:, ~ SECOND EPISODE
g> - Tha “Twilight Sleep.”
Keunedy had thrown himsall whole
tedly tuto the solutifon of (he mys
 Far into the night, after the chalk
e jenge of the forged fAnger print, he
L eemtinued af work, endeavoring to s
. et u clus from the meager ovi
j" dence—a bit of cloth and trace of pol-
d son already obtained from other eapes.
' We dropped around at the Dodge
" ‘bours the noxt morning. Barly though
1t wae, we found Elalne r trifie paler,
1 but more lovely than sver, and Perry
[ Bennatt, thameelves vainly endeavor
| ing to solve the myntary of the Cluteh-
‘' ing Hand,

They wore at Dodge's desk, ahe in
the big deak chuir, he standing bealde
Ber looking ovar some papers.

"There's nothing there” Hennett
Was saying as we entered.

I oould oot halp feeling that he was

g down at Elaine n bit mors ten
¥y thun mere business warranted

“Have you—found anything? que-
red Hlaine noxigusly, turning eagerly
fo Kennedy,

“Nothlng—yet,” he answersd, shak-
tog his head, but comveying a quiet
f#dea of confidence in his tone.

Just then Jennings, the butler, en-
tered, bringing the morning papers.
Eialne seisod the Smr and hastily
openad It. On the Arst page was the
atory | Bad telephoned down very Inte
in the hope of oatching a last city
adition.

We all oot over and Cralg read
aloud:

*CLUTCHING HAND"
BTILL AT LARGE

W

New York‘s Master Criminal Remalns
Undetected—Perpotrates New Dar
Ing Murder and Robbery on M-

. Homaire Dodge.

He had scarcely finlghed reading
the brisf but alarming news story that

followed and lald the paper on the
when a stone ecame smashing
through the window from the street.

Btartied, we =!Il fumped o our
feel. Cralg horried to the window.
Not s soul wan in slght!

He atooped and pleked up the atone.
To it was attached o plecs of pa-
per, Quickly he unfalded [t snd
read:

*Cralg Kennedy will give up his
soarch for the ‘Clutching Hand'—or
dle!*

Later 1 recalied that there peemed
to be a slight nolse downstalrs, as If
at the cellar window, through which
the mesked man had entered the
night belore.

In polnt of fact, one who had heen
cutside at the time might actually
bave seen a sinister face at that eel-
ar window, but to us upstalirs It was

fovizible, The face was that of the
sarvant, Michael
Without another word Kenoedy

passed Into the drawing room and
took his hat and coat. DBoth Elalne
and Bennait followed.

“I'm afrald [ must ask you fo ex
euss me—for the present” Cmig
apologized.

Hlaina looksd at him anxiounly.

“You—you will oot let that lelter
“tatimidate you?!™ she pleaded, Inying
fer soft white hand on his srm. “Oh,
Mr. Kennedy,” she added, bravely
keeping back the tears, “avenge him!
All the money lu the world would be
too Httle to pay—if only—"

At the more mention of money Ket-
pody's fuce seemed to cloud, but only
for n moment.

*Tl try,” ho sald simply.

Tinine did not withdraw hber hand
as she continued to look up nt him.

*Miss Dodge” he went on, his volce
steady, s2 though ho were repressing
somsthing, “1 will never take another
came until the 'Clutehing Hand' I8

Thae look of gralituds ghe gave him
wonld have boen a princely reward
in (temif

- L] L L L L ] -

It was somo time after (hese events
that Kennudy, reconstructing what
had bappened, mn across, in a strange
way which | nesd not tire the reader
by telling, & Doctor Haynes, head of
the Hilsi¢e Samitarium for Women,
whose story | shall relate substan-
tially aa we received 1t from Ws own
lps:

It must have besn that same nlght 8
] * dlatinguiabod visltor drove up in & oab
- ' o our Hillside sasitarium, rang the
3 ‘ball and was admitted to my office
o 1 &m, by the way, the superintending
i " and that might I was itting

~ Wik Destor Thompson, my sssistant,
e I the ofice discusing & mather loter-
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esting cann; when an mitendant eame
in with & card and handed it to me. It
read eslmply, "Dr Ladwig Relbstrom,
Coblens.”

"Hero's that Dootor Rainstrom,
Thompson, about whom my friend in
Germany wrote the other day.”™ I re
marked, noddiog to the attendant to
sdmit Doctor Relnstron.

1 might sxplain that whils I was
abroad soms time ago 1 made a par-
tioular study of the “Deammerschiaf™
~pilerwisse, ths "twilight sleep™—at
Freiburg where it was developed, and
at othor places In Germany whers the
subject hind mitracted great attestion.
I was much fmpressed and had o
ported the trealment to Hillslde.

While we walted | reachod Into my
desk and drow out the letter to which
I referred, which ended, 1 recall:

“An Doctor Relnstrom i In Amer
fea, ho will probably eall an you. I
am #iire you will be glad to ksow him.

“With kindest regards, J am,

"Fralernally yours,
EMIL SCHWARZ, M. Dy
*Dirootor, Leipale Institute of Medl-
eina.”

“Moat happy to meet you, Doector
Retostrom,” I gracted the naw arrival,
az he entersd our office.

For severnl mimites we st and
chatted of things medical here and
abroad,

“What 1% It, doctor,” 1 axked Onally,
“that interests you most in America?

“Oh," he replied quickly with an ex-
preasive gesture, “it is the brosdmind
edness with which you adopt the best
from ali over the werld, regurdiess of
projudles. For instance, | am very
mueh interested in the new ‘twilight
sleap.” Of course, you have borrowed
it largely from us, but It Interests me
to see whether you have modified it
with practice. In fact, 1 have come to
Hilinlds sanitarium particularly to seo
It used. Perhaps we may learn some
thing from you™

It was most graclous, and both Doe-
tor Thompson nnd myself 'ware
charmed by our vieltor. 1 reachod aver
and touched & oall button snd ounr
hoad nuree entered from & rear room.

“Are there mony operstions going on
now? 1 anked.

She looked maechanieally at har
wateh. “Yeu, thore are two cases, now,
I think." she answersd.

“Would you ltke to follow our tech-
nigua?™ I asksd, turning to Dootor
Ratustram,

“lI ghould Dbe delighted” he acqul
enced.

A moment later we pasned down the
corridor of the sanitarium, still chat-
ting. At the door of & ward | apoke
to the attendsut, who (ndicated that a
patient was ahout to be anesthelized,
and Doctor Reinstrom nod [ entered
the room,

There, in perfect gqulet, which 15 un
ezsential part of the treatment, were
gaveral womnn patisnts lylng In bed
In the ward. Before us two nurses and
a8 doctor were ln stisndance ou ona

I spoke to the doctor, Doctor
Holmes, by the way, who bowed polite-
Iy to the distingulshed Doctor Reln-
strom, then turned quickiy to hls work.

“Miss Sears,” he asked of ong of the
purses, “will you bring me that bypo-
dermie nesdlse?”

“You will se¢, Doctor Relnstrom,” 1
Injected in o fow tane, “that we follow
in the main your Ereihorg treatment
We nee scopolamin and narkophin™

I held up the bottie, an 1 aeid I, &
rather pocullar shaped bottle, toa,

“And the painT ho asked

"Practically the same us in your ox-
perience abroad, We do not render
the patient unconsclous, but pravent
her from remembering aonything that
goes on”

Doctor Holmea, the attending physi.
clan, was Junt starting the treatment.
Fllling his hypodermic, he sclscted &
spot on the patieant'a arm where It
bad been scrubbed and sterilized, and
injected the nardcotle,

“And you suy they have no recol
lection of mnything that happens?™
nsked Relostrom.

“Absclutely none—if the trestment
is given properly,” I replied, oone

fidently.

*“Wonderful!" ajacuisted Relnstrom
s wa left the room

Now comes the strange part of my
story. Aflter Relnstrom had gune, Doo
tor Holmes, the attending physician
of the woman whom be had seen noes
thetized, misesd his gyringe and the
bouttle of scopolamin.

Holmea, Miss Sears and Miss Stern
nil hunted, tut it could not be foune
Others bad to be procured.

I thought little of it at the time, but
filnes thes it has occurred to me that
it might interest you, Professor Ken-
nody, and 1 give it to you for what it
ma, be worth.

- - - - L - L]

It was surly tho pext moraning that I
awoke to find Kenpedy already up and
gone from gur apartmest. 1 knew bs
munt be sl the mbaratory, and, gather-
fng the mall, which the postman hud
$unt slipped through the letter slot, 1
wanl over 1o the unlversity to see him.
An 1 looked over the letters to cull
out my own one In a woman's hand
writing on attmetive pote paper ad-
dressed o him caught my eye.
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clap fote the palm of Mis hand.
"'l‘ll?! hoaven!” he extlalmed, "I—I

He wtrods hastily to the telephona.
Almost angrily ho selzed the recelver
and asiced for & number.

“Yh-what's the matter, Craigl™ 1
blurted out eagerly.

An he walted for the mumber, he
threw the letiter gver o mea. I took
it and read:

“Protessor Cralg, Kennedy,

"The Unlversity, The Helghts, City,
"Dear Blr:

“I bave come to tha conclusion that
your work {a & hindrance mther than
an asalstance In clesring up my
futher's death, and I barehy beg to
ntate that your aervieas are no loager
required. Thia {8 & final decision, and
! beg that yoo wiil not try {o see me
agaln regarding the matter,

“Very truly yours,
"ELAINE DODGR."

If it had been s bombd 1 eould pot
have been more surprised.

1 could not make It out

Kennedy impatiently worked the re
celver up and down, repealing the

number. “Hello—bhello,” he repeated,
“Yes—bhello. In Miss—oh—good morn-
ing, Miss Dodge.”

He was hurrying along as If to give
her no chance to cut hlm off. “7 have
Just received a letter, Miss Dodge, tall

Ing me that you don't want me to eob-
tinue investiguting your father's death,
and not to try Lo ses you agaln
sbout—"

He stopped. T could hear the reply.

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

The look of mingled rellef end pur
prise that crossed Cralg's face spoke
volumes,

“Misas Dodge"” ha almost shouted,
“this 18 a new trick of the "Clutching
Hand," I--T1 be right over™

Cralg hung up the recciver and
turned from the telephona. Evidently
he was thinking deoply. Suddenly his
(ace weemed to light up, He made up
his mind to something, and a moment
lnter he opened the cabinet—thst in-
exhauntible storehouse from which he
seswad to draw welird and corfoun in-
strumentn tha! mei tha ever new prob-
jems which kis strunge profession
brought to him.

1 watched vuriously. Ha took out a
bottle and what Jooked ks & little
hypodermic syringe, thrust them Into
his pocket and, for once, oblivious to
my very exlatence, deliberately walked
pit of the laboratory.

1 did not proposs to be Lhus esva-
flerly dlamisied, I suppons it would
have looksd ridleulous to & third pas
ty, but 1 followed him as hanstily as if
he had tried to ahut the door on his
own shadow.

We arrived at the corner above the
Dodge housa just in timse to see annth-
er viaitor—Bannett—enter.

“And, Perry,” we heard Eisine say,
as we were ushered In, “somocne has
aven forged my name—ihs handwril
ing and evarsthing—telling Mr, Ken-
nady to ¢rop the case—and I nover
knew.”

Sha slopped as we entored.

“That's the Umill” exclsimed Ben

and pleked uwp something which
beld I the palm of his hand
bent over. Something gleamed in the
morning sunshine—soma Httle thin
pleces of glaas. As he tried deftly to
fit the tiny Nttle bits together he
seemed sbsorbed in thought. Quick.
Iy ks mised 1t to his nose, as if o
amell 1t

“Ethyl chloride!™ hs muttared,
wrapping the pleces ocurefully In a
paper snd putting them inaide his
pocket

An instant Inter he crossed the
room to the window und examined it

"Look!" he excialmed.

There, plalnly, were marks of &
Jimmy which had besn inserted noar
the lock to pry It open

“Miss Dodge” he asked, "niight }—
might I trouble you to let me aee
your arm?™

Wonderingly she 4did so, snd Ken-
noedy bent almost reverontly over
har plump arm examining 1L

On it wes & small dark discolora
tian, around which wae a slight red-
ness and tenderness,

“That,” he sald alowly, “Is
mark of a hypodermic needie”

As he fintshed exumining Elatue’s
arm he drew the Niter from his pock-
et. Still facing her ho sald o a low
tone, “Miss Dodge—vyou did writa this
lettar—but under the influence of the
new ‘twilight sleep” ™

“Why, Craig” 1 exclaliced excited-
Iy, “what do you meanT

"Exsetly what 1 say. With 5Aflss
Dodge's permission I ghall show you

the

Thers Were Marks of @ Jimmy on the Window,

By a small sdministration of the drug,
which will injure you in no way, Miss
Dodge, | think | ean bring back the
memory of all thal oécurred 0 you
last night Will you allow me?™

“Mercy, no!” protestad her Aunt Jo-
sophine, who had entered the room.

“I want the experliment tg bo tried,”
Elaine nald quietly.

A moment iater Kennedy had placed
her on a couchh in the eorner of the
e iiii R

“Now, Mra, Dodge.” he sald, “please
bring me & basin and & towel"

Aunt Jorephine, reconclled, brought
them, Kennedy dropped an antisep-
tic tablet Into the water and care
fully sterilized Elalne's arm just above
the spot where the red mark showed.
Then he drew the hypodermic from
hia pockot—earefully sterillsed |IL
also, mnd filling it with scopolamin
from the bottla,

“Just = moment, Miss Dodge” he
encouraged, as he jabbed the needle
Into her wrm

Bhe dld ool wince

“Please le back on the couch,” he
direcied. Then corning to us he add
ed, “It takes some time for this to
work. Our eriminal got over thiy fact
snd preventsd an outery by using
éthyl chioride first. Let me recon-
struct the seene*

As wa walched Elalne golng under
glowly Cralg talkad,

"That night,” be sald, "warlly, the
manked erimioal of the "Clutehing
Hand,' bent over, his arm drooked,
might have been seon down below us
in the ally. Up here, Misa Dodge,
worn out by the straln of her mather's
death, let us aay, wan nervgusly try-
ing to resd, 1o do anything that would
take her mind off the tragedy. Por
baps shio fell uwisep.

* . .
A rest his
band taken out
[ with & kg thin
nack  That wibyl chloride—a
drug which produces & quick anesthe
sin.  But i lusts cnly & minute or twe,
That war esough. As bhs broka the
glass neck of the bulb—istiing the
pleces fall on the foor near the bef—
be shovad the thing ounder Hlaine's
faie, turning his own bhead sway and
holding & hasdkarchief over Win own
nose. The mers heat of bis hand ia
enough to cause the ethyl chioride '
spray oul and overcome ber lostantly,
He steps awny from ber s moment and
ropinces the now empty vial In hie
pooket.

“Then he wok & box from his pockst,

went (o Elaine, quickly jabbing the
noadls, with no resistance from her
now. Siowly he roplaced the bottis
and the neofie In his pocket Ha
eould not have been In say hurry now,
for It takes tme for the Orug to
work

Kenoady paused. Had we known at
the Ume, Michael—he of a ninister
fage—must have been in the hallway
that night, oareful that ofe anw
him. A tap at the and the
“Clutching Hand" must have beckoned
him. A moment's parley and they sep-
arsted—"Clutching Hund" golhg baek
to Elaine who was now under the in
fluence of the second drug.

“Our eriminal” restmed Kennedy
thoughtfully, “may have shaken
Elalne. 8he dld not answer. Then he
may bhave partly revivod her, Bhe
must bave been startled. ‘Clutehing
Hand, perhpps, wos half crouching,
with a bg ugly blua stesl revolror
leveled full In bheor face.

"'One word and [ ahoot!' he prob-
sbly eried. ‘Get upl’

“Trambling, she must have done so.
“Your slippers and & kimooo,’ he
would naturally have ordered Bhe
put them on mechanically, Then he
must have ordered her to go out of
the door and down the stalre. ‘Clutch.
Ing Hand' must bave followed, sod as
he did so he would have cautiously put
out the lights,™

Wao were followlng, spallbound, Ken-
nedy's graphile reconstruction of what
must have happened  RErvidenily be
had struck close to the truth, Elaine's
eyes were closed.  Oeutly Kennedy led
her along. "Now, Mian Dodge,” be ene
couraged, “try—try hard to recollect
Just what it was that happened last
plght—everything.”

As Kennedy paused after his quick
recital, abe seemed o tromble all over.
Blowly she began to speak We stood
awestruck, Keunedy had heen right!

The girl was now living over sgain
those minutes that had been forgot-
ten—blotted out by the drug. )

And it was all real to ber, too—tor-
ribly real. She was speaking, plainly
In terror.

*1 see & man—oh, such & Agure—
with & mask He bolds & gun io my
face—hs threatens ms. 1 put oo my
kimono and slippers, an he (ells me.
1 am lo o dase. | know what |1 am
dolng—and 1 dont know. ] go out
with him, downstairs, Into the Hbrary.”

Elains shuddered agaln at the recol-
fectlon. “Ugh! The room i dark
tho roomn where he killed my father.
Moonlight outzlde streama in. Thin
misked mun und 1 come (o Ha
Ewltches on the lights,

“'Go to the safe,” he says, and 1
do it—the new snfe, you know. ‘Do
you know the comibination? hs saks
mo. ‘Yes' I reply, oo frightened to
say no.

“iOpen it then,' ho says, waring that
awfal revolver closvr, | do so.  Hast-
fiy ke rummages through It, throwing
papers here and there. But he seems
not to find what he Ia after and turns
away, awearing fearfully.

“‘Hang It)" he ories at me. "Where
alse did your (ather keep papera? [
point in desperation at the desk Ho
taken one last look at the safs, shoves
all the papirs he lhas strewn on the
floor back aguin and slams the safe
shut

“Now, comée on,' he says, Indlcating
with the gan that he wants me to fol
low him away from the Bafe Al the
deak he repeals the search. Hol he
finds pothing, Almost I think be ia
about to kill me. “Where else did your
father keep pupars? he hluses forcely,
still theestening me with the gun.

“1 am too frightened (o speak. But
at Isst I am able to say, '1—1 don't
know!" Agaln he threatens me. “As
God s my Judge, 1 ery, ‘I dan't know.'
It Is fearful Wil he shoot me?

*Thank beaven! At Iaat ha belleves
me. But such a lock of folled fary I
have never seen on any human Ince
bafore.

“rait down!' he growls, adding, ‘at
the desk.’ T do.

““Faka soms of your note pPaper—
the best” I do that, too,

“'And & pen' hs gots on. My fin-
gers can hardly hoid 1L

"Now—write!' e suys, and as he
dictates, | wrile"—

“Thin1" interjectad Kennedy, eager-
Iy bolding up tha letter that he had
reseived from her.

Elsine looked It over with her drog-
ladien eyes. "Yes," sho nodded, then
Inpnod agaln to the moene Itasll. “He
readn it over, and a8 he does so sayw,
Now, sddress an envelops, Himself
he folds (he letter, pealy the gnvalops,
stamps Il and drops il into bl pocked,
hastily straightening the desk.

“Now, go ahead of me—agnin.
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“i've Got Him, Kennedyl™
arm, and a volce whisperod: “Wall,
you clnimp!™

It was Kennedy. He hpd whipped
out his automatie snd had carefully
leveled it at the door. Heftrs he could
fire, bowever. Beonett had roshed
ahoad.

1 tollowed. We looked dewn tha
hall. Bure enough, the fgure of &
man could be sean disappearing
around an angle. [ followed Benw
uott out of the door nud down the
hall

Words cannot keop pace with whal
followed, Together we rushad to the
back stairs.

"Down there, while 1 go down the
front!™ crisd Bennett

I weul down, snd he turmed snd
went down the other flight. As he did
#0 Craig followed him,

Suddenly, in the drawing reom, )
bumped into a figure an the other side
of the portlerea. 1 wselzed himn
We estruggled. Rip! The porticros
came down, covering me entirely.
Ovesr and over we wont, smashing &
Inmp. It waa vicious., Abother mam
attacked me, too,

"I've got him—Kennady!” 1 heard
a volce pant over me

A scroam Iollowed from Aunt Jo
sephine. Suddenly the portiores were
pulled off mo.

Jameson”

Hanoott
me, coming the other wny,
by the portléres!

If we had dnown st the time, our
Michnal of the sinister face had
galoned the lbrary and was standing
in the center of (he room. He bad
heard mo coming and had Opd to the
drawing room. Ar we finishad our
struggle in the library he rose hastily
from behind the divan in the other
room, whese he had drogped, and had
quietly snd  hastily  dissppoared
through another door.

Laughing and breathing hard, (hey

bad rushed plump iote
bidden

halped me €0 my feet. IL was ne
joké to me. 1| wad sore ln ever)
bone,

"Well, where did he go?™ inslsted
Bennett,

1 don't know—perhnps back there,”
1 eriad.

Benoeit and 1 mrgued a moment
then started and stopped short Aunt
Jossphine had run downstalra and
was now ehoving the letter Ints
Craig's banda

We gatbered sbout him curioasly.
He opened It On it wap that awe
soms Clutching Hand agaln,

Eonnedy road it For a momend
he stood and studied It then slowly
erushed it 1o his band

Just then Elaioe, pala and shaken
from the ordeal ahe had voluntarily
gone through, burst In' uypon us from
upstaira  Without a word shs ad
vanced to Cralg and tock tho letter
from him.

Iuside, as on the emvelope, was
thet same signaturs of (he Clutching
Hand,

Eline gased st I, wildeysd. then
at Cralg. Cralg nmilingly resched foe
the note, took I, foided i, and ume
concernedly thrust It into his pockely

"My God!™ she ériod, elunh:‘a

word: of the lettar; “TOUR
WARNINGI™

{TO BE CONTINURDA

“The deuce!™ puffed Kennedy, 'It'a..

Bands eonvaisively, and repeating ih




