burbank. The Shadow waited.

His eyes closed as the minutes ticked by. But he was far from adeep. Behind closed eydids the brain of
The Shadow was considering the new pattern of eventsreveaed by his recent conversation with Dwight
Nugent.

PRESENTLY, the telephone rang. Rutledge Mann's report was transmitted by Burbank. He said:

"Kupper unknown in redl-estate circles. Not amember of any important reglty firm. Name not listed on
officia brokerage list for 1943. Office located on eighth floor of the building on Nassau Street. Office
closed. Kupper ill rentsit. Hasn't been seen around building for past week."

The Shadow acknowledged the report.
"That isdl. Rutledge Mann relieved from further duty.”

Heroseto hisfeet. More investigation was needed. It would be persona investigation on the part of The
Shadow himsdif.

The thinking that had gone on behind his closed eyelids while he waited for Mann's report had resulted in
aclever decison. The Shadow, facing an unknown crimina of proven cunning, was going to make a
move that would force the hand of hisinvisiblefoe!

But before this move was made, The Shadow intended to verify a certain deduction concerning afake
real-estate agent named Kupper!

He drove downtown to Nassau Street, walked into a shabby building that seemed to be acatch-all for
tenants of every business description. On the ground floor was a dusty store that sold toys and novelties.
A dgnsad: "BARGAINS MUST VACATE!"

The directory in the building's corridor showed that this come-and-go on the part of fly-by-night tenants
seemed to be chronic. Half of the directory spaces were vacant. Kupper had chosen an excellent spot
for hiswill-o'-the-wisp career asa"redlty broker."

The Shadow found no difficulty getting past the cheap door of Kupper's office on the eighth floor. Its
lock yielded readily to ashining tool in The Shadow's hand. He glided swiftly inside, closed the door
softly behind him.

Hefound little to interest him. Kupper's "realty” business was very obvioudy afake. The backs of the
row of law books stacked on a couple of dusty shelves were dummies. The floor was unswept. A thin
film of dust lay acrossthe surface of acheap desk. There was nothing in any of the desk drawers.

The Shadow divined that this office had been used only once. It had provided a meeting place for
Kupper and Dwight Nugent. Having accomplished the renting of Nugent's house, Kupper had vanished.

But where?

Lamont Cranston stopped at the cigar stand in the street |obby below. He bought a cigar and chatted
amiably with the attendant. The man was bored. He was glad to talk with the well-dressed gentleman
who had bought such agood brand of cigar.



"Nope. | an't seen Mr. Kupper lately. He never did come around much. A little guy. Sort of big, heavy
shoulders. Gray hair. Around sixty, I'd say."

The Shadow taked further. He encouraged the cigar man to discuss the physical characteristics of the
missing Mr. Kupper. When heleft therewas a bright spark of satisfaction in hiseyes.

Kupper had been cunning. But he was not half as old asthe cigar attendant thought he was. Hisgray hair
had been afake! A wig, without any doubt at dl!

The Shadow was not fooled because he didn't dlow hismind to dwell on unessentid externas. Having
learned Kupper's gpproximate height and weight, hisunusualy small stature, hisunusudly heavy
shoulders - The Shadow had identified his man!

Without agray wig and the rest of his"red-estate’ make-up, Kupper was the unknown corpsein the
receiving room of Mercy Hospital!

Kupper would never reved theidentity of the dusve Mr. Albert Thomas, who had rented the home of
Dwight Nugent.

His mouth had been shut for ever!

The news did not surprise The Shadow. He had been prepared for it. He was now ready for the clever
move which he had decided upon in the silence of his suite at the Cobat Club.

The Shadow was about to force the hand of an unknown master crimina who fancied himself completely
safel

CHAPTER X. A HUNDRED GRAND

THE SHADOW'S move began with atelephone call. He dialed the number of Hanson Bartley's private
gpartment suite at Mercy Hospital. He spoke in the pleasant tones of Lamont Cranston.

"I thought I'd call you, Hanson, and find out how things are going. Have you read the newspapers?'
Bartley groaned.

"Yes, | have. It'sterriblel”

The Shadow pretended surprise.

"Redlly?| thought things were improving. According to the papers, the man who died in the receiving
room was not really poisoned. The medical examiner datesthat the cause of death is unknown. Surely,
Mercy Hospitdl can't be blamed for something as vague asthat.”

Bartley's grunt on the wire sounded impatient.

"Thefact that the police department's suspicion of foul play haslessened has made things tougher for the
hospitd."

"How do you mean?'

"The papers are playing up the hospita's inefficiency and poor management. They're now charging that
the death of that man resulted from the delay in the house surgeon examining him. They'retrying to prove
that our ward staff is undermanned, our nursing staff careless and indifferent.”



"That'srot,” Cranston said.
"Of courseitig But it looks plausible on account of the drugging of Mr. Verne."
"How s0?'

"The report of the medica examiner has ruined the newspapers hope for ajuicy murder. They're keeping
the story dive by playing up Vernes mishap. They claim it was caused by the carelessness of the floor
nurse. They're demanding an investigation into the whole adminigration of Mercy Hospitd "

The Shadow was aware of this, but he pretended to consider it of no importance.

"Fiddlesticks! All Mercy Hospitd needsis support from people of standing in the community. Asa
trustee, | fed it my duty to start the ball rolling. Therefore, | have decided thet thisisan ided timefor me
to carry out a promise made earlier. I'd like to make a donation to the endowment fund -"

There was adight gasp at the other end of the wire. It wasfollowed by silence.
Crangton said blithdly, "WdI? Didn't you hear me?"

"Yes. Of course! It's... it'swonderful! How much are you planning to donate, Lamont?"
"One hundred thousand dollars,” Cranston replied.

He could sense the tremor of Hanson Bartley's quivering lips.

"That's generous. But | wouldn't do it just now if | were you. Why not wait until things quiet down alittle?
Think of the notoriety you may draw toward yourself."

Crangton laughed indulgently.

"I'mredly helping mysdf aswdl asthe hospita. The hundred-thousand-dollar payment will be recorded
in my income-tax statement as charity. It will pull me down apeg or two from the higher-tax brackets.
Actudly, | will save dmost asmuchintaxesas| pay over to the hospitd .”

"Areyou serious about this, Lamont?"

"Of course."

"Before you do anything about the gift, will you come and see me?"
"Certanly."

The eyes of The Shadow gleamed as he hung up.

HE drove across town to Mercy Hospitd, rode up in the private elevator on the avenue side that
connected with Bartley's apartment.

He expected to find the suave Dr. Sutton there, standing watchfully a Bartley's elbow. But there was no
sgn of the young cancer specidist. The Shadow found an entirely different visitor ahead of him.

It was Peter Verne.

Verné's greeting to Cranston was strained. He seemed annoyed. There was exasperation in hisvoice as
he resumed his conversation with Bartley after his awkward greeting of Cranston.



"I tdl you, it'ssmply disgusting. The newspapersareright. I'm atrustee, but, by golly, | believe Mercy
Hospita deserves a sweeping investigation into the dipshod way itisrun.”

Bartley tried to placate Verne.
"l don't blame you for being indignant about the tampering with your medicine. But -"

"If the dose had been stronger, | might have been killed. That nurselied! All thisweird stuff about The
Shadow sneaking through the hospital isrot!”

"What about the note that was found under the medicine bottle?* Crangton interposed mildly. "We
thought that perhaps you might be ableto explain it. Do you think that queer Bible reference to charity
was an implied threat of some kind?'

"If it was" Verne snapped, "I'm going to obey the threat. | have no desireto be drawn into this
newspaper mess. That'swhy | cameto seeyou, Bartley. I'm canceling my offer to make a donation to
the hospita .”

Heglared a Bartley, expecting argument. To his annoyance, he met with none. The worried frown faded
from Bartley'sface. He seemed amogt jubilant.

"Itsuptoyou,” he murmured. "'l think you are quite justified in withdrawing your gift."
"Y ou mean you don't want the money? What the hell kind of busnessisthis, anyway?"
The Shadow intervened deftly, using the quiet tones of Lamont Cranston.

He soothed Verne. He minimized the trouble at the hospital. He pointed out that he, aswell asVerne,
was atrustee.

Smilingly, he announced his own gift to the endowment fund. The size of the sum made Verne's confused
eyesbulge.

"A hundred thousand!"
"Why not? | can spareit. The hospitd isin trouble. I'm ddlighted to show my confidencein its stability.”
"But, Crangton -"

Thistimeit was Bartley again. The worried frown was back in hisface. Before he could attempt to
dissuade Cranston, there was an interruption. The door of the corridor that connected Bartley's private
gpartment with the hospital opened. A man stepped in with careless haste.

IT was Dr. Sutton.

"Excuseme," he murmured politely. His glance moved keenly from Verneto Crangton. "'l didn't mean to
intrude. | thought Mr. Bartley was done. | just dropped in to discuss some routine matters connected
with my cancer research.”

Heturned to leave. But Bartley halted him with aquick gesture.

"Please wait, Dr. Sutton. | have news| think you'll beinterested in hearing. Mr. Cranston hasjust
generoudy offered to make a gift of ahundred thousand dollars to our endowment fund.”

"Redly?' Sutton's eyes were suddenly diamond-hard.



"There'sno need of keeping thisa secret from Dr. Sutton,” Bartley told Verne and Cranston. "He enjoys
my complete confidence. Infact, I... | think his advice in the matter may be most helpful.”

It was a cue thrown to Sutton by afrightened man. He accepted it deftly. He repeated Bartley's argument
that now was a poor time to bring more publicity toward the affairs of Mercy Hospital. Wouldnt it be
better, Sutton suggested, to delay the gift for awhile?

Cranston shook his head.
"I'm afraid it'stoo late to cancel the gift. Y ou see, | have already announced it to the newspapers.”
llAh _II

Sutton's murmur was barely audible. The Shadow had afedling that the suave, young cancer speciaist
was secretly pleased by Bartley'sfailure to block the payment of the money.

"It'stime wetook Mr. Verne and Mr. Crangton into our confidence,”" Sutton told Bartley in a softly
urgent tone.

Peter Verne again became annoyed.

"What isthe meaning of all this pussyfoot stuff?* he demanded. "What isgoing on in this hospitd,
ayweay?'

"Something very ugly," Hanson Bartley admitted. "Mr. Crangton's announcement to the newspapers has
forced my hand, I'm afraid. What | haveto tell you must be heard under an oath of complete secrecy.
Areyouwilling?'

Cranston nodded. Verne, after asplutter of indignation, also agreed.

Bartley told the story of hisinterview with an unknown extortioner. He explained the criminal demand
that had been made on him. Sutton disclosed the theft of the master poison from his cancer [aboratory.

Verne was too startled and shocked to utter aword in reply. It was Cranston who made the quiet
commert.

"Have you any ideawho isresponsble?’
"Dr. Sutton thinksthat the crimind isDr. Riker," Bartley sad.
IIWI,.V?I

Sutton reported histwo proofs. Dr. Riker had known about the poison. Riker's hospital suit had been
found by Sutton in acorridor closet close to the drug-dispensary room where The Shadow and a
masked henchman in hospita whites had so cunningly vanished.

Theface of The Shadow remained expressionless. To Sutton's two proofs, he could have added athird.
But in hisrole of Cranston he withheld that third fact.

He said nothing about Riker's attempt to dit The Shadow's throat with ascapel and hurl him to death
from anarrow top-floor ledge of the building.

"| think the only thing for Cranston to do isto pay over the money,” Sutton said. "Since his gift isaready
publicized, it may be our supreme chance to trap the blackmailer.”



His voice continued esgerly.

"Herestheway | seeit: Wewill continue to suppress any newsto the police concerning the extortion
threat and the theft of my poison. That will keep reporters and cops away from the hospitd. It will also
make the criminal think that Bartley is scared. As soon as the crook reads in the newspapers that
Cransgton has donated a hundred thousand, helll have to get busy to collect hdf of it. How will he doit?!

Sutton answered his own question.

"HeEll send ingtructions for the payoff. When he does that well be able to figure out atrap and nab him.
Wecandoitif weall keep our nerve and act with secrecy!”

"It sounds dangerous,” Verne said. "What do you think about this, Cranston?”

THE SHADOW didn't reply. He was starting toward the closed door of the corridor that led toward the
top floor of the hospitdl. He had heard adight sound behind that door. A finger held cautioudy across
Cranston's lips warned the others.

Hetiptoed quickly acrossthe room, reached silently for the knob.

Before he could turn the knob and fling the door open, there was acalm, unhurried knock on the other
sde of the pand.

The door opened. A man in awhite hogpita uniform stepped camly into the room.
It was Dr. Riker, adight smile on his good-looking features.

"Oh, I'm s0 sorry, gentlemen! | had no idea anyone was here except Dr. Sutton. | tried to find him at his
laboratory, but it was locked. A nursein the hal told me he had gone to Mr. Bartley's gpartment.”

"Did you happen to have aduplicate key to Mr. Bartley's corridor door?" Sutton inquired coldly.
The ambulance surgeon kept histemper. All that happened was adegpening of his unpleasant amile.

"The door was not locked, Dr. Sutton. Y ou were good enough to leave it gar when you came through. If
you'll pardon me, | cameto return some persona property of yours.”

There was a paper parcel under hisarm. He held it out to Sutton, his whole attitude one of cold
mockery.

"You see, | found in my room asuit of hospita whitesthat do not belong to me. They have your name on
them, Dr. Sutton. Evidently, the hospital laundry made amistake. | assumed that since | accidentally got
your laundry, you might also - accidentaly - have gotten hold of mine. Did you?"

"No!" Sutton's reply was bullet-hard.

"Thank you," Riker said. "I'll ask elsawhere.”

Helaid the bundle on Bartley's table. Without another word he turned and | eft.
The moment the door closed behind him, Dr. Sutton uttered alow cry of rage.

"Y ou see what adamned trickster he is? That package was afake! It was only an excuseto listen. Riker
may have heard everything we said!"



He ripped open the paper parcel Riker had left. He stared at the name label insde the collar. Then, with
atriumphant cry, Sutton ripped the label away from its stitches.

"Look! | said Riker was aliar and trickster! Thissuitisnot mine. It'shisown!”

THE SHADOW stepped closer, examined theinsde collar. Sutton's accusation seemed justified. There
was adoubleline of torn stitches where the name label had been ripped loose. It indicated that the wily
Riker had torn out his own label and had sewn over it the label with Sutton's name.

"Can you see, now, why weve got to cooperate in this matter, gentlemen?' Sutton said grimly.

They nodded. Bartley'sindecision was gone. Hisjaw wastight. Peter Vernelost dl hisearlier
truculence.

Hesad, "I'm willing to do whatever is deemed advisable."

It was agreed that al four would await developments, using Cranston's endowment gift asabait for the
crimind. Cranston handed over his check for ahundred thousand dollarsto Bartley.

"It'stoo much money torisk," Bartley said.

"I'mrisking only hdf of it," Cranston pointed out. "Besides, | have ahunch were going to be ableto
protect it."

Hedidn't explain what he meant. Peter Verne and Dr. Sutton soon |eft. The Shadow invented an excuse
to stay. He talked amiably, wasted considerable time. Hewas still in Bartley's apartment when the phone
rang.

Bartley's face whitened as he listened to the voice on the wire. The Shadow bent closer. It was arough,
buzzing tone - obvioudy disguised.

"Ligten, Bartley! I've read in the newspaper about that hundred grand from Lamont Cranston. | want my
half! If | don't get the dough - dl hell isgoing to bust loosein Mercy Hospita! Y ou understand?”

"Yes.. yed"
"O.K.! Youll betold later how to pay off. Detailed ingtructions will be given you. That'sal for now!"

The line went suddenly dead. Bartley rattled the hook, called back the operator. He tried to have the call
traced. The Shadow, who redlized the futility of such an effort, shook his head.

"Dont!" he advised in the soft tones of Cranston. "It will be better for our purposeif the crimina thinks
you are completely terrified, afraid to fight back.”

He patted the shoulder of the honorary administrator of Mercy Hospital.

"Thereisnothing to do but wait for hisfina instructions about paying over the cash. I'll be at the Cobalt
Club. Vernewill beat hishome. Asfor Sutton - | imagine helll be herein the hospital somewhere.”

"Yes... yes" Bartley said nervoudy. "I'll warn Sutton to stand by for trouble.”
Lamont Crangton | eft the gpartment with a peculiar smile.

Outside the hospitd, his smile grew. There was menacein it. The maneuvering of The Shadow had been
successful!



A trap had been laid in Bartley's gpartment. Into that trap, a supercriminal had fallen with headlong
speed!

Lamont Cranston had made a deliberate misstatement of fact. He had not notified the newspapers of his
generous gift to Mercy Hospital!

Consequently, that disguised voice on the telephone had lied when it said he had read in the papers about
Crangton's gift.

Only five people on earth were in apostion to know about the hundred thousand.

They were The Shadow himsdlf, Peter Verne, Hanson Bartley, Dr. Sutton - and the eavesdropping Dr.
Riker!

CHAPTER XI. UNDERGROUND TACTICS

BACK in his sound-proofed suite at the Cobat Club, The Shadow sat at histelephone. A prompt voice
spoke on thewire:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Report desired from Harry Vincent."

Vincent was awell-tailored young man who maintained a modest suite at the Hotel Metrolite,
Apparently, helived on the proceeds from asmal legacy investment. Actualy, he was one of the
cleverest agents of The Shadow.

The Shadow had assigned Harry to keep watch on the empty home of Dwight Nugent on Central Park
West.

But Burbank'srelay of Harry's message was disappointing:
"Nothing new."

The Shadow spoke again:

"Report desired from Cliff Mardand.”

Mardand was rated in the underworld as a shrewd, free-lance crimind. He was able to hang around
shady joints and hobnob with crooks without exciting suspicion. Thefact that Cliff, having paid his debt
to society and was now going straight, was unknown to the underworld.

Histask had been the important one of kegping an eye on Sam Romine.
Burbank's relay message showed that Cliff Mardand had met with better luck than Vincent.

"L ocated Romine. Tenement hide-out lower East Side. Romine drove asmall black coupe uptown.
Coupe now parked on Columbus Avenue. Romine went inside suspicious beer joint. Am continuing
survellance”

Burbank gave the address of the Columbus Avenue spot. The Shadow acknowledged the report and
hung up. The glow in his degp-set eyesindicated satisfaction.

He consulted a smal Manhattan directory and verified his suspicion. The beer joint on Columbus
Avenue, where Romine had gone, was directly behind the sivanky home of Dwight Nugent on Central



Park West!

Lamont Cranston |eft the Cobalt Club. He drove across town and headed aong the shabby
neighborhood of upper Columbus Avenue. He parked his car ablock away from hisgod.

Cliff Mardand was not aware of this. Hidden in a convenient doorway, Cliff wastoo busy keegping an
eye on the beer joint where Romine had gone to notice anything else.

Hisfirgt warning that he was not donein the dark doorway was awhisper of sibilant mirth behind him.

Mardand turned quickly. The eyes of the black-cloaked figure seemed to burn like live coas. There was
urgency in The Shadow's single word:

"Report!"
Mardand had nothing new to divulge. Rominewas il in the beer joint. The black coupe was parked
nearby. The Shadow was not surprised. Two more words were curtly uttered:

"Stand by!"

The Shadow drifted backward into the darkness of the house where Mardand waited. Mardand
returned his steady gaze toward the avenue.

PRESENTLY, farther down the street, a douching figure moved from atenement aley. A peak cap
shaded alow forehead and furtive eyes. The man walked quickly, with his handsin his pockets. He
sdled into the beer joint across from Mardand's doorway.

The Shadow's disguise was good. It was not only amatter of clothing; it was adifferencein expresson
caused by the trained ability to control facia muscles. The Shadow's eyes seemed small and beady. His
shoulders doped narrowly. He had adry cigarette cough like the faint rattle of sandpaper.

The barman in the beer joint took a quick sidelong glance at hisfurtive customer. He figured him O.K.
The Shadow bought a beer, used the reflection of the bar mirror asaguide.

There was, as The Shadow had anticipated, no sign of Sam Romine. A few loungers stood a ong the bar;
afew more sat slently at acove tables. There was only one place where Romine could have ducked.

The Shadow mentally decided upon the closed door of the washroom at the rear.

Hedidn't go near it. He ordered another beer, drained it, paid hisbill, douched out the front exit into
Columbus Avenue.

He drifted back along the avenue.

He chose adark flight of stepsleading downward to atenement cellar. The cellar was deserted. The
tough guy vanished into darkness. When he regppeared at the cdllar's rear exit, acomplete change had
taken place.

The cloaked figure of The Shadow replaced the beady-eyed disguise of the thug for which The Shadow
no longer had need.

Through adingy backyard The Shadow glided, keeping close to the ground. The late afternoon had
faded into dusk. It wasideal for The Shadow's purpose. He scaled arickety fence and gained a narrow
reer dley.



Another fence alowed The Shadow to quit the aley for the backyard behind the Columbus Avenue beer
joint.

He saw that the window of the washroom gave accessto thisrear yard. It was closed. But The Shadow
was certain that Sam Romine had dipped through that opening awhile earlier. He was even surer of the
route that had been taken by this cunning henchman of an unknown supercrimind.

The fence that separated the beer joint's yard from the rear of Dwight Nugent's property was unusualy
high. It was topped by arow of sharp stedl spikes. Evidently, Nugent had not enjoyed the shabby
proximity of the property in hisrear. He had taken measuresto protect his privacy.

The Shadow didn't believe that Romine had scaled Nugent's high fence. It was adifficult climb. Besides,
there was the risk that someone at arear window aong Columbus Avenue might notice him.

Crouched in the darkness at the base of the fence, The Shadow searched for Rominestrail. It was not a
hard oneto find. In the weedy earth at the bottom of the fence was adark square of flat flagstone. There
was no stone path nearby. No reason at al for asingle flagstone to rest so oddly in the earth at the foot
of Nugent's high fence.

The Shadow tested the stone with patient tugs of his gloved fingers. On the third edge that he tested he
met with success. The flat stone pivoted upward. A short earth tunnel was disclosed. It permitted easy
passage below Nugent's fence.

Unseen, The Shadow advanced through the dark, landscaped gardens at the back of Nugent's ornate
house. He noted that al its shades were drawn, al the windows dark. He studied those windows along
time, particularly the windows that paralleled the doping roof of arear shed.

What he saw made The Shadow climb noisalesdy to the shed roof.

THE shade of one of these windows had been hastily lowered. Therewas adight gap at the bottom that
didn't match the other windows. The Shadow divined that he would find the sash unlocked.

Hewas correct. The window lifted easily. Raising the dark shade for an ingtant, The Shadow's robed
figure dipped behind it. Then, shade and window closed.

The Shadow used extraordinary care not to make the dightest sound in hissurvey of this seemingly
empty mansion of aman in Washington. Occasiondly, thetiny gleam of historch blinked. But mostly, he
proceeded in darkness.

Hefound no sign of a human being from the ground floor to the roof. Sheeted furniture and covered
picturestestified to the fact that the house had been dlowed to lieidle by the mysterious Albert Thomas,
who had rented it.

Approaching a shaded front window, The Shadow peered cautioudy outward. Across Central Park
West he could see the gray stone wall of the park. On the sdewalk side of the park wall, aman was
seated, apparently dumped in adoze.

Harry Vincent was ill loydly on the job of watching Nugent's house from the front.

Suddenly afaint sound returned The Shadow's attention to the interior of the house he wasinvestigating.
The noise sounded like the scrape of afaling shovel againgt concrete. It came from directly below The
Shadow's feet.

Someonewasin the cdlar!



Quietly, The Shadow glided aong the basement hal to the cellar door. He tried the knob gently. It
moved easily. But the door itself remained immovable.

A key projected from the keyhole on the side where The Shadow stood.
The cdllar door was solidly bolted on theinsidel!

The Shadow didn't waste time on avain effort to move the inner bolt from its hidden dot. Turning, he
glided toward atelephone he had observed on his previous inspection. A quick lift of the receiver
revealed a steady did tone.

The Shadow dialed anumber. Almost at once he heard the voice of Burbank.
To Burbank, swift orders were given. The Shadow hung up, vanished into blackness. He waited.
Soon the telephone began to ring. It rang steadily. It kept on ringing.

The dim sound of that peremptory phone bell penetrated to the cellar. A quick clatter of feet sounded on
the cellar stairs. A bolt clicked; the door opened. Sam Romine, swearing with impatience, raced to the
phone.

"Isthat you, boss?' Romine called eagerly.
Hereceived astrange reply.

"Hello! Levy's Delicatessen? | want three cans of tomato soup, ahaf pound of diced salami, abox of
salted crackers, some -"

"Wrong number!"

Romine banged down the receiver with an oath. Burbank's froggy voice had done anicejob of fooling
the exasperated crook. Romine hurried back to the cellar.

He was unaware that The Shadow had preceded him there, was watching him from the heart of
blackness.

ROMINE hurried to the front of the cellar. An opening showed in the dusty masonry wall. It wasthe
lower end of acod chute that connected the cdlar with asmall manhole cover in the sdewak outside.

But Romin€'sinterest was not in the coa-chute opening. There was another opening afew feet to the left
of it, in the same masonry wall. A couple of stones had been pried |oose from their cement bed in the
wall.

An earth passage was visible.

The loose earth on the cdllar floor showed that this tunnel had been dug fairly recently. It seemed to lead
sraight ahead in ahorizontd line under Central Park West.

The sight of it puzzled the watchful Shadow. He knew that the deep, double-level tunnel of the Eighth
Avenue subway ran north and south below Central Park West. A passage dug benegath the sdewalk and
the street level outsde would run squarely into the sdewall of the subway!

There was nothing for crooksto gain by digging such a passage. The moment they broke through the
subway wall, their earth tunndl would be almost surdly discovered.



The Shadow inched cautioudy forward through the cellar darknessto learn the answer to theriddle,
Romine had dropped to his knees. He wriggled headfirst into the earth passage. He crawled out of sight.

The Shadow, flat againgt the dark cellar floor, peered into the opening. He saw at once that it was not a
long passage. He could hear Romine grunting, severa feet ahead. Then, suddenly, Romine was no longer
flat on hisbelly. He had risen to hisfeet.

Hisfeet lifted upward out of sght!

The Shadow realized what was happening. A vertical shaft gave access to some concedled exit above.
Romine was gpparently emerging on the sdewak directly in front of the home of Dwight Nugent!

The Shadow listened at the mouth of the horizontal passage from the cellar. Soon, he heard arhythmic
sound. The click of aman's hedl's sounded against a sidewak. The sound increased. The man was
heading straight toward the spot where Romine was evidently hidden.

Whispersfollowed. They were brief, cut short quickly.

The Shadow ducked as he heard Romine returning. The thug made plenty of noise. He seemed to be
dragging something. When he emerged at last in the cellar, The Shadow, watching invisibly, saw that
Romine was dragging alarge suitcase made of light airplanefiber.

The crook snapped it open, examined the bag's contents. It seemed a crazy sort of reward to go to all
that trouble about. The bag was stuffed with packets of ordinary newspaper!

But Romine's shrill chuckle was a sound of glee. His muttered words were triumphant:
"Swell! Wonderful! 1t works like acharm. Now al we got to do isreverseit.”

He picked up the suitcase, hurried with it to the cellar staircase. The Shadow did not follow Romine yet.
Hewas il not completely sure of the potentidities of that earth passage.

A swift, forward wriggle carried him through the horizontal tunnd to the vertical shaft. Standing upright,
he climbed aoft by means of rough cleats. He found himself insde what looked like a hollow metal post.

A pand showed that there was an easy way to open that post. Moving it dightly gar, The Shadow
peered.

He was staring into the open air of Central Park West! The post was one of the two large, ornamental
newel posts at the foot of the brownstone stoop that led to Dwight Nugent's front door!

The mystery of the swift transfer of the paper-stuffed airplane bag was now explained.

ACROSS the dark avenue, the drowsing figure of Harry Vincent was dimly visible on abench outsde
the sconewall of the park. He was covertly watching the front stoop, but he was unable to see the lurking
figure of The Shadow inside the hollow pogt.

The Shadow retreated swiftly. Racing from Nugent's cdllar, he returned below the high fence that
protected the rear of Nugent's property. His delay had wasted little time.

Sam Rominewas il in therear yard of the beer joint on Columbus Avenue. He didn't notice the
cloaked figure of The Shadow, because his attention was directed toward the washroom window. The
window was now open. The face of the barkeep was grinning outward at Romine.



"O.K.Yougotit?
"Yeah. Let's see how fast | can work the switch.”

Romine swung the heavy suitcase through the washroom window. The barkeep stood it on the floor.
Romine wriggled in through the window, grabbed the bag, retreated with it to the backyard.

"How long?" he asked.
"Twenty seconds,” the barkeep replied.
"Swel!"

Romine hid the suitcase behind ascraggly bush in the backyard that was not far from the washroom
window. Then he climbed back through the window and closed it behind him.

The Shadow faded, too. He didn't go near the hidden suitcase. He had future plans for that decoy bag!

Presently, Cliff Mardand, patiently watching from his post on Columbus Avenue, saw Sam Romine
emerge from the beer joint. Cliff stiffened, prepared to leave his hidden spot. The Shadow's quiet
monosyllablerestraned him:

"No!"

The Shadow was after bigger game than Sam Romine. Mardand, to his surprise, wasrelieved from
further duty. He waited until Romine drove away in hisblack coupe. Then hel€eft the doorway.

The Shadow was dready gone!

A few minuteslater, Harry Vincent, dozing on his bench outside the park's stone wall on Central Park
West, heard awhispered command. It came from the park behind him.

AsVincent turned his head, blazing eyestopped the dark leve of the wall.

"Report!"

Harry described what had happened asfar as he was able. He had seen a pedestrian with an airplane
bag halt briefly at the foot of the brownstone stoop opposite. Harry had been unable to identify the man
because of the darkness and the way he kept hisface averted. Heavy automobile traffic had added to
Harry'stroubles.

But he had noticed one significant thing.

The pedestrian no longer had the suitcase when he had faded down the entrance of the nearby subway
station. Harry had expected to find the suitcase parked on the stoop, |eft there for someone else to pick
up later.

But aquick trip across the avenue had shown the stoop empty and no sign of the airplane bag.
The laughter of The Shadow held an ominous note. Whispered orderstold Harry Vincent what to do.

The Shadow retreated backward into the dark shrubbery within the park. Harry went across Central
Park West to his parked car.

Hedroverapidly away to carry out detailed ingtructions.



CHAPTER XII. KILLER'SDOOM
HANSON BARTLEY'S face was strained. He spokein alow voice:

"Gentlemen, | thank you for radlying so promptly a my cal. Hereisthe note which | found in my
gpartment just afew minutes ago. Someone must have did it under the door.”

He passed the note to Peter Verne. It was printed in soft lead pencil. Verneread it and passed it to Dr.
Sutton. Sutton handed it to Lamont Cranston.

The note contained terse ingtructions to Bartley asto how to pay over thefifty-thousand-dollar haf of
Cranston's hospital donation.

Bartley had dready assembled the money in cash. The note ordered him to pack the cash in his suitcase.
The suitcase was to be taken to a certain bar-and-grill on Columbus Avenue. Bartley wasto order a
beer at the bar. If nothing was said to him by the bartender he wasto carry his suitcaseinto the
washroom at the rear, placeit on the floor, return to the bar and order more beer.

After ahdf-hour's wait, Bartley wasto go back again to the washroom. There he would find a package
left in the place of hismoney satchd. The package would contain the master poison stolen from Dr.
Sutton's cancer |aboratory!

Sutton's face was grim after he read the note.

"It'sadamned swindle!" he growled. "The crimina has no intention of returning the poison. It's his stock
intrade! If he gaveit back, he'd lose his power to keep on bleeding Mr. Bartley indefinitely on the threat
of ruining the hospital by more poison atacks!

The Shadow did not comment on Sutton's obvious remark. He was staring at the suitcasein which
Bartley had packed the crisp packages of cash. The suitcase was a piece of modern airplane luggage. It
was an exact duplicate of the one which The Shadow had seen earlier in the possession of the crafty Sam
Romine,

Bartley, noticing Cranston's scrutiny of the bag, mistook its significance.

"Thereisonething | want you to know before we make any move," he said. "The money which you so
generoudy contributed to Mercy Hospita isin no danger of theft. This cash comesfrom my own
persona account. If it should belost | prefer to bear the loss mysdlf.”

There were sympathetic murmurs from the others. Bartley turned toward Sutton.
"Have you found out anything definite concerning the present whereabouts of Dr. Riker?”
Sutton shook his head.

"Riker isnot on ambulance duty tonight. He has been given time off. No one saw him leave the hospitd -
yet | have been unableto locate him insde. | have made guarded inquiries on every floor and in every

department.”
There was slence for amoment.

"l intend to fight this extortion racket,” Bartley said. "It may be dangerous. Any of you are @ liberty to
withdraw now if you so desire.”



"Count mein," Dr. Sutton said.

"Me, t00," Vernesad.

Lamont Cranston added his voice to the others.

"Very wdl. Let'sgo!" Bartley growled.

They descended in his private evator. His car took them to the address on Columbus Avenue.

BARTLEY parked near the entrance of the beer joint. The Shadow waited to see who would assume
leadership in the plan to nab the unknown blackmailer. Dr. Sutton was the one who spoke up.

"Suppose | goinfirst and buy abeer? It will give me achanceto look the place over.”

No one objected. Sutton vanished inside the bar-and-grill. Five minutes later he was back in the parked
car. He spoke with quick decision.

"] think 1 know the set-up. | managed to get agood look at the rear washroom where Bartley is
supposed to leave the suitcase. Itswindow opens on abackyard. My guessisthat the crimind plansto
snatch that bag out the rear window while Bartley iswaiting at the bar."

"Maybe the three of us better get to that backyard before Bartley goesin with hissuitcase," Verne
suggested. "Doesthat suit you, Cranston?”

Before The Shadow could reply, Sutton spoke again.

"I've got asmarter idea. The blackmailer undoubtedly expects usto try to nab him. He probably counted
on us noticing the possibilities of that rear washroom window. In other words, he may be prepared for a
double cross.”

"How do you mean?' Verne asked.

"The crimina may have someway of getting past Bartley inside the barroom. He may be planning to walk
out the front door whilewe're dl looking vainly for him at the back. Y ou see?'

It didn't seem quite clear, but The Shadow made no comment. Verne looked puzzled, but he didn't argue
after noting Cranston's gpparent agreement.

"Here'show well work it," Sutton said. "Crangton, will you guard the rear for us? Bartley will giveyou a
gun, in casetherestrouble. Verne, you and | will remain right here in the car to watch for developments.
If the blackmailer tries afront sneak with the money well be out here to tackle him. If hetriestherear,
Crangton can fireawarning shot and welll rush to hisaid. | think, in that way, well have a pretty tight
cordon established. Agreed?’

Crangston accepted the gun that Bartley passed to him at anod from Sutton. Slipping it into his pocket,
Crangton walked quietly dong the sidewalk, melted from sight down the same cellar sairway he had
used to such good advantage earlier that evening as The Shadow.

But thistime Cranston did not hurry through the blacknessto the rear of the cellar. He had no intention of
following Sutton's glib method of procedure. His eyes dropped to the gun that he had received from
Hanson Bartley. He broke the weapon, examined it.

The sihilant laughter of The Shadow betokened amusement but no surprise. The gun was not |oaded!



The Shadow waited, hidden by the dark overhang of the cellar stairway. His gaze remained on the
parked car farther dong Columbus Avenue. He saw Hanson Bartley get out with the suitcase. The
honorary administrator of Mercy Hospita went nervoudy into the bar-and-grill.

Insde the joint, Bartley bought a beer at the bar. The barkeep gave him asharp look, but said nothing.
Having finished his beer, Bartley went to the washroom, left his suitcase there, came back to the bar,
ordered another beer.

The barkeep continued to ignore him. Bartley looked at the big clock behind the bar. The dow passage
of ahalf-hour began -

MEANWHILE, in Bartley's car, Verne and Sutton began an equaly dow wait. Verne looked tense and
worried. Sutton seemed more at ease.

But before two or three minutes had passed, it was Sutton who became suddenly worried. His face had
turned toward the corner of Columbus Avenue, where a Sidestreet cut eastward a couple of hundred feet
behind the parked car.

He uttered a sharp exclamation. His hand tightened on Vernesarm.
"What's the matter?' Verne whispered.

"Riker! Dr. Riker! | just saw him!*"

"Areyou sure?'

"Pogtivel" Sutton cried in alow tone. "'l couldn't be mistaken. He was wearing his hospital whites. He
just ducked on foot past the corner. He's heading toward Centra Park West!"

"Why should Riker go over there?'
"I don't know. I'm going to follow him and find out!"
"Wait aminute!" Verne objected. "I don't like the idea of staying donein the car. Suppose -"

"Youll bedl right. Just wait here and keep your eyes and ears open. I'll be back assoon as| can. Listen
sharply, in case Crangton getsinto trouble at the rear of the grill. If he does, helll fireashot asasignd.
Y ou've got agun, haven't you?'

"Yes. But-"
"Fine! Promise meyoull wait right herel™

Without waiting for an answer from Verne, Dr. Sutton stepped quickly from the parked car. He hurried
back to the corner, vanished around it in the direction of Central Park.

The Shadow, crouched on the dark dant of the cellar steps, where he had faded from sight, saw this
abrupt departure of young Dr. Sutton. He matched Sutton's quick sneak with a swift fade-out of his
own.

Profiting by Verne's backward stare toward the corner where Sutton had vanished, Lamont Cranston |eft
his cellar shelter. He headed for the corner of Columbus Avenue - ablock away from the street where
Sutton had faded.

Around that corner, acar was waiting. Lamont Cranston stepped quietly insde, dammed the door. The



car started through the sidestreet toward Central Park West.
Itsdriver was Harry Vincent.

By the time the car reached Central Park West, a quick transformation had taken place inside the moving
vehicle. Lamont Cranston's dapper figure was replaced by the black-cloaked form of The Shadow.

In The Shadow's hand was a suitcase. It was made of lightweight fiber designed for airplane luggage.
Harry Vincent had purchased it according to specifications provided him earlier by The Shadow.

The suitcase was an exact duplicate of the one that Hanson Bartley had just carried into the beer joint. It
also matched exactly the suitcase that Sam Romine had hidden in the backyard at the rear of the beer
joint'swashroom.

Vincent swung his car into Centra Park West, coasted to adow stop. He didn't turn off hisengine.

The Shadow had aready left the car. Moving swiftly through the blackness, he approached the wall of
Central Park. He tossed his suitcase over the dark park wall.

Aningant later, The Shadow followed.

Hisfeet hit the soft turf behind the stone wall. Then he was again on the move. Hidden by the blackness
on theinner sde of thewall, he hurried through the underbrush and shrubbery that blocked his path. He
knew exactly how to proceed. His reconnaissance earlier that night now camein handy.

When he again peered over the top of the park wall, The Shadow was directly across the street from the
front of Dwight Nugent'smansion.

He uttered a sibilant whisper of mirth. He backed into the invisibility of aleafy covert. For amoment
therewas afaint rustling. Then, dl sound died. Darkness and slencefilled the smdl clearing ingde the
park wall.

ACROSS the avenue from the hiding place of The Shadow, afaint squesk sounded. It came from an
ornamenta newd post a the foot of Dwight Nugent's brownstone stoop.

A pand in the bronzed post had opened. Through that opening stepped aman. He carried in hishand a
suitcase of arplanefiber. The man was Sam Romine. The suitcase was the one that Hanson Bartley hed
left in the washroom of the bar-and-grill on Columbus Avenue.

Romine cut quickly across Central Park West toward the stonewall that hemmed in the park.

With an upward heave, he sent his heavy money bag flying over the wal. He scrambled to the top of the
wadll tofollow it.

But swift as he was, ahdf minute intervened between thefdl of the bag and the cautiouswall climb of
Romine.

In that brief interval the suitcase that Romine had tossed over was picked up by The Shadow. The one
which The Shadow had provided, with the assistance of Harry Vincent, took the place of Romine's.

It was aswitch that could not be readily detected. Both were as alike as Samese twins. The same
manufacturer had built both bags. They were the same modd, same size.

Grabbing the planted bag, Romine headed deeper into the park shrubbery. He seemed to know exactly
where hewas going.



The Shadow didn't follow at once. Hisflashlight pointed over the top of the park wall. A pale, blue glow
was visbleto Harry Vincent across the avenue. At once Vincent set his car in motion.

Again asuitcase changed handsin this deadly game of deception. Thistime the money suitcase of
Hanson Bartley - the red one that had been eft in the beer joint's washroom - passed from The Shadow
to Harry Vincent.

It vanished in Vincent's departing car.

The Shadow moved into the park underbrush on the trail of Sam Romine. He divined at once that
Romine was heading toward the park's automobile drive.

With his attention centered grimly on the dangerous thug somewhereiin front of him, The Shadow failed
to detect peril above his head.

From the thick branches of atree, adark figure launched itself sllently downward at The Shadow!

The weight of aman struck The Shadow's shoulders with stunning force. He was thrown headlong to the
ground and his attacker fell with him. Half stunned, The Shadow staggered to hisfest.

Hisfoe, counting on the pardyzing effect of his crashing assault from above, was ready for attack.
Something that looked like ataped bar of metal swung upward. The man struck vicioudy at The
Shadow's skull.

The Shadow's upraised arm took some of the force of the blow. But it filled hisbrain with a dazzle of
flame. He dropped to his knees. Weakly, he pitched sideways, lay in acrumpled heap. Thetwist of his
head and neck suggested that his spine had been broken.

Thekiller was sure of it. He turned and raced onward, in the direction Romine had gone. Still helpless
from the blow, The Shadow had used trickery to save hislife. Hewas ill semipardyzed. That waswhy
he had pretended death.

But hisdimmed eyes had recognized his attacker.
The man who had legped murderoudly from aoft was the suave young cancer specidigt, Dr. Sutton!

Sutton, convinced he had killed The Shadow, pressed onward through the darkness. He could hear the
faint murmur of an automobile engine on the motor highway ahundred yards deeper within the park.

Elated, he moved with less caution. He bent downward to make a quick passage beneath alow-hanging
bush. As he did so he was attacked as suddenly as he had struck at The Shadow!

A dark figurelunged a him.

A heavy pam choked off Sutton's cry. The murderer's other hand jabbed at the soft flesh of Sutton's
throat.

The needle of ahypo pierced avein. Into the pierced vein, liquid gold spurted under pressure.
The result was hideoudy swift. Dr. Sutton collapsed asif he had been shot through the heart.
Hefell stone-dead under the black overhang of the bushes.

THE SHADOW moved ahead through the darkness from another direction. His skull still throbbed, but
he was no longer dazed. He could hear the steady thrum of a parked car's motor. He was close to the



automobile driveway. Soon, by dightly moving athick branch of foliage, The Shadow was able to seethe
car and Sam Romine.

Romine flung open the car's rear door. He tossed in the suitcase he was carrying. Then he leaped after
the bag and dammed the door. The thug behind the whedl started the car away a afast clip.

The Shadow had expected Romine to meset his unknown employer with the loot. That hope was now
dashed. The Shadow, unwilling to tip his presence, dlowed Romine and the chauffeur to get away.

The man he was after was Sutton!

Cutting back through the underbrush, The Shadow sought for ahint of Sutton'strail in the darkness. He
moved in widening circles over the black turf.

Suddenly, hisfoot stepped on something soft and limp. He knew what it was before he bent down.
The limp hand of adead man!
The cautious blink of The Shadow's torch disclosed the horribly contorted face of Dr. Sutton.

It wasingtantly clear to The Shadow what had caused his quick death. He could see the same signson
Sutton that he had seen on the unfortunate Kupper, in the receiving room a Mercy Hospital.

Thefacid contortion of strychnine - the cherry-red skin from prussic acid - the enormoudy enlarged eye
pupils from atropine!

A small droplet of liquid gold on the turf below Sutton's head completed the gridy picture.
Dr. Sutton had been killed by the master poison that he, himsalf, had created!

The unknown killer had vanished. But severd yards away, The Shadow picked up acrumpled scrap of
paper that turned his eyesto frozenice.

It was atorn corner from an ambulance dip. Enough of the printed heading showed to indicate that the
dip had come from Mercy Hospital!

The Shadow pocketed his clue. Swiftly heleft the park. Garbed once morein therole of Lamont
Cranston, he hurried through the dim sidestreet that led westward to Columbus Avenue.

CHAPTER XII1. CREATURES OF DARKNESS

HANSON BARTLEY finished hisfourth glass of beer. He watched the dow hand of the bar clock
touch the half-hour mark.

He rapped on the bar with a coin to attract the barman's attention. The barman seemed to have forgotten
Bartley's existence. So did the three or four tough-looking characters who sat drowsing over
half-consumed beers at acove tables.

Bartley's coin rgp roused the barman from his solitary glass polishing. He saidd with adight grin, "Yes,
ar!" and took the money. Bartley didn't like the man's grin. There was mockery init.

Bartley pretended to hesitate as he turned to leave. He walked dowly back to the rear washroom.

What he saw drew agasp of astonishment from him.



His suitcase was exactly where he had left it. It stood in the center of the floor, opposite the closed
washroom window.

Bartley's astonishment changed to dismay. The crimind had evidently suspected a schemeto trap him.
Likeawary anima, he had refused to nibble at the bait. To Bartley it appeared that the crimind threat
againgt Mercy Hospita was now redoubled.

With aquick, nervous step, he carried his suitcase out the front door. It did not for an instant occur to
him that aclever switch had been made.

Peter Verne looked puzzled as Bartley appeared on the dark sidewak of Columbus Avenue and got into
hiscar.

"What happened?'

Bartley explained the disgppointing salemate. He shrugged unhappily.

"| think the crimind lost his nerve. We're right back where we started. | don't know what to do now."
He noticed, suddenly, that Verne was alone with himin the car.

"WhereisDr. Sutton? | thought he was going to wait in the car with you?"

Vernetold about Sutton's hasty departure soon after Bartley had entered the beer joint.

"Sutton claimed he saw Dr. Riker. Said he saw Riker sneaking past the corner toward Central Park
West. He hasn't come back yet."

"What about Lamont Cranston?'

"Haven't heard apegp from him," Verne said. There was uneasinessin hisvoice. "He's probably il
hanging around in that damned backyard behind the grill."

He bit off anervous oath.

"Looks line our whole scheme has gone to pot. Maybe you better go back and notify Cranston that it's
no soap.”

"Yougo," Bartley sad. "I'll guard my suitcase."

Verne nodded. He opened the car's door. But before he could start toward the black cellar stepswhere
Lamont Cranston had faded from sight a haf-hour earlier, he was spared the necessity of hunting for
him.

LAMONT CRANSTON emerged quietly from the cellar entrance. He walked with acalm step toward
the parked car.

"Not athing happened,” he reported. "Not asoul showed up intherear.”

He dlowed his gaze to move to the suitcase on the floor of Bartley's car. He pretended amazement.
"l say! Haveyou il got it?!

Bartley repeated what he had told Verne. The hasty departure of Dr. Sutton was al so reported.

"Well, a any rate, we've saved the money," Cranston said.



Histone and the direction of his glance did what he hoped it would. It induced Hanson Bartley to release
the catch of the suitcase and open thelid.

At once Bartley uttered a sharp cry that was echoed by Verne. The Shadow pretended to be as
nonplused as histwo companions. He stared at the usaless wads of newspaper stuffed in the money bag.

"Gone! It's been switched! How in the name of Heaven -"
Anger vibrated in Bartley'svoice. But Verne looked frightened.

"| think we're up against something too tough to be fooled with any longer,” Verne whispered. "Wed
better do now what should have been donein the first place. We ought to go straight to the police!

"We can't!" Bartley snapped. His face was stubborn. "That's the one thing I've been trying to avoid.
Publicity of that sort will ruin Mercy Hospital!"

"Publicity, hell!" Vernergoined. "Y ouve dready log fifty thousand dollars! If you keep trying to fight this
thing done you'l lose more! What do you think, Cranston?”

Lamont Cranston sided with VVerne. But he counseled delay.

"Why don't we keep quiet until I've find out what's happened to Sutton? It might be more sensible to wait
until we hear from him. He may bring us definite news concerning Dr. Riker."

It wasn't pleasant to have to hide the fact that Sutton's poisoned body lay dead in athicket of Central
Park. But there was reason for The Shadow's duplicity. His voice was persuasive. In the end, Verne and
Bartley accepted hisadvice.

They dropped Verne off at hisresidence. Lamont Cranston shook hands with Bartley outside the Cobalt
Club.

Bartley returned to his private apartment at the hospital.

IN adimly-lighted room astonishingly closeto Mercy Hospital, Sam Romine uttered a triumphant
chuckle,

"O.K., bossl Everything ticked on the dot.”

The man to whom Romine spoke stood away from the narrow cone of light that illuminated an arplane
suitcase. Hisface remained in obscurity.

"Openit up! Let's have the dough!" he rasped.

The next moment, he uttered an oath of rage. He stared over Romine's shoulder at ajumbled mass of
newspaper packets in the stolen bag.

"You - damned - fool!"

Romine quailed at the suppressed fury in those cold tones.

"They crossed us! Bartley must have switched the bags, somehow!"
"Wait! Think! Did you obey my orders? Every single one?'

"l suredid.” Rominerelated his movements. "'l gill don't understand how Bartley -



"Shut up, stupid. Bartley doesn't know his nose from his elbow. There's only one person on earth who
could have pulled thiswise sunt.”

The man'svoicewaslike athin, icy thread as he cried:
"The Shadow!"

Sam Romine shook his head obstinately. "It couldn't be. The Shadow isdead! Tip Nazo and me riddled
him with machine-gun dugsin the East River. The Shadow and that damned taxi driver of hisare at the
bottom of the East River."

"That'swhat he wants usto think, dope! Now listen. Let metalk.”

The vicious murmur of the boss hissed at Romines ear. His perfect extortion scheme had been ruined by
trickery. Theinitia attempt to bleed Hanson Bartley of fifty thousand dollars had flopped. Only the death
of The Shadow could prevent arepetition of that flop.

"I'll tell you why The Shadow isgoing to be easy to kill," theicy whisper continued. "He's stupid enough
to be honest! Unless I'm mistaken, The Shadow will return secretly tonight to Mercy Hospitdl. With him
will bethered suitcase that he wangled away from you. He will seek to return the extortion money to
Bartley. And that's going to be just too bad for The Shadow!"

"How?" Romine muttered. "I don't get the scheme.”

"No? How doesthisidea sound to you -"

Romine's eyes widened as he listened to the purring words. He began to chuckle harshly.
"Pretty damned good,” he whispered.

"Good? My friend, it's perfect!"

THE hospitd apartment of Hanson Bartley was dark. Silencefilled the darkness. The sllence was only
briefly disturbed by adight sound at the lock. Presently, the door opened.

The Shadow dipped insde.

A .45 gleamed in one of his gloved hands. The Shadow had no intention of using the wegpon. Its sole
purpose was to cow Bartley into silence in case he was tempted to ydl an darm at sght of the
black-cloaked intruder.

The Shadow's other hand held the suitcase that had been carried away from Central Park in the car
driven by Harry Vincent. In it was Bartley's rescued fifty thousand dollars.

He glided to the dark bedroom of the hospita's honorary administrator. He reached toward the bed to
awaken the deeping man.

Histouch found nothing but arumpled pillow. The bed was empty!

The Shadow uttered no sound of surprise. He turned from the empty bed. He made a swift tour of the
apartment.

Not asingle spot escaped his eye. With hisvision attuned to the darkness, The Shadow satisfied himsalf
that the entire apartment, like the bed, was empty.



He went back to the bedroom. The condition of the bed and the dimly visible furniture brought asibilant
whisper of mirth from The Shadow's lips. The sat-up suggested unmistakably that Bartley had been
surprised in his bed, attacked, kidnapped!

His pgjamaslay crumpled on thefloor. All his clothing was missing. Captors had seemingly forced
Bartley to dress, and had hurried him away. Fairly recently, too!

The Shadow's laughter deepened as his glance swung back to the money suitcase he had sought to
return. Under cover of the dark, he placed the suitcase ingde the bedroom closet of Hanson Bartley,
turned the key of the closet door on the outside. He dropped the key into his pocket.

He was ready now to turn on the bedroom light.

But he was careful about the way he did it. The bedroom doorway was closeto awal switch that
controlled the light. The Shadow crouched outside the threshold as his hand reached aong the inner wall
for the dectric switch.

The blaze of the ceiling light and the swift closing of the bedroom door occurred smultaneoudly.

In the darkness of a short corridor, The Shadow darted for Bartley's bathroom. He opened the
bathroom window dightly at the bottom.

He peered outward.

The dark bathroom concealed his presence. His eyes were able to see easily into the dimness of the
courtyard below.

It was the grassy court between two hospita wings. Down in that court - it ssemed years ago now - The
Shadow had first noticed a dangling rope hanging from an opened window of Dr. Sutton's cancer
laboratory.

A figurewas dimly visble below. The figure was staring upward at the sudden brilliance of Bartley's
bedroom.

A quick flash of light glowed from the grass. One - two! A sgna had been sent from atiny flashlight. The
direction of the gleam suggested where the unknown lookout expected an answering flash.

A reply came from awindow farther a ong the hospital wing!

Having familiarized himself with the hospita set-up in his capacity asatrustee, The Shadow was ableto
identify that room.

It was the degping quarters of Dr. Riker, the dark-complected young ambulance surgeon!

THE moment the reply signal showed at Riker's window, the figure below began to retreat swiftly across
the courtyard grass. Crouched low, he seemed to be heading for a point midway between the two wings
of the building.

Suddenly, he halted. His crouched figure dropped flat against the black turf.
The Shadow waited. Nothing happened.
Then The Shadow redlized why no further movement was visible. The thug was gone!

He had apparently vanished downward into the earth!



The Shadow was faced with a double choice. Either he had to go downstairs and investigate the crook
who had disappeared so magically in that grassy courtyard - or lose no time going after the man who had
sgnaled from the window of Dr. Riker'sroom.

The Shadow did not hesitate. He chose the latter course.

But he did not attempt to reach Riker's room through the hospita itself. To do so he would have had to
traverse corridors that were open to the public. There would be nurses on post, and orderlies, too. All of
them were on the dert for trouble since the strange death that had disrupted the calm existence of Mercy

Hospitd.
The Shadow decided on a swift roof journey.

Having extinguished the light in Bartley's bedroom, he stepped out on the broad sill of the window. A
strong, pliable rope, produced from benesth The Shadow's robe, was tossed expertly upward toward a
cornice projection of the roof.

The loop missed in the darkness. The Shadow re-coiled hisrope. He tried again.

Thistime hisaim was successful. The loop fell properly around the projection, was tightened by an expert
at ropeclimbing.

The Shadow mounted steedily upward.

Darkness shrouded his suspended figure. His black cloak merged with the blackness of thewall. From
the top-floor window to the roof was relatively a short distance. The Shadow's gloved grip caught at the
cornice.

It moved higher, secured a better hold. With aquick exertion, The Shadow chinned himsdlf. He knifed
the upper half of hisbody inward to safety.

An ingtant later, with the rope recovered, The Shadow darted on tiptoe across the roof. He was careful
to make no sound that might be audible to anyone lying awake in one of the rooms below.

Hisgoa was ashadowy blur at the other end of the wing. Thiswas the housing of an automatic elevator
shaft that served the needs of the hospital employees who were quartered in thiswing. There was aroof
exit from the elevator. Doctors and nurses used it to visit patients who, in the daytime, occupied
convalescent deck chairsin thewarm sunlight.

A glassed light in the shaft door glowed like asmall red ruby. The crimson glow indicated that the
automatic elevator was now in use. Whoever had flashed the sgnd from Dr. Riker's window was now
rapidly descending!

The Shadow's sihilant laughter indicated no worry. He watched the red bulb in the shaft's paneled door.
The moment it went out, The Shadow pressed the roof button in order to return the car aoft.

THE length of timeit took for the empty eevator to ascend told The Shadow where Dr. Riker had
alighted. He had gone dl the way down to the ground floor. He was undoubtedly aready out a courtyard
window, racing across the dark turf to rejoin his pa who had vanished so suddenly.

The Shadow again did the unexpected. He did not pursue Riker as yet. He dlighted from the elevator a
the top-floor leve.

Moving invisibly dong adimly-lighted corridor where the hospital personnel dept, he approached the



door of Dr. Riker'sroom.
The door was not closed and locked, asit normally should have been. It stood gjar.
The room'sinterior was dark. The Shadow entered. He was not surprised to find the room empty.

His quiet tug pulled down the shade on the window. The glow of The Shadow's flashlight sent atiny
beam of brightness through the darkness.

Riker's bed looked as tumbled as the onein Bartley's bedroom. But Riker had not been adeep. His
pajamas lay neatly folded on achair. He had been fully dressed before he had left thisroom.

The torch of The Shadow swept from the bed to atable. On the table was adamp ring. It was acircular
mark evidently left there by abottle. The ring wastiny, indicating asmall bottle. Its color brought a
whisper of mirth from The Shadow'slips.

It was bright gold.

The master poison stolen from Sutton had been hidden in Riker's room! Some of it had been transferred
from the stolen bottle to a smaller one!

The Shadow traced the whereabouts of that larger bottle. It was easy to do. A few drops of the golden
liquid were visible on Riker'sfloor, at the edge of the carpet. The Shadow moved the rug edge, located a
loose board in the floor.

Lifting the board, he withdrew the bottle of Sutton's master poison!
CHAPTER XIV. THE DEVIL'SOVEN

THE SHADOW'S reaction to his sinister find was a strange one. Laughter twisted hislips. It wasnot a
sound of triumph. Mockery filled it.

The Shadow's easy successin uncovering the master poison had warned him not to expect too much.
Crooks, bent on outwitting The Shadow, had meant him to find that bottle!

A glance at the pasted labdl confirmed his suspicion. It was marked: Experiment 278-B. But it was not
the inked notation that verified The Shadow's hunch about trickery. There was adight indentation &t the
label'slower |eft corner.

The Shadow, himsalf, had made the faint mark with athumbnail. He had done so when he had tested the
bottle he had examined earlier in Dr. Sutton's cancer |aboratory.

Thiswas the fake bottle left by an unknown crimina in place of the real master poison!
The Shadow made afina test. Hetried out the "poison” on living tissue.

Inacorner of Riker'sroom acanary hung from ameta bracket. The Shadow removed the cloth hood
placed over the cage at night. Gently, He scooped the drowsy canary into the hollow of his hand.

He used asmall medicine dropper. He released the bird inside the cage and closed the small door. The
canary hopped swiftly from perch to perch, twittering excitedly asif nothing had happened.

Nothing had! If the golden fluid had redly been Sutton's master poison, that canary would have died with
the speed of lightning!



The"due' wasagag! Likethe clue of the flashlight signa from the stedlthy figure down in the courtyard,
it was designed to encourage The Shadow into hasty pursuit.

The Shadow accepted the challenge!

Descending to the ground floor in the automatic elevator, he emerged cautioudy into aside corridor of
the hospitd.

At thishour of the night only asingle light burned in that long stretch of hall. There were no nurses on duty
because it was not apublic corridor. The Shadow glided swiftly aong its somber length, his eyes veering
toward each window that he passed.

Hewas not surprised to find that one of these windows was open at the bottom. He studied the rough
stone surface of thesill. A smdl piece of white thread was dimly visible. It had apparently been torn loose
by arough projection of the stone.

It was athread from asuit of hospital whites.

The Shadow was certain that aman in ahospital uniform had squirmed acrossthat sill afew moments
earlier. But he was dso certain that the white thread presented alying picture!

Oneend of it had been neatly cut with apair of scissors or asharp knife. Again The Shadow was being
handed an easy clue. A crimind, afraid that The Shadow might losethetrail, was ddliberately making
sure that The Shadow continued in quick pursuiit.

The Shadow obliged!

HE glided across the grassy courtyard outside the corridor window. He headed toward the spot where
he had observed, from above, the strange disappearance of the lookout thug.

Hedidn't have to search very long to understand how it was possible for that dy thug to vanish with such
ease. The Shadow's exploration led him to acircular plate of metal sunk neatly in the clipped expanse of
surrounding grass.

It was a manhole cover!

Lifting it, The Shadow disclosed ablack, circular shaft that led downward into darkness. The metd rungs
of avertical ladder indicated that workmen probably used this shaft for ingpection and repair.

The Shadow descended, lowering the manhole cover noisdesdy into place above hisvanishing head. The
glow of hiseectric torch blinked briefly at the bottom.

He understood at once the nature of the underground conduit in which he found himself.

Large, insulated pipesran to left and right through thistunnel that connected the hospital wings. Thetype
and the thickness of the insulation showed it to be asbestos. These pipes carried steam, generated in the
hospita's power room. Like most ingtitutions of its kind, Mercy Hospital generated its own eectrica and
steam energy.

The Shadow's brief torch flash told him in which direction histwo wily predecessors had vanished. A few
tiny clods of soft earth showed that thetrail led to theleft. That they had been dropped purposely, The
Shadow did not doubt. Walking on grass overhead, the criminal had no real reason for picking up those
innocent-looking clods of dirt on his shoes.



It was atight squeeze to crawl through the conduit benesth the faintly warm line of the asbestos-covered
steam pipes. But it was not an impaossible trip. Workmen used it for repair jobs in the conduit. The pipes
led to the cellars of variouswings.

The Shadow crept onward toward what was undoubtedly a degth trap.
He intended to enter that trap!

Soon he reached the end of the conduit. The steam pipes danted upward, disappeared through a sealed
and insulated hole in amasonry foundation wall. Below the spot where the pipes vanished was asmall
metal door.

Thisdoor led to asmall ingpection chamber where the various valves and gauges that controlled the flow
of steam were |located. From the inspection chamber, The Shadow knew, another door led inward to the
cdllar of this particular wing of the hospitd.

The Shadow stiffened himself for peril. It would probably comein theform of asilent attack. Theroar of
gunfireinside that hollow ingpection chamber might raise disagreeabl e echoes, bring prompt
investigation.

Sticking to hisrole of an over-eager dupe, The Shadow opened the metal door with aquick push. His
flashlight sent abeam acrossthe floor of the ingpection chamber.

The paleface of aman was disclosed. It was the missing Hanson Bartley!

HE lay on the concrete floor in a tiffened huddle. Ropes were tightly bound around hiswrists and
ankles. A gag covered his mouth. His eyes stared at The Shadow in shining terror.

Over the trussed captive the floor was a horizontal nest of steam pipes. The Shadow's gaze did not once
lift to those pipes. Crawling swiftly forward from the underground conduit, he bent over the hel pless body
of Hanson Bartley.

From above his head, something dropped like alooped filament from a spider'sweb. It was a garrote
cord! It circled The Shadow's bent head, began to tighten around histhroat.

The unseen killer found an unexpected obstruction to an easy job of strangulation. The gloved hand of
The Shadow was within the degth circlet of the cord!

Expecting attack from above, he was ready. His defense was as swift as the murder attack. A jerk pulled
the hidden man on the pipe above into view.

Therewas aknife flash asthe killer saw his murderoustrick countered. The knife swept vicioudy a The
Shadow's throat.

The knife did not dash through The Shadow's jugular vein. An expert at jujitsu, The Shadow had dready
applied powerful leverage.

The n flew forward over the bent head of The Shadow. With the knife still clutched tightly, he had
no time to save himself. He struck on the concrete floor with a meaty thud.

Helay there without movement.

The Shadow watched dertly, suspicious of apossum stunt. But the sight of a crimson thread trickling
from beneath the limp carcass of the crook revealed that a grim piece of justice had taken place.



Infdling with the knife clutched in his hand, the thug had landed heavily on the blade of his own wegpon.
The point had been driven deeply into hisvitas.

He was dead!

A quick scrutiny identified the criminal faceto The Shadow. Thefelow wasaprofessond killer, a
henchman of Sam Romine's. His name was Tip Nazo.

The sudden appearance of a black-cloaked phantom, followed by the death of Nazo, terrified Hanson
Bartley. He cringed as The Shadow again bent over him.

The whisper of The Shadow'slips at the ear of the honorary administrator of Mercy Hospital dowly
changed the man's glare of terror to agleam of hope. Bartley redlized that The Shadow was not an
enemy, but afriend.

He nodded, to show that he understood, and would obey the orders of The Shadow.

When his gag was removed, Bartley uttered no betraying sound. His cupped whisper at The Shadow's
ear reveded that Bartley had been kidnapped by acriminal dressed in asuit of hospital whites. His
abductor had also worn a surgica mask that covered hisface to the eyes.

"Dr. Riker!" Bartley'strembling lips whispered.

The Shadow did not reply. He removed his black cloak and broad-brimmed douch hat. Bartley
obediently donned them.

From the dead Tip Nazo, the peaked cap and the expensively tailored coat were swiftly removed.
Transferred to The Shadow, they produced asinister effect. The facial muscles of The Shadow helped to
emphasize that effect. His face seemed to sharpen under the cap's visor. In the semidarkness, Tip Nazo
seemed to live again.

The dead gangster, now wearing the discarded coat of Hanson Bartley, was | eft dying face downward.
Cords on his ankles and wrists helped to smulate ahelpless"Bartley."

Ready to match murder trickery with trickery of his own, The Shadow rapped loudly on the metdl door
that gave access from the ingpection chamber to the hospital cdllar.

"O.K.I" hegrowled. "I got him!"
THE door opened cautioudy. From the darkness of the cellar aface peered. It was Sam Romine.

Romine grinned as hisugly eyestook in the fake picture at one swift glance. He could see the trussed
"Bartley" still huddled where he had been placed as Shadow bait. He could see " The Shadow™ collapsed
on thefloor, in the custody of "Nazo."

Romine gave his supposed henchman a quick hand to help drag the captive " Shadow” into the cdllar.
Bartley, in his borrowed cloak and hat, pretended complete unconsciousness.

A single dim bulb burned in the high, whitewashed celling of the cellar. The Shadow, protected by his
role of "Nazo," was able to send alightning glance about the cellar.

He could see the bulky masses of machinery dong thewalls. The pale hue of the whitewashed walls
showed no window openings. The cdllar was completely underground.

The machines that The Shadow saw were huge dryers, ironers, washing machines. Fed by eectric



power, they took care of the mountain of soiled cotton and linen that came from the beds and tables at
Mercy Hospitd. The cdlar housed the hospita's laundry.

An oath of triumph drew The Shadow's gaze toward the center of the room. A figure was standing there,
dressed in hospital whites. Over hisface was a surgical mask that swathed him to the eyes. Those glaring
eyes gleamed with ahedll-flame of ddight. The voice behind the surgical mask was muffled.

"O.K., Romine! Get amove on, Nazo! Drag him over here!”

Thered Shadow, hel ping Romine drag the black-robed Bartley forward, had a swift chance to see what
the masked crimind intended.

Almost at his elbow was ahuge metd cylinder mounted on concrete posts. It looked like the boiler of a
locomotive. Steam fed this metal mongter, not dectricity. It was the hospital's stexilizing chamber!

Into that riveted cylinder went dl the hospital garmentsworn by physicians and nurses and orderlies.
There they were made germ-proof by live steam forced from ahundred interior vents under terrific
pressure.

The masked criminal opened the circular door of the sterilizing boiler. Rows of empty racks and shelves
were disclosed. There was ampleroom insde for the full-length body of a human being.

The masked man chuckled. He made agridy little joke:
"Let's show The Shadow what's cooking!”

Afraid torisk Bartley'slife by premature gunplay, The Shadow pretended to obey. He tugged at one of
the limp arms of the black-cloaked "victim,” while Romine tugged at the other. Hanson Bartley was
dragged forward, hislegstrailing across the concrete floor of the cdlar.

Suddenly, The Shadow pressed Bartley'swrist inasignd. At the sametime hejerked the "unconscious'
victim upright to hisfedt.

A GUN gleamed. Thefake Nazo uttered aydl of rage. He sprang close to the fake Shadow in afierce
tusdeto grab the gun. It wasimpossibleto tell in the dim light which of them wasredly pointing that gun
aoft.

A scarlet streak spat in an upward dant toward the bulb in the ceiling. The shattered light bulb exploded
into glass dugt. Blacknessfilled the cellar.

Romine grabbed in the darkness for his own gun. Helay badly jarred on the floor, where a shove had
sent him sprawling. His gun jerked into his hand. Explosions hammered from it toward the spot where he
hed last seen "The Shadow” fighting fiercely with "Nazo."

Other explosions sent scarlet streaks through the darkness. The masked supercrimind wastrying to aid
Romine to cut down their escaping captive.

The dugsroared harmlessy above the two men who had precipitated this deadly game of blindman's
buff. The Shadow and Bartley had both dropped flat to the floor at the instant the celling light was
extinguished.

They separated swiftly.

Bartley headed on hands and knees for the protection afforded by the blur of an eectric washing machine



near thewall of thecdlar.

The Shadow faded swiftly toward the tiny inspection chamber where Tip Nazo had made such abotch
of hisstrangle-cord job.

"Lightd" Romine screamed. "Turn on another light!"

The masked man was dready at awall switch. Before he could turn it on, an ominous sound made his
fumbling hand hesitate.

The mocking laughter of The Shadow was raising an eerie, pine-tingling echo in the blackness!
It was followed by aghrill cry from Sam Romine:
"Damn hissoul - I'vegot him!™

Thelaughter of The Shadow had sounded close to Romine's blinded back. Romine whirled the moment
he heard it. Heran full tilt into ahuman body!

Romine staggered asthe figure collided with him. A yell of rage burst from hislips. He clubbed wildly
with the butt of hisgun, felt the impact of askull beneath hisblow.

Thevictim of hisdugging did inertly to thefloor.

It was then that Sam Romine had uttered his savage cry of ddight to the supercrimina fumbling hafway
acrossthe cdlar at the light switch.

Another celling bulb glowed suddenly. It revealed the proof of Romine's success.

At hisfeet lay the body of The Shadow. Blood from the gun butt of Romine showed in alagged, crimson
furrow, where historn scalp had been laid open.

The masked man sprang forward in amonkeylike lesp. He seized one of the limp, trailing arms. Romine
grabbed the other.

Together, they dragged their black-robed victim to the circular door of the steam sterilizing chamber.

Headfirst, The Shadow was shoved insde. The cylinder door closed with aclang. The masked crimind
gprang to the control lever.

A gdrange, humming roar became dimly audible. It waslike the dulled hum of an enormous eectric fan.

Within the sealed cylinder, live steam was spurting from a hundred open vents. The needle of the
pressure gauge climbed. So did the temperature needle.

Sedled insde that searing hell of live steam was The Shadow's body!
CHAPTER XV. CRIME'SREWARD

FOR five hideoudy long minutes, the thrumming vibration of death roared indde the stedl cylinder.

Sam Romines mouth gaped in amerciless grin. The eyes of the crimina in the white hospital suit glinted
like ice chips above the concealing blur of hissurgica mask.

Presently the masked man busied himsdf with the mechanism of the death chamber.



The roaring rumble insde the big cylinder diminished. The needles of the indicator gauges began to drop.
Steam pressure moved toward zero. The blood-red heat indicator dowly returned to normal.

Vavesreleased the imprisoned steam. No longer invisible at the high temperature of live steam, it spat in
awhite plume from a petcock at the rear of the cylinder.

The masked man worked the mechanism that controlled the cylinder's airtight door. Hisvoice waslike
therasp of afile.

"Drag out The Shadow!"
Romine reached in, grabbed at the victim's shriveled leather shoes hauled the black-robed corpse out.
The Shadow's body dropped to the cellar floor.

It was hideoudly cooked. Itsface was puffy-red, swollen horribly. The Shadow's black douch hat lay
beside the dead body. Shrunken by the terrific hest, it looked scarcely larger than adoll's hat.

Romine chuckled. He kicked idly at the shrunken hat with histoe.

But his amusement was not echoed by his companions. The masked man had bent over the body. He
uttered achoked cry. His eyes above the white blur of his surgical mask bulged like the eyes of acrazy
man.

His victim was not The Shadow!

The masked man's choked exclamation rose to ayell of rage. Even in death the steam-cooked face of
the corpse proclaimed that trickery had robbed the crimind of hisred prey.

The dead man was Tip Nazo!

Sam Romine recognized Nazo too. Paralyzed by the discovery, he stood motionless at the shoulder of
his enraged chief. He saw degth in the eyesthat glared a him above the surgica mask. Romine quailed at
the glitter of those accusing eyes.

He started to bleat a hasty denia of any guilt for the horrible mistake that had been made.
A sound behind both men spared Romine the necessity of thinking up aquick dibi.
Sibilant laughter from the living Shadow was making an eerie echo in the dimness of the laundry cellar!

The masked criminal whirled. Gun in hand he glared toward the spot where that mocking mirth seemed
to come from. He could see nothing except the dark outline of an enormous drying machine.

Hefired into the darkness. The thwack of his bullet was lost in the explosive roar of the gun.
Nothing happened.

Flanked by the watchful Romine the masked crimina began a cautious advance.
Thejeering laughter of The Shadow whispered again!

THIStimeit came from an entirely different spot. Invisible to hisfoes, The Shadow as making swift
movesin the darkness. He was grimly maneuvering to separate Romine and the masked man in order to
make sure of capturing the latter dive.



His plan worked. Rattled by the will-o'-the-wisp mirth that shifted location so rapidly, the two crooks
began to spread apart.

The Shadow's shrewd plan of attack was spoiled by Hanson Bartley!

Hidden from sight after hisquick crawl to safety Bartley had regained some of hislost nerve. He
migudged the stuation. He thought that The Shadow wasin deadly peril.

He sprang to his feet from benegath the protective overhang of an automatic washing machine. Hisgun
blazed at the aniger figurein hospitd white.

Nervous haste ruined hisam. The dug spat harmlesdy past the shoulder of the ducking criminal.

Sam Romine's gun replied. He had an easy shot at the exposed body of Bartley. But, unlike Bartley, he
was too eager to kill to be accurate on hisaim.

Hisbullet struck, but it was not amorta hurt. Wounded in the thigh, Hanson Bartley fell to the dark floor
of thecdlar.

Romineraced closer tofire thefinishing dug.

The crash of The Shadow's .45 ended Romine's murderous rush. It wasfired at adifficult angle than the
spot where The Shadow had faded. It missed Romine's chest, ripped in adanting furrow across hisribs.

But though it was only aflesh wound, theimpact of that heavy-calibered bullet spun Romine around. He
hit thefloor asif kicked by amule.

Bartley, retrieved from desth, tried vainly to rise. He saw the white-clad master criminal race acrossthe
darkened cdllar for safety.

"Get him!" Bartley screamed to the invisible figure of The Shadow. "Don't et Riker escape!”
His cry went unanswered.

The god of thefleeing crimina wasasmal meta door in the base of the cdlar wal. It led to the
ingpection chamber for the steam pipes. Through it, the masked man intended to crawl to the conduit that
carried the steam pipes underground to other wings of the hospital.

A manhole cover would afford afina desperate exit to the open air.

Thefleeing killer didn't reach the conduit. He didn't even get into the inspection chamber. When he flung
itsmetal door open he found himself facing the blazing eyes of The Shadow!

Twin .45s emphasized a softly spoken command:
"Surrender - or die!"
For an ingtant the masked man hesitated. Then, aoruptly, al the fight went out him.

The gun dropped from his nervelessfingers. Helpless before the threat of twin automatics, his body
dumped in acknowledged defeat.

From the dim cellar area came athin cry from the wounded Bartley.

"Did you get him? Did you nab Riker?"



IINO!II

There wasironic amusement in The Shadow's reply. His gaze seemed to pierce the white surgical mask
of hispanting captive. He asked quietly:

"Don't you think it istime that you identified yoursdf properly - Mr. Verne?
As he spoke he leaned dightly forward, ripped the mask from the face of hisfoe.
THE SHADOW'S action proved the truth of hiswords. Peter Verne glared haggardly at The Shadow.

It was hard to recognize him. The normally quiet and self-assured expression of Verne's eyes had
changed to amalignant stare. Hate contorted his mouth. All the repressed viciousness of the hypocritical
hospital trustee was now revesled.

"All right! So you'vegot mel" Vernerasped. "Give me onelast break. Pull that damned trigger of yours!
Put abullet into me!”

It waslying talk, intended to suggest complete despair. Unknown to The Shadow, Verne had one last
murder trick up hisdeeve.

It wasliterdly up hisdeeve! That waswhy he had alowed both hisarmsto dangle in apparent
hopel essness at the moment of surrender.

Into one of Verne's cupped hands something small dropped while hetaked. It wasa"pam” gun. Verne's
s delong pose hid what was happening from the gaze of The Shadow.

Afraid to risk showing the palm gun for asingleingtant, Verne kept hand and wegpon close to histhigh.
The only movement he made was aswift upward flick of hiswrigt.

Hedidn't am at The Shadow. The stab of his gunfire sent asmall-cdibered bullet whizzing upward at the
ceiling directly overhead.

Aninsulated steam pipe ran itslength across the celling. The dug pierced it.
Steam roared downward under terrific pressure.

The face of The Shadow was enveloped in ahissing white cloud. It seared his skin, blinded his
suddenly-tight eyelids.

He staggered backward, one arm flung protectively in front of hisface. It gave Verne alightning chance
toflee

But Verne, desperate, preferred to kill rather than run. He saw a supreme chanceto get rid of The
Shadow. He flung himsdlf forward in attack.

In his hand was a hypo. The dender needle struck at the soft flesh of The Shadow's throat.

The needle point did not puncture the skin. The Shadow's clutch caught fiercely a the murderer'swrist.
Hetwigted it aside, tightened his bone-crunching grip.

Verne squedled in agony. The hypo fell to the concrete floor. The barrel of the plunger was smashed. A
hideous ittle puddle of liquid gold spread in athick, viscous mass.

Verne was like amadman now. He fought with tooth and nall, trying to tear himsdlf free from The



Shadow. But at close quarters The Shadow took no more chances. The butt of his .45 landed with a
jarring smash on Vernes skull.

The crimind collgpsed to the floor. He lay therein an unconscious huddle with the whites of hiseyes
showing.

Handcuffs clicked on the limp wrists of the captive murderer.

HANSON BARTLEY wasmoaning in pain at the spot where he lay wounded from Sam Romine's

bullet. The Shadow took a quick look at him, saw that he was not serioudy hurt. Not far from Bartley,
the rounded Romine lay unconscious.

The Shadow whirled. Hisface grim with purpose, he searched for still another man.

Hefound the prisoner he was seeking in adark corner of the laundry cellar. Strong hands dragged a
bound-and-gagged victim from ablack hiding place under an enormous laundry tub.

It was Dr. Riker!

The Shadow released him with afew dashes of asharp knife. Riker's dark, good-looking festures were
still paper-white with the fear of death. He could scarcely talk when The Shadow removed his gag.

"He kidnapped me - from my room. He meant to cook me aive - steam cylinder - after he finished you!"

The Shadow's shilant laughter indicated that thiswas no newsto him. He helped the fdtering figure of the
ambulance surgeon closer to the spot where the wounded Bartley lay.

Both men were stunned by the disclosure of Peter Vernes guilt. Their shock increased when The
Shadow told them of the death of Dr. Sutton in Central Park.

The Shadow ordered Riker to talk. There was comfort and reassurance in the quiet tone of hisvoice.
Riker wet hisdry lips, began to whisper weakly.

Riker had suspected Dr. Sutton right from the start. He knew that Sutton was broke, badly in need of
money.

"The poor devil lied when hetold you that | owed him money," Riker gasped. "It was Sutton who owned
me the money! The day | learned about the existence of the poison, | had gone to Sutton's |aboratory to
demand that he pay some of it back to me. Sutton had to tell me about that deadly, golden hell broth of
hisbecause | dmogt killed mysdlf right before his eyes by wetting my finger to taste some of it. He
pledged me to absolute secrecy. | agreed. | figured it was none of my affair that Sutton had discovered a
poison as aby-product of one of his many cancer experiments.”

Riker'strembling voice steadied.

"After the poison was stolen, | could think of only one answer. | figured that Sutton, heavily in debt, was
trying to shake down Bartley with... with The Shadow's help. | thought the whole murder scheme was
engineered by Dr. Sutton and... and The Shadow.

"I was sure of my suspicion when the drug room was raided by The Shadow and ahospital doctor
wesaring asurgica mask. | thought Sutton had emptied those three bottles in the dispensary room asa
blind, then had escaped with the help of The Shadow!™

The Shadow's eyes gleamed. Events, hitherto confused, were now clearer.



It was clear that the drug-room raider had been Dr. Sutton! He had made a desperate effort to cover up
the theft of his master poison. He had foolishly tried to confuse the police.

Later, Sutton had attempted to pin the guilt on Dr. Riker. He didiked Riker because of their loverivary
over apretty blond nurse. His duplicity had cost the unfortunate Sutton hislife.

The Shadow's head turned quickly. A groan had sounded nearby. Sam Romine had recovered
consciousness from the impact of the .45 dug that had wounded him.

Romine's eyes were glassy as The Shadow bent over him.

Terror flicked into the confused eyes of the wounded thug. The Shadow increased that terror with
measured words. They were not the truth but, to Romine, they seemed horribly so.

The Shadow dtated that Peter Verne had confessed, saddling Romine with the murder glint of their pawn,
Kupper. Verne had aso, The Shadow intoned, named Romine asthekiller of Dr. Sutton in Central
Park!

Rominewrithed in heplessrage.
"No!" he screamed. "Vernesaliarl HEsnot goingto lay itonme. I... I'll squed!™

Hetaked swiftly under the terror of alooming vision of the dectric chair. The Shadow listened grimly.
Every word Romine uttered was recorded for the benefit of the police by The Shadow's steady hand.

IT wasatade of patiently contrived deviltry by aman of twisted genius. Peter Verne, no longer asrich as
people assumed he was, had planned carefully to enrich himsdlf by crime. He had entered Mercy
Hospitd in order to forge an artight dibi. Hisannua hedth check made a convenient excuse.

Verne had left the hospital by way of the window of his private room. He decoyed Bartley to the empty
home of Dwight Nugent - ahouse Verne had secretly rented under the name of Albert Thomeas - and had
made his extortion proposition. Unable to climb back to his hospital room by way of the window, Verne
used an ambulance cdl to draw Dr. Riker away from the duty office at the ambulance courtyard. Thus, it
was easy for Verne to get back unseen by doctors or nurses who could have blasted his"alibi.”

Verne then sneaked a oft, stole the poison from Sutton's |aboratory, |eft afake bottle of gold-leaf
particles suspended in acohol. Heleft dso afake "burglar rope dangling from Sutton's open window.

It was Vernewho killed Kupper to end forever any chance of histaking later on!

By decoying the hal nurse away from her desk by a bell-ring from the room of another patient, Verne
was able to dip unseen into his own private room. It took only an instant to dope his own blood-tonic
medicinewith chlora hydrate. Verne used just enough to drug himself without danger. It increased his
aibi, made him seem to be a prospective victim of an unknown criminal.

Moreover, it gave Verne an excuse to refuse to pay his promised donation to the hospita - which, of
course, he had never had any intention of paying!

At the Columbus Avenue beer joint, Verne had maneuvered to wait outside in the car with Dr. Sutton.
He used athug in the guise of Dr. Riker to lure Sutton to Central Park. That gave Verne achanceto trail
Sutton and kill him after the unfortunate cancer speciaist had tried to waylay The Shadow, under the
mistaken impression that The Shadow wasthered criminal.

By the time Bartley and Cranston had reached the parked car on Columbus Avenue, Vernewas



innocently "waiting" for them. His testimony made things|ook tough for Dr. Riker!

Dr. Sutton had appeared guilty. Finding himsdlf framed for murder, worried about money matters, he had
become frantic. Thus his actions had seemed questionable. Instead of going to the policein the very
beginning, which he should have, Sutton had tried to figure out things himself - and thereby involved
himsdlf deeper in the web.

The faces of Riker and Bartley were pae with horrified understanding when the confession of Sam
Romine ended.

Romine told where the stolen bottle of the master poison had been hidden by Verne.

The Shadow would find better usefor that strange golden liquid than an implement of crime. Hewas
prepared to turn it over to the Rockefdler Indtitute for further research.

Dr. Sutton's amazing discovery had originated as a by-product of an honest experiment in cancer
research. There was aworthwhile hope that, further purified and refined, it might very well turn out to be,
ininfinitesma and rigoroudy controlled dosages, the medical world'slong-awaited cure for the scourge
of cancer.

Out of defeated crime might emerge anew hope for thousands of human sufferers the world over!

THEEND



