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The New York police are mystified by a 
serlee-ef mutdesre of prominent men. The 
principal clue to the murderer is the warn-
In* letter which le sent the victime, signed 
with a "clutching hand.'' The latest vie-
jw of the myeterloue assassin Is Taylor 
Boflm, the lnaurance president. His 
daughter, Blaine, employs Craig Ken
nedy, , the, famous sclentiflo detective, to 
try to unravel the mystery. What Ken
nedy accomplishes Is told by his friend 
Auntaon, a newspaper man, Blaine Is kid-
«aped by the Clutching Hand, but is res
cued by Kennedy, who has discovered her 
whereabouts through using third degree 
methods on one of the crooks. 
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EIGHTH EPISODE 

The Hidden Voice. 
"Jameson, wake up!" 
The strain of the Dodge case was 

'beginning to tell on me, for it was 
keeping us at work at all kinds of 
hours to circumvent the Clutching 
Hand, by far the cleverest criminal 
with whom Kennedy had ever had 
anything to do. 

•J, leaped out of bed, still in my pa-
Jamas, and stood for a moment staring 
about. Then I ran into the living 
room. I looked about, rubbing my 
eyes, startled. No one was there. 
. "Hey—Jameson—wake up!" 

It was spooky. 
"Where—the deuce—are you?" I de

manded. 
Suddenly I heard the voice again— 

»o doubt about it, either. 
"Here I am—over on the couch!" 
I scratched my head, puzzled. There 

was certainly no one on that couch. 
A laugh greeted me. Plainly, though, 

It came from the couch. I went over 
to It and, ridiculous as it seemed, be
gan to throw aside the pillows. 

There lay nothing but a little ob
long oaken box, perhaps eight or ten 
inches square at the ends. In the face 
were two peculiar square holes, and 
from the top projected a black disk, 
•bout the slee of a watch, fastened on 
a swinging metal arm. In the face of 
the disk were several perforated holes. 

I picked up the strange looking 
tiling In wonder, and from that magic 
oak bor actually came a burst of 
laughter. 

"Come over to the laboratory, right 
away," pealed forth a merry voice. 
"I've something to show you." 

"Well," I gasped, "what do you 
know about that?" 

Very early that morning Craig had 
get up, leaving me snoring. Cases 
sever wearied him. He thrived on ex-

• «Kernen t. , 
Ha bad gone over to the laboratory 

end set to work In a corner over an
other of those peculiar boxes, exactly 
#1» that which he had already left in 
«or rooms.' 

Half an hour afterward I walked 
Into the laboratory, feeling a little 
sheepish over the practical Joke, but 
none the less curious |o find out all 
aloytit 
.. tWhat ls It?" I asked, indicating the 
•piwmte»,, 

<x- "A vocaphone," he replied, still 
laughing, "the loud speaking telephone, 
the llftte box that hears and talks. 
It talks right out • In meeting, 
too—no transmitter to hold to 
the mouth, no receiver to hold to 
the ear. You > see, this trans
mitter is so sensitive that It picks up 
e^en a whisper, and the receiver Is 
plaöed back of those two megaphone-
Mho pyramids." 

He was standing at a table, careful
ly packing op one of the vocaphones 
•and a lot of wire. 

*1 believe the Clutching Hand has 
been shadowing the Dodge house," he 
continued thoughtfully. "As long as 
we watch the place, too, he will do 
nothing. But If we should seem, os
tentatiously, not Jto be watching, per
haps he may try something, and we 
may be able to get a clue to his Iden
tity over this vocaphone. See?" 

I abided. "We've got to run him 
down somehow," I agreed. 

"Tea," he said, taking bis coat and 
hat. 1 atit going to connect up one 
of these things In Mlsa Dodge's libra
ry ead arrange with the telephone 
eompany for a clear wire so that w6 
can Daten innere, where that fellow 
wittnever suspect." 

At about the same , time that Craig 
an# laallled forth on this new mis-
alef. Blalae was arranging some flow
ers'ee' a stand near the corner of the 
Dodge library where the secret panel 
•wae la wtieh her tether had hidden 
the japira for the possession of which 
thiClateblng Hand had murdered 

•he had moved away from the table, 
•ha dM so, her drees caught 

ta the woodwork She 
«• loosen It aad In ao doing 

We little metallic tortnk on 
»„drew had eaaght. ; 
/. to her utter surprise, the 

Moved  ̂lt alld «pen, ,di»ti°sln* 
. „jag »rr: 

ÜMatee took It» ameeed, lookedat It 
•'Wrmomnfi. thea carried it to a table 

IasMe were aome papers, sealed In 
an saveiops and marked "Uatpy Bed 

be the Ctatchlag «and 
to herself, 

ta doubt what to 

to ESO HIS DAYS ON UND 
Tired of 

to Retire te a 
CMokse IPirm. 

, tha deaa of the Battery 
l He says 

:a!map^Jato*dedto< have 
_ tt he eert of 

la th* days 
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She seized the telephone and eager
ly called Kennedy's number. 

"Hello," answered a voice. 
"Is that you, Craig?" she asked ex

citedly. 
"No, this is Mr. Jameson." 
"Oh, Mr. Jameson, I've discovered 

the Clutching Hand papers," she be
gan, more and more excited. 

"Have you read them?" came back 
the voice quickly. 

"No; shall I?" 
"Then don't unseal them," cautioned 

the voice. "Put them back exactly as 
you found them and I'll tell Mr. Ken
nedy the moment I can get hold of 
him." 

"All right," said Elaine. "I'll do 
that. And please get him as soon as 
you possibly can." 

"I will." 
"I'm going out shopping now," she 

returned, suddenly. "But, tell him I'll 
be right back—right away." 

"Very well." 
Hanging up the receiver, Elaine 

dutifully replaced the papers in the 
box and returned the box to its secret, 
hiding place, pressing the, spring and 
sliding the panel shut. 

A few minutes later she left the 
house in the Dodge car. 

Outside our laboratory, leaning up 
against a railing, Dan the Dude, an 
emissary of the Clutching Hand, whose 
dress now greatly belled his under
world "monniker," had been shadow
ing us, watching to see when we left. 

The moment we disappeared,- he 
raised his hand carefully above his 
head and made the sign of the Clutch
ing Hand. Far down the street, In a 
closed car, the Clutching Hand him
self, his face masked, gave an an
swering sign. 

A moment later he left the car, gaz
ing about stealthily. Not a soul was 
in sight and he managed to make his 
way to the door of our laboratory 
without being observed. 

Probably he thought that the pa
pers might be at the laboratory, for 
he had repeatedly failed to locate 
them at the Dodge house. At any rate 
he was busily engaged in ransacking 
drawers and cabinets, in the labora
tory, when the telephone suddenly 
rang. 

An instant he hesitated. Then, dis
guising his voice as much as he could 
to Imitate mine, he took up the re
ceiver. 

"Hello!" he answered. 
His face was a study in all that 

was dark as be realized that it was 
Blaine calling. He clenched his crook
ed band even more viciously. 

"Have you read them?" he asked, 
curbing his Impatience as she unsus
pectingly poured forth her story, sup-
possedly to me. 

"Then don't unseal them," he has
tened to reply. "Put them back. 
Then there can be no question about 
them. You.can open them before wit
nesses." 

For a moment he paused, then add
ed: "Put them back, and tell no 
one of their discovery. I will tell Mr. 
Kennedy the moment I can get him." 

Clutching Hand studied for a mo
ment and then grabbed the telephone 
again. • 

"Hello, Dan," he called when he got 
his number. "Miss Dodge is going 
shopping. I want you and the other 
Falsers to follow her—delay her all 
you can. Use your own judgment." 

It was what had ctyne to be known 
in his organization as the "Brother
hood of Falsers." There, in the back 
room of a low dive, were Dan the 
Dude, the emissary who had been loi
tering about the laboratory, a gun
man, Dago Mike, a couple of women, 
slatterns, one known as Kitty the 
Hawk, and a boy of eight or ten, whom 
they called Billy. 

"All right,- Chief," shouted back 
Dan, their leader, as he hung up the 
telephone after noting carefully the 
hasty instructions. "We'll do it— 
trust us." 

With alacrity the Brotherhood 
went their separate ways. 

Elaine had not been gone long from 
the "house when Craig and I arrived 
there. 

"Too bad," greeted Jennings, "but 
Miss Blaine has Just gone shopping 
and I don't know when she'll - be 
back." 

Aunt Josephine greeted us cordially, 
and Craig set down the vocaphone 
package he was carrying. 

"I'm not going to let anything hap
pen here to Miss Elaine again if I 
can help it," remarked Craig in a low 
tone, a moment later, gating about the 
library. 

"What are you thinking of doing?" 
aiked Aunt Josephine keenly. 

"I'm going to put In a vocaphone," 
he returned, unwrapping it. 
"What's that t" she asked. ^ 
"A loud speaking telephone—con

nected with my laboratory," he ex
plained, repeating what -he had al
ready told me, while she listened al
most awe-struck at the latest sclentiflo 
wonder. 

He was looking about, trying to Ag
are out Just where it could be placed 
to beet advantage. When he approached 
the salt of armor. 

"I see you have bronght It back and 

or outgoing, and Just ttpt at It until 
he was able to decide what he really 
wanted to do permanently. So, at the 
age of seventy-eight, he will become a 
farmer and chicken raiser, the New 
York correspondent of the Cincinnati 
Times-Star write«. His country es
tate, he. announces, is forty fathom 
long, over alt and about half that 
much beam He has »accessfully re
sisted all temptation to call it Snug 
Harber, and the only visible memento 
ef lU» previous eccupatioa'la life that 
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had it repaired," he remarked to Aunt 
Josephine. Suddenly his face lighted 
up. "Ah—an idea!" he exclaimed. 
"No one will ever think to look inside 
that." 

"Now, Mrs. Dodge," he said finally, 
as he had completed installing the 
thing and hiding the wire under car
pets and rugs until it ran out to the 
connection which he made with the 
telephone, "don't breathe a word of it 
—to anyone. We don't know whom 
to trust or suspect." 

Elaine's car had stopped finally at 
a shop on Fifth avenue. She stepped 
out and entered, leaving her chauffeur 
to wait 

As she did so, Dan and Billy sidled 
along the crowded sidewalk. 

Dan the Dude left Billy and Billy 
surreptitiously drew from under his 
coat a half loaf of bread. With a 
glance about, he dropped it into the 
gutter close to the entrance to 
Elaine's car. Then he withdrew a lit
tle distance. 

When Elaine came out and ap
proached her car, Billy, looking as 
cold and forlorn as could be, shot for
ward. Pretending to spy the dirty 
piece of bread in the gutter, he made 
a dive for it, just as Elaine was about 
to step into the car. 

Elaine, surprised, drew back. Billy 
picked up the piece of bread and with 
all the actions of having discovered a 
treasure began to gnaw at it vora
ciously. 

Shocked at the disgusting sight, she 
tried to take the bread away from 
him. 

"I know it's dirty, miss," whimpered 
Billy, "but it's the first food I've seen 
for four days." 

Instantly Elaine was full of sym
pathy. She had taken the food 
away. That would not suffice. 

"Wh&t's your name, little boy?" she 
asked. 

"Billy," he replied, blubbering. 
"Where do you live?" 
"With me mother and father— 

they're sick—nothing to eat—" 
He was whimpering an address far 

over on the East side. 
"Get into the car," Elaine directed. 
"Gee—but this is swell," he cried, 

with no fake, this time. 
On they went, through the tenement 

canyons, dodging children and push
carts, stopping first at a grocer's, then 
at a butcher's and a delicatessen. 
Finally the car stopped where Billy 
directed. Billy hobbled out, followed 
by Elaine and her chauffeur, his arms 
piled high with provisions. She was 
indeed a lovely Lady Bountiful as a 
crowd of kids quickly surrounded the 
car. 

In- the meantime Dago Mike and 
Kitty the Hawk had gone to a wretch
ed flat, before which Billy stopped. 
Kitty sat on the bed, putting dark 
circles under her eyes with a black
ened cork. She was very thin and 
emaciated, but it was dissipation that 
had done iL Dago Mike was corre
spondingly poorly dressed. 

He had paused beside the window 
to look out "She's coming," he an
nounced finally. 

Kitty hastily jumped into the rick
ety bed, while Mike took up a crutch 
that was standing idly in a corner. 
She coughed resignedly and he limped 
about, forlorn. They had assumed 
their parts, which were almost to the 
burlesque of poverty, when the door 
was pushed open and Billy burst in, 
followed by Elaine and the chauf
feur. 

"Oh, ma—oh, pa." he cried, running 
forward and kissing his pseudo par
ents, as Elaine, overcome with sym
pathy, directed the chauffeur to lay 
the things on a shaky table. 

Just then the door opened again. 
All were genuinely surprised this time, 

By a Sort of Instinct Kennedy 
Seemed to Recognize the Sounds. 
"Elalnel", He Exclaimed, Turning 
Pale. .•••• 45*" ;: .y,;.,: >.  ̂

for a prim, spick and span, middle-
aged woman entered. 

"I am Miss Statlstix, of the organ
ised charitie-V' she announced, look
ing around sharply. 1 saw your car 
standing outside miss, and the chil
dren below told me you were up here. 
I came up to see whether you were 
aiding really deserving poor. 

She laid a marked emphasis on the 
word, pursing up her lips. There was 
no mistaking the apprehension that 
these fine birds of prey Iliad of her, 
either. 

"Why—wh—what's the, matter?" 
aaked Elaine, fidgeting uncomfortably. 

"This man Is a gunman, that wom
an la a bad woman, the boy la BiHy 
the Bread Snatcher," ehe answered 
precisely, drawing oat a card on 

skiff, filled with dirt and blocked up 
on an even keel tifear the front gate. 
It Dan's expectations are fulfilled flow-
era will be growing la that old skiff 
next summer. * 

The ship news reporters have been 
Dan's stanch friends and admirers for 
many years. Whenever there was a 
protracted' dearth of news some tale 
about the quaint old harborman was 
sure to appear in the papers. And in 
the very hour of his final departure 
Crom the Battery basin, where he had 
bad "hi* lauding place for sixty years, 

which to record something, "and you, 
miss, are a fool!" 

There was no combating Miss Statls
tix. She overwhelmed all arguments 
by the iery exactness of her person
ality. 

Blaine departed, speechless, prop
erly squelched, followed by her chauf
feur. 

Meanwhile, a closed car, such as 
had stood across from the laboratory, 
had drawn up not far from the Dodge 
bouse. Near it was a man in rather 
shabby clothes and a vlsored cap on 
which were the words in dull gold 
lettering, "Metropolitan Window 
Cleaning company." He carried a 
bucket and a small extension ladder. 

In the darkened recesses of the car 
was the Clutching Hand himself, 
masked as usual. He had his watch 
in his hand and was giving most min
ute instructions to the window clean
er about something. As the latter 
turned to go, a sharp observer would 
have noted that it was Dan tho Dude, 
still further disguised. 

A few moments later, Dan appeared 
at the servants' entrance of the Dodge 
house and rang the bell. Jennings, 
who happened to be down there, came 
to the door. 

"Man to clean the windows," sa
luted the bogus cleaner, touching his 
hat in a way quietly to call attention 
to the words on it and drawing from 
his pocket a faked written order. 

"All right," nodded Jennings, ex-

One of the maids was sweeping in 
the ball as Dan went toward the win
dow, about to wash It 

"I wonder whether 1 locked those 
windows?" muttered Jennings, paus
ing in the hallway. "I guess I'd bet
ter make sure." 

He had taken only a step toward 
the library again when Dan watchfully 
caught sight of him. It would never 
do to have Jennings snooping around 
there now. Quick action was neces
sary. Dan knocked over a costly 
Sevres vase. 

"There—clumsy—see what you've 
done!" berated Jennings, starting to 
pick up the pieces. 

Dan had acted his part well and 
promptly. In the library Clutching 
Hand was busily engaged at that mo
ment beside the secret panel search
ing for the spring that released it. 
He ran his finger along the woodwork, 
pausing here and there without suc
ceeding. 

"Confound it!" he muttered, search
ing feverishly. 

Kennedy, having made the arrange
ments with the telephone company by 
which he had a clear wire from the 
Dodge house to his laboratory, had re
joined me there and was putting on 
the finishing touches on his installa
tion of the vocaphone. 

Every now and then he would 
switch it on, and we would listen in 
it as he demonstrated the wonderful 
little instrument to me. We had 

Kennedy Shows Elaine the Little Instrument That Saved Her Life. 

amining the order and finding it ap
parently all right. 

Dan followed him in, taking the lad
der and bucket upstairs, where Aunt 
Josephine was still reading. 

"The man to clean the windows, 
ma'am," apologized Jennings. 

"Oh, very well," she nodded, taking 
up her book, to go. Then, recalling 
the frequent injunctions of Kennedy, 
she paused long enough to speak 
quietly to Jennings. 

"Stay here and watch him," she 
whispered as she went out. 

Jennings nodded, while Dan opened 
a window and set to work. 

Elaine now decided to go home. 
From his closed car, the Clutching 

Hand gazed intently ^t the Dodge 
house. , He could see Dan on the lad
der, now washing the library window, 
his back toward him. 

Dan turned slowly and made the 
sign of the hand. Turning to his 
chauffeur, the master criminal spoke 
a few hurried words in a low tone and 
the driver hurried off. 

A few minutes later the driver 
might have been seen entering a near
by drug store and going into the tele
phone booth. Without a moment's 
hesitation he called upon the Dodge 
house, and Marie, Elaine's maid, an
swered. 

"Is Jennings there?" he asked. 
"Tell him a friend wants to speak 
to him." 

"Wait a minute," she answered. "I'll 
get him." 

Marie went toward the library, leav
ing the telephone off the hook. Dan 
was washing the "windows, half in
side. half outside the house, while Jen
nings was trying to be very busy, al
though it was apparent that he was 
watching Dan closely. 

"A friend of yours wants to speak 
to you over the telephone, Jennings," 
said Marie, as she came into the 
library. 

The butler responded slowly, with a 
covert glance at Dan. 

No sooner had they gone, however, 
than Dan climbed all the way into the 
room, ran to the door and looked after 
them. Then he ran tv the window. 
Across and down the street, the 
Clutching Hand was gazing at the 
house. He had seen Dan disappear 
and suspected that the time had come. 

Sure enough, there was the sign of 
the hand. He hastily got out of the 
car and hurried up the street All 
this time the chauffeur was keeping 
Jennings busy over the telephone with 
some trumped-up story. 

As the master criminal came in by 
the ladder through the open window, 
Dan was on guard, listening down the 
hallway. A signal from Dan, and 
Clutching Hand slid back of the por
tieres. Jennings was returning. 

*Tve finished these windows," an
nounced Dan as the butler reappeared. 
"Now, HI clean the hall windows." 

Jennings followed like a shadow. 
No sooner had they gone than 

Clutching Hand stealthily came from 
behind the portieres. 

he furnished one of the remarks for 
which he la famous. 

"Come to tMsk of It," said he earn
estly, "I never did keer much about 
the water." 

The History of Other Countries. 
It Is not at all the history of our 

own country which la all-Important, 
overshadowing an the rest, not the his
tory of the times nearest to our own. 
says Frederic Harrison. ... If his
tory be the continuous biography of 
the . . . haiaan race. It may wen 

heard the window cleaner and Jen: 
nings, but thought nothing of it at 
the time. 

Once, however, Craig paused, and I 
saw him listening more intently than 
usual. 

"They've gone out," he muttered, 
"but surely there is some one in the 
Dodge library." 

"I listened, too. The thing was so 
sensitive that even a whisper could 
be magnified, and I certainly did hear 
something. 

Kennedy frowned. What was that 
scratching noise? Could it be Jen
nings? Perhaps it was Rusty. 

Just then we could distinguish a 
sound as though someone had moved 
about. 

"No—that's not Jennings," cried 
Craig. "He went out" 

He looked at me a moment. The 
same stealthy noise was repeated. 

"It's the Clutching Hand!" he ex
claimed excitedly. 

A moment later Dan hurried into 
the Dodge library. 

"For heaven's sake, Chief, hurry!" 
he whispered hoarsely. "The Falsers 
must have fallen down. The girl her
self is coming!" 

Dan himself had no time to waste. 
He retreated into the hallway just as 
Jennings was opening the door for 
Elaine. 

Marie took her wraps and left her, 
while Elaine handed her numerous 
packages to Jennings. 

Dan watched every motion. 
"Put them away, Jennings," she 

said softly. 
Jennings had obeyed and gone up

stairs. Elaine moved toward the li
brary. Dan took a quiet step or two 
behind her, in the same direction. 

In the library Clutching Hand was 
now frantically searching for the 
spring. He heard Elaine coming and 
dodged behind the curtains again just 
as she entered. 

With a hasty look about, she saw 
no one. Then she went quickly to the 
panel, found the spring and pressed 
it So 'many queer things had hap
pened to her since she went out that 
she had begun to worry over the safe
ty of the papers. 

The panel opened. They were there, 
all right She opened the box and 
took them out, hesitating to break the 
seal before Kennedy arrived. 

Stealthy and tigerlike, the Clutch
ing Hand crept up behind her. As he 
did so, Dan gazed In through the por
tieres from the hall. 

With a spring, .Clutching Hand 
leaped at Elaine, snatching at the pa
pers. Blaine clung to them tenacious
ly, in spite of the surprise, and they 
struggled for them, Clutching Hand 
holding one hand over her mouth to 
prevent her screaming. Instantly Dan 
was there, aiding his chief. 

"Choke her! Strangle her! Don't 
let her scream!" he ground out. 

They fought viciously. Would she 
succeed? It was two desperate, un
scrupulous men against one Hail girl. 

Suddenly, from the man in armor 

be that the history of remoter times, 
which have the least 'resemblance to 
our own. may often be the more valu
able to us, as correcting national prej
udices and the narrow Ideas bred In 
us by daily custom. . . . The his
tory of other races, and of different 
customs, may be of all things the best 
to correct our . . . vanities, and 
our conventional prejudices. We have 
indeed to know the history of our own 
country, of the latter ages. But the 
danger is, that we may know, little 
other history. fei 

i 

in the corner, as it by a miracle, came 
a deep, loud voice. 

"Help! Help: Murder! Police! 
They are strangling me!" 

The effect was terrific. 
Clutching Hand and Dan, hardened 

in crime as they were, fell back, 
dazed, overcome for the moment at 
the startling effect. 

They looked about. Not a soul. 
Then, to their utter consternation, 

from the helmet again came the deep, 
vibrant warning. 

"Help! Murder! Police!" 
Kennedy and I had been listening 

over the vocaphone, for the moment 
nonplused at the fellow's daring. 

Then we heard from the uncanny 
instrument: "For Heaven's sake. 
Chief, hurry. The Falsers have fallen 
down. The girl herself is coming!" 

What it mean* we did not know. But 
Craig was almost beside himself, as 
he ordered me to get the police by tel
ephone, if there was any way to block 
them. Only instant action would count, 
however. What to do? 

We could hear the master crim
inal plainly fumbling now. 

"Yes, that's the Clutching hand," he 
repeated. 

"Wait," I cautioned, "someone else 
is coming!" 

By a sort of instinct he seemed to 
recognize the sounds. 

"Elaine!" he exclaimed, paling. 
Instantly followed, in less than I 

can tell it, the sounds of a suppressed 
shuffle. 

"He has seized her—gagged her," 
I cried in an agony of suspense. 

We could now hear everything that 
was going on in the library. Craig 
was wildly excited. As for me, I was 
speechless. Here was the vocaphone 
we had installed. It had warned us. 
But what could we do? 

I looked blankly at Kennedy. He 
was equal to the emergency. 

He calmly turned the switch. 
Then, at the top of his lungs he 

shouted: "Help! Help! Police! They 
are strangling me!" 

I looked at him in amazement. What 
did he think he could do—blocks 
away? 

"It works both ways," ne muttered. 
"Help! Murder! Police!" 

We could hear the astonished curs
ing of the two men. Also, down the 
hall, now, we could hear footsteps ap
proaching in answer to his call for 
help—Aunt Josephine, Jennings, Marie 
and others, all shouting out that there 
were cries in the library. 

"The deuce! What is it?" muttered 
a gruff voice. 

"The man in armor!" hissed Clutch
ing Hand. 

"Here they come, too, Chief!" 
There was a parting scuffle. 
"There—take that!" 
"A loud metallic ringing came from 

the vocaphone. 
Then silence! 
What had happened? 
In the library, recovering from their 

crock of surprise, Dan cried out to 
the Clutching Hand. "The deuce! 
What is it?" 

Then looking about, Clutching 
Hand quickly took in the situation. 

"The man in armor!" he pointed 
out. 

Dan was almost dead with fright 
at the weird thing. 

"Here they come, too, Chief," he 
gasped, as, down the hall he could 
hear the family shouting out that 
someone was in the library. 

With a parting thrust Clutching 
Hand sent Elaine reeling. 

She held on to only a corner of the 
papers. He had the greater part of 
them. They were torn and destroyed, 
anyway. 

Finally, with all the venomousnesa 
of which he was capable. Clutching 
Hand rushed at the armor suit, drew 
back his gloved fist, and let it shoot 
out squarely in a vicious solar plexus 
blow. 

"There—take that!" he roared. 
The suit rattled furiously. Out ol 

it spilled the vocaphone, with a bang 
on the floor. 

An instant later those In the hall 
rushed in. But the Clutching Hand 
and Dan were gone out of the win
dow, the criminal carrying the greater 
part of the precious papers: 

Some ran to Elaine, others to the 
window. The ladder had been kicked 
away, and the criminals were gone. 
Leaping into the waiting car, they had 
been whisked away. 

"Hello! Hello! Hello!" called a 
voice, apparently from nowhere. 

"What is that?" cried Elaine. 
She had risen by this time, and was 

gazing about, wondering at the strange 
voice. Suddenly her eye fell on the 
armor scattered all over the floor. 
She spied the little oak box. 

"Elaine!" 
Apparently the voice came from 

that. Besides if had a familiar ring 
to her ears. 

"Yes—Craig!" she cried. 
"That is my vocaphone—the little 

box that hears and talks," came back 
to her. "Are you all right?" 

"Yes—aU right—thanks to the voca
phone." 

She had understood in an instant. 
She seized the helmet and breastplate 
to which the vocaphone still was at
tached and was holding them close to 
herself. 

Kennedy had been calling and lis
tening intently over the machine, won
dering whether it had been put out of 
business in some way. 

"It works—yet!" he cried excitedly 
to me. 

"Blaine!" 
"Yes, Craig," came back over the 

faithful little Instrument. 
"Are you all right?" : 
"Yes—all right." 
"Thank heaven!" breathed Craig, 

pushing me aside. 
, Literally he kissed that vocaphone 
as if it had been human! 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

i Not a Full Explanation. 
The manifestation called heat la 

with humans and most other animal* 
a sensation Indescribable. From the 
time of Demoerltus and Bpicurus, and 
far back of that, the mystery of the 
source of heat was hotly discussed. 
As time flew on and on the mystery 
was segregated into learned words, 
and Sir Humphry Davy explained It 
all by saying that heat was merely the 
vibration of corpuscles of the body. 
He did not tell of the origin of the 

\ corpuscle* or why they vibrated. 

HOMES' AND 'HOUSES' 

TERMS THAT ARE NOT BY ANY 

MEANS SYNONYMOUS. 

Most Women Understand the Differ
ence and Know It Is Their Task 

to Create Atmosphere Making 
for Happiness. 

Home-making is an exquisite art. Let 
us hope that we are not in danger of 
losing it. When people live in a flat (or 
eight months of the year; in a shack 
or a cramped boarding house for four; 
change their legal residence every few 
years, and spend most of their hours 
of recreation in getting as far away 
from home as possible in an automo
bile, home seems like a vanishing 
memory. 

Apparently some people do not even 
understand what "home" means. They 
come into your living room and say, 
"What a beautiful home you have!" 
They mean what a beautiful house you 
have; they know nothing about your 
home. 

A home is not merely a house; it is 
an Atmosphere, a feeling. It is a place 
full of beloved associations, where you 
can wear old clothes, and think old 
thoughts, and hear familiar voices 
without hearing them. You can be 
happy there, and be comfortably un
happy, be thoroughly unpleasant even, 
and know that those you love will 
think no worse of you than they do al
ready. 

Luxury cannot make a home, nor 
can books, or pictures, or rugs, or 
bric-a-brac. A cat, a canary, two ger
aniums, a Bible, and an old rocking-
chair may make one of the loveliest: 
homes in the world. At the same time, 
a home is not necessarily happy be
cause it is the house of poverty, as 
some would have us believe. 

The art of creating home atmos
phere is wholly the art of woman, 
and she has none more charming. 
Mere care will not do it, or mere neat
ness and tidiness; indeed, those things 
sometimes work the other way. The 
love of prettiness will not do it; good 
cooking will not do it, although it is a 
mighty help. Even being gay and 
merry and kindly yourself is not quite 
enough, although it helps even more 
than the cooking. 

Success in home-making, as in every
thing else, requires that you shall feel 
a real joy in your work. If it is a 
drag, if it is an irksome duty, if your 
mind is on 1,000 outside things that 
are not home, you cannot make home 
what it should be. 

Not that the home-maker should 
think of nothing else. That is neither 
desirable nor possible. But the wom
an whose first pleasure is to create' 
that beautiful thing, home, will be a 
precious and permanent influence not 
only to her own family, but to all her 
household, to all her guests, to the 
whole community in which she lives. 
—Youth's Companion. 

Child Interrupts Fierce Battle. 
During a battle fought on a hilltop 

in France the attacks of the Germans 
becamd so fierce that little ground re
mained between the two enemies. 
The French finally were compelled to 
retire and sought refuge in a neigh
boring village. -From a small house 
a little girl came out with a cat 
clasped in her small arms. With 
surprised eyes she looked at the sol
diers. When the Germans entered the 
village a captain, observing the child, 
carried her safely to the other side 
of the road. The French had hidden 
behind a fence and noticed that the 
Germans were surrounding the child. 
Suddenly a shot was fired. A German 
fell. His comrades pushed on. The 
fight continued. Two • days later the 
German captain wrote to his wife: 
"The guns of the French, the heroism 
of the enemy did not stop us, but an 
innocent, child. I believe that if men 
could retain the innocence and purity 
of a child we all would be best pro
tected." 

Work for Women. 
Necessity is forcing women into all 

the so-called "gainful occupations." 
There is hardly an occupation listed 
In 1910 census for the United States 
in which woman is not represented. 
Woman's presence in some comes with 
the effect' of a shock to those who 
fondly dreaig that every woman has a 
home and her place Is in it There 
are, for instance, 77 woman lumber
men (raftsmen and woodchoppers) n 
the United States. There are 2,550 
woman stock herders and raisers, 45 
quarry operators, 31 blacksmiths, 15 
brick and stone masons and 44 long- -
shoremen. Many women have trav
eled far up the road to success in 
their work. Ten womer. head iron 
foundries. There are 325 woman 
bankers and 1,347 bank cashiers. 
Nearly a thousand women are whole
sale dealers. One woman is listed as 
a railroad official. Three are proprie
tors of grain elevators. 

Lightning Steals Wrench. 
During a Chundershower in South 

Egremont, Mass., lightning stole a 
monkey wrench from C. B. Chase, pro
prietor of a garage, and it cannot be 
found. Mr. Chase picke«, up the 
wrench to tinker with an automobile, 
when along came a terridc bolt and, 
quick as a flash, took it from Lis hand. 
While the bolt was "monkeying" 
around in the garage it keeled over 
Frank A. Chase, son of the proprietor. 
The father and son, neither of whom 
was seriously hurt, have searched the 
garage from cellar to roof for the 
wrench without avail. A house and 
several trees in the center of the 
town also were struck. 

A Nice Business. 
"I think 111 go into the real estate 

business." 
"Looks good to you, eh?"-* - /r 
"Yes; the real setate business 

seems to be one In which two men can 
swap property and both • make 
money." 

» 
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Plenty of Space. ^ -A, 
Penman—What's your brother doing *%- * 

•J»W ?  
Wright—Oh, he's a space writer. M3 «5 

'"Space writer?" " iWlfesMi 
"Yes, he's writing up astronomy." | 


