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SYNOPSIS.

The formation of a partneraship as pro-
feasor wnd alde tn crime sclencg between
Cralg Kennedy, university chemlstry pro-
fessor, and Whalter Jameson, newspaper
mun, I8 at once followed by thelr hecom-
Ing interested in o seriea of murders by
& master criminal who leaves no other
elue to his 'dentity than the sign manual
of a "Chitehing Hand.," Elaine Dodge,
whosa fiatlor |8 one of the lateat vietims
of the mysterlous murderer, witnisses
the beginning of Kennedy's scientific in-
vestigation of the murder

SECOND EPISODE

The “Twilight Sleep.”

Kennedy had thrown himsell whole-
heartedly into the solution of the mys-
terious Dodge case

Far into the night, after the chal-
lenge of the forged finger print, he
continued at work, endeavoring to ex-
tract a clue from the meager evl
dence—a bit of cloth and trace of poi-
son already obtained from other cases.

We dropped around at the Dodge
house the next morning. Early though
it was, we found Elaine ~ trifle paler,
but more lovely than ever, and Perry

Bennett, themselves vainly endeavor-

ing to solve the mystery of the Clutch-
ing Hand.

They were at Dodge’s desk, she In |

the big desk chair, he standing beside
her looking over some papers.

“There's nothing there,” Bennett
was saying as we entered.

I could not help feellng that he was
gazing dewn at Elalne a bit more ten-
derly than mere business warranted.

“Have you—found anything?"’ que-

ried Elaine anxiously, turning eagerly |

to Kennedy.

“Nothing—yet,” he answered, shak-
ing his head, but conveying a qulet
fdea of confldence in his tone,

Just then Jennings, the butler, en-
tered, bringing the morning papers.
Elaine seized the Star and hastily
opened it. On the first page was the
story 1 had telaphoned down very late
in the hope of %etching a last ity
edition.

We all bent over and Cralg read
aloud:

“CLUTCHING HAND"
STILL: AT LARGE

New York's Master Criminal Remains
Undetected—Perpetrates New Dar-
ing Murder and Robbery on Mil-
lionaire Dodge.

He had secarcely finished reading

the brief but alarming news story that |

followed and laid the paper on the
desk when a stone came smashing
through the window from the street.

Startled, we all jumped
feet,
Not a soul was in sight!

He stooped and plcked up the stone.
To it was attached a piece of pa-
per. Quickly he unfolded It and
read:

“Craig Kennedy will give up his |

search for the ‘Clutching Hand'—or
die!"”

Later 1 recalled that there seemed
to be a slight noise downstalrs, as if
at the cellar window, through which
the masked man had entered the
night before

In point of fact, one who had been
outalde at the time might actually

have seen a sinister face at that cel- |

lar window, but to us upstairs it was
invisible. The face was that of the
servant, Michael

' Without another word Kennedy
Euaed fnto the drawing room and
took his hat sand coat. Both Elaine
and Bennett followed.

“I'm afrald I must ask you to ex-
cusp me—for the present,” Craig
apologized.

Elaine looked at him anxiously.

“Yéi—you wili not let that letter
{ntimidate you?" she pleaded. laying
her soft white hand on his arm. "Oh,
Mr. Kennedy,” she added, bravely
keeping back the tears, "avenge him!
All the money In the world would be
too little to pay—If only—"

At the mere mention of money Ken-
nedy's face seemed to cloud, but only
for a moment.

“I'll try,” he said simply.

Elaine did not withdraw her hand
as she continued to look-up at him.

“Miss Dodge,” he went on, hils volce
steady, as though he were repressing
gomething, “I will never take another
case untll the ‘'Clutching Hand® is
captured.”

The look of gratitude she gave him
would bave peen r princely reward

in itsel?
. . » . . . .

It was some time after these events
that Kennedy, reconstructing what
pad happened, ran across, .0 a strange

to our |
Cralg hurried to the window. |

| way which | peed not tire the reader
| by telling, a Doctor Haynes, head of
the Hillside Sanitarium for Women,
whose story | shali relate substan-
tially as we received it from his own
lips:

It must have been that same night a
distinguished visitor drove ufp In a cab
to our Hillgide sanitarium, rang the
bell and was admitted to my office

| am, by the way, the superintending
physician, and that night 1 was sitting
with Doctor Thompsen, my assistant,
in the office discudsing a rather inter-
esting case, when dn attendant came
in with a card and handed it to me. It
read simply, “"Dr. Ludwig Reinstrom,
Coblenz.”

“Hera's Reinstrom,

that Doctor

Thompson, about whom my friend in |

Germany wrote the other day,” 1 re-
marked, nodding to the attendant to
admit Doctor Reinstrom.

I might explain® that while 1 was
abroad some time ago 1 made a par-
ticular study of the “Dasmmerschlaf"”
—otherwise, the “twilight sleep'—at
Freiburg where it was developed, and
at other places In Germany where the
subject had attracted great attention.
I was much impressed and had im-
ported the treatment to Hillside.

While we waited I reached into my
desk and drew out the letter to which
I referred, which ended, I recall:

“As Doctor Reinstrom is in Amer-
fea, he will probably eall on you I
am sure you will be glad to know him.

"With kindest regards, 1 am,

“Fraternally yours,
EMIL SCHWARZ, M. D,
“Director, Leipsic Institute of Medi-
cine.”

“Most happy to meet you, Doctor
Reinsgtrom,” I greeted the new arrival,
as he entered our office.

For several minutes we sat and
chatted of things medical here and
abroad.

“What is it, doctor,” 1 asked finally,
“that f=tcrests you most in A

“Oh,” he replied quickly with an ex-
pressive gesture, “it Is the broadmind
| edness with which you adopt the best
from all over the world, regardless of

prejudice. For {instanee, I am very
much intereste® in the new ‘twilight
sleep.' Of course, you have borrowed
it largely from us, but it interests me
to see whether you have modified it
with practice. In fact, I have come to

Hillside sanitarium particularly to see |

it used. Perhaps we may learn some-
thing from you.”

It was most gracious, and both Doe- |

tor Thompson and myself were
charmed by our visitor. I reached over
and tbhuched a call
head nurse entered from a rear room,

“Are there any operatlons going on
now?" I asked.

She looked mechanically at her
watch. “Yes, there are two cases, now,
I think,” she answered. ‘

“Would you like to follow our tech-
nique?’ I asked, turning to Doctor
Reinstrom. .

“l should be dellghted,” he acgul-
esced.

A moment later we passed down the

| eorridor of the sanitarium, still chat- |
| ting. At the door of a ward 1 spoke

to the attendant, who indicated that a
patient was about to be anesthetlized,
and Dootor Reinstrom and 1 entered
the room,

There, in perfect qniet, which {8 an
essential part of the treatment, were
several woman patients lying In bed

| in_the ward. Before us two nurses and

a doctor were In attendance on one.

I spoke to the doctor, Doctor
Holmes, by the way, who bowed polite-
ly to the distinguished Doctor Rein-
strom, then turned quickly to his work.

“Miss Sears,” he asked of one of the
nurses, “will you bring me that hypo-
dermic needle?"

“You will see, Doctor Reinstrom,” I
injected in & low tone, “that we follow
in the main your Freiburg treatment.
We use scopolamin and narkophin.”

I held up the bottle, as I said it, &
ratfer pecullar shaped bottle, too.

“And the paln?’ he asked.

“Practically the same as in your ex-
perience abroad. We do not render
the patient wnconsclous, but prevent
her from remembering anything that
goes on."”

Doctor Holmes, the attending physi-
¢lan, was just starting the treatment.
Filling his hypodermie, he selected a
spot on the patient’'s arm where It
had been scrubbed and sterilized, and
injected the narcotio

“And you say they have no recol-
lection of anything that bhappens?”
asked Heinstrom.

“Absolutely none—if the treatment
is given properly,” 1 replied, con-
fidentlv

?hl it and ; o

button and our |

| “Yes—hello,
| ing, Miss De®e.”
| He was hurrying along as if to give

*Wonderful'™ sjaculated Relnstrom
&g we lelt the room

Now comes the strange part of
s After Relustrom had gone
tor Holmeg, the attending physician
of the woman whom he had seen
thetised, missed nis syriuge and
bortle of scopolamin

Holmes, Miss Sears and Miss Stern
all hunted. but it could not be found.
Others had to be procured

I thought little of it at the time, but
since then it nas occurred to me that
it might interest you, Professor Ken

my
story Doc

Anes.

the

nedy, and 1 give it to you for what it

ma. be worth.
. L] . [ ] L] . .
It was early the next morning that 1
awoke to find Kennedy already up and
gone from our apartment. J knew he
must be at the lavoratory, and, gather-

ing the mail, which the postman had |
just elipped through the letter slot, 1 |

went over to the university to see him.
A8 ] looked over the letters to cull
out my own one in a woman's hand-
writing on attractive note paper ads
dressed to him caught tmy eve
AB | came up the path to tue chem-
istry building 1 saw through the win-
dow that, in spite of his getting there
early, he was finding it diffcult to keep
his mind on his work. It was the first
time | had ever known anything to
interfere with science in his life.
"Well,” | exclaimed as |
“you are the early bird. Did you have
Any breakfast?”
I tossed down the letters. He did
| not reply. Bo 1 became absorbed in
the morning paper. Still, 1 did not
{ neglect to watch him covertly out of
the corner of my eve, Quickly he ran
aover the letters, instead of taking
them, one by one, in his usual method-
| feal way. 1 quite complimented my
| superior acumen. He selected the
| dainty note.
A moment Craig looked at it in an-
ticipation, then tore It open eagerly.
1 wes still watching his face over the
top of the paper and was surprised to
| 8ee that it showed, first, amazement,

then pain, as though something had
b hurt him.

He read it again—then

strajght ahead, as if in a daze.

Suddenly he fumped up, bringing his
tightly clenched fist down with a loud
clap into the palm of his hand.

"By heaven!" he exclalmed, “I—I
| wilnt®

He strode hastlly to the telephone.
Almost angrily he seized the receiver
and asked for a number.

“Wh-what's the matter, Cralig!” 1
blurted out eagerly.

Ag he waited for the number, he
threw thesletter over to me. I took

o

looked

“Professor Craig Kennedy,

“The University, The Heights, City.
| “Dear Bir:
|~ “I have come to the conclusion that

vour work 1s a hindrance rather than

an assistance in clearing up my
| father’'s death, and 1 hereby beg to
| state that your services are no longer
| reaquired. This ie a final decision, and
1 that you will not try to see me
agaln regarding the matter,

“Very truly yours,
"ELAINE DODGE.”

If it had been a bomb I could not
have been more surprised.

1 could not make it out

Kennedy fmpatiently worked the ra
| celver up and down, repeating the
| number, “Hello—hello,” he repeated.
I8 Miss—oh-—good morn-

' her no chance to cut him off. *“1 have

just received a letter. Miss Dodge, tell-
fng me that you don’t want me to con-

tinue Investigating your father's death,
and not to try to see you again
about—"

He stopped. 1 could hear the reply.

“Why—no—Mr. Kennedy, 1 have
written you no letter.”

The look of mingled relief and sur-
prige that crossed Cralg's face spoke
volumes.
| “Miss Dodge,” he almost shouted,
“this 18 & new trick ot the ‘Clutching
Hand.,! I—1I'll be right over.’

Craig hung up ‘he reeciver and
turned from the telephon=. ®vidently
he was thinking deeply. Suddenly his
face seemed to light up. He made up
his mind to something, and a moment
later he opened the c@binet—that in-
exhaustible storehouse from which he
seemed to draw welrd and curious in-
struments that met the ever new prob-
lems which his gstrange profession
brought to him.

I watched curlonsly. He took out a
bottle and what loocked llke a little
hypodermic syringe, thrust them into
his pocket and, for once, oblivious to
my very existence, deliberately walked
out of the laboratory.

I did not propose to be thus cava-
Herly dismisged.. 1 suppose it would
have looked ridiculous te a third par-
ty, but I followed him as hastily as it
he had tried to shut the door on his
own shadow.

We arrived at the corner above the
Dodge heuse just in time to see anoth-
er visitor—Hennett—enter.

“And, Perry,” we heard Elalne say,
as we were ushered in, “someone has
even forged my name--the handwrit.
ing and everything—telling Mr. Ken-
nedy to drop the case—and [ never

knew.”
She etopped a8 we entered

“That's the lhmit!” exclaimed Bomy

entered, |

There Were Marks of a Jimmy on the Window.

nett, “Miss Dodge has just been tell-
Ing me—"

“Yes,” Interrupted Craig.
Miss Dodge, this is it.”

He handed her the letter. She al-
most seized it, examining it carefully,
her large eyes opening wlider in won-
der.

“This Is certainly my writing and
my note paper,” she murmured, “but
1 never wrote the letter!”

Craig looked from the letter to her
keenly. No one said a word, For
a moment Kennedy hegitated, think-
ing.

“Might I—er—see your room, Miss
Dodge?”' he asked at length.

“Why, certainly,” nodded Elaine, as
she lead the way upstairs.

It was a dainty little room, breath-
ing the spirit of {fs mistress. In fact,
it seemed a sort of profanity as we
all followed In after her. For a mo-
ment Kennedy stood still, then he
carefully looked about. At the side
of the bed, near the head, he stooped
and picked up something which he
held in the palm of his hand. |
hent nver Something gleamed in the
morning sunshine—some little thin
pleces of glass. As he tried deftly to
fit the tiny little bits together he
seemed absorbed in thought. Quick-
l¥ he raised it to his nose, as if to
smell it.

“Ethyl chloride!” he muttered,
wrapping the pieces carefully in a
paper and putting them inside hls |
pocket,

An instant later he crossed the
rocm to the window and examined it

“Laook!™ he exclaimed

There, plainly, were marks of a
jimmy which had been Inserted near
the lock to pry it open.

“Miss Dodee,” he asked, "might 1—
might | trouble you to let me see
your arm?”

Wonderingly she did so, and Ken. |
nedy bent almost reverently over
her plump arm examining it.

On it was a small dark discolora-
tion, around which was a slight red-
ness and tenderness.

“That, he said slowly, "is the
mark of a hypodermic needle."

As he finished examining Klaine's
arm he drew the letter from his pock-
et Still facing her he said in a low |
tone, “Miss Dodge—you did write this
letter—but under the influence of the
new ‘twilight slecp.'"

“Why, Cralg,” 1 exclaimed excited-
ly, “what do you mean?"

“Exactly what 1 say. With Miss

Dodge's permission 1 shall show you.
Hy a small aoministration of the drug,

which will injure you in no way, Miss
Dodge, 1 think 1 can bring back the
memory of all that occurred to you
last night. Will you allow me?"

“Mercy, no!" protested her Aunt Jo-
sephine, who had entered the room.

“l want the experiment to be tried,”
Elaine sald quietly.

A moment 1ater Kennedy had placed
her on a8 couch in the corner of the
reom.

“Now, Mrs, Dodge,” he sald, “please
bring me a basin and a towel.”

Aunt Josephine, reconeiled, brought
them. Kennedy dropped an antisep-
tic tablet into the water and care-
fully sterilized Elaine's arm just above
the spot where the red mark showed.
Then he drew the hypodermic from
his pocket—carefully sterilized it,
also, and filling it with scopolamin
from the bottle.

“‘Just a moment, Miss Dodge,” he
euncouraged, as he jabbed the needle
{into her arm.

She did not winee.

“Please lie back on the eouch,” he
directed. Then turning to us he add-
ed, “It takes some time for this to
work Our criminal got over this fact
and prevented an outery by using |
sthyl chloride firet. Let me recon- |

"Took,

gtruct the scene.”

As we watched Elaine golng under
s'owly Cralg talked.

“That night,’ he said, “warlly, the
masked criminal of the ‘Clutching
Hand,” bent over, his arm crooked,
might have been seen down below ua
in the ally. Up here, Miss Dodge.
worn out by the gtrain ot her father's
death, let ug say, was nervously try-
ing to read, to do anything that would
take her mind off the tragedy. Per-

haps she fell asleen
Just then tne Clutching Hand ap-

peared. He came stealthily through
that window, which he had opened. A
moment he hesitated, seeing Elaine
asleep. Then he tiptoed over to the
bed, let us say, and for a moment
looked at her, sleeping.

A second later he had thrust his
hand into his pocket and had taken out
a small glass bulb with a long thin
neck. That was ethyl chloride—a
drug which produces a quick anesthe-
gla. But it lasts only a minute or two.
That was enough. As he broke the
glass neck of the bulb—letting the
pleces fall on the floor near the bed—
he shoved the thing under Hiaine's
face, turning his own head away and
holding a handkerchief over his own
nose. The mere heat of his hand is
enough to cause the ethyl chloride to
spray out and overcome her instantly.
He steps away from her a moment and
replaces the now empty vial in his
pocket.

“Then he took a box from his pocket,
opened it. There must have been &
syringe and a bottle of scopolamin.
Where they came from | do not know,
but perhaps from some hospital., I
shall have to find that out later. He
went to Elaine, quiekly jabbing the

needls, with no resistance from her

now, Slowly he replaced the bottle
and the neadle in his pocket. He
could not have been in any hurry now,
for it takes time for the drug to
work "

Kennedy paused. Had we known at
the time, Mlchael—he of a sinister
face—must bave been in the hallway

| that night, careful that no one saw

him. A tap at the door and the
“Clutching Hand” must have beckoned
him. A moment's parley and they sep-

| arsted—"'Clutching Hand" going back

to Elaine, who wus now under the in-
fluence of the second drug.

“Our eriminal” resumed Kennedy
thoughtfully, “may have shaken
Elaine. She did not anawer. Then he
may have partly revived her. She
must have been startled. ‘*Clutehing
Hand,’ perhaps, was half crouching,
with a big ugly blue steel revolver
leveled full in her face.

“'One word and I shoot!' he prob-
ably cried, ‘Get up!

“Trembling, she must have done so.
‘Your elippers and a kimono, he
would naturally have ordered.  She
put them on mechanieally. Then he
must have ordered her to go out of
the door and down the stairs, ‘Clutch-
ing Hand' must have followed, and as
he did so he would have cautiously put
out the lights.”

We were following, spellbound, Ken~
nedy's graphic reconstruction of whak
must have happened Evidently he
had struck close to the truth. Elaine's
eyes were closed. Gently Kennedy led
her along. “Now, Miss Dodge,” he ens
couraged, “try—try hard to recolleck
just what it was that happened las
night—everything."

As Kennedy paused after his quick
recital, she seemed to tremble all over.
Slowly she began to speak We stood
awestruck, Kennedy had been right!

The girl was now living over agaln
thogse minutes that hed been forgote
ten—blotted out by the drug.

And it was all real to her, too—tar
ribly real. She was speaking, plainly
in cerror.




