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SYNOPSIS.

The New York pollge are mystified by a
series of murders and other crimes. The

ncipal clue te the criminal is the warn-
ng letter which Is sent the victims, signed
with a “clutching hand."” The latest vie-
1im of the mysterious assassin is Taylor
Dodge, the insurance president. His
daughter, Elaine, emplovs Crzig Ken-
nedy, the famous sclentific detective, to
try to unravel the mystery, What Ken-
nedy accomplishes s told by his friend,
Jameson, a newspaper man. After many
fruitless attempts to put Elalne and
Cralg Kennedy out of the way the Clutch-
ing Hand is at last found to be none other
than Perry Bennett, Elaine's lawyer and
the man she |s engaged to marry., Ben-
nett flees to the den of one of his Chi-
nese criminals. The Chi forces from
Bennett the secret of the whercabouts of

L000,000. Then he gives the lawyer a po-
tlon which wlll suspend animation for
months. Kenuedy reaches Bennett's side
Just after he has losi consclousness.

TWENTY-SECOND EPISODE

THE OPIUM SMUGGLERS.

George, the Dodge chauffeur, had
just returned to the garage in the rear
of the house with the car and was
working over it. He was so intent on
locating a strange noise In the engine
that he did not see the serpentine eyes
of Wu as he peered into the garage
through a small window.

Wu was not alone. As always, he
bhad been able to secure an asslstant in
the devilish scheme he had in mind,
not & sinister, evil-faced fellow, but a
neat, quiet, apparently honest-looking
young mechanician.

George was bending closely over the
engine as he speeded it up to see what
‘was the cause of the rattle, when the
door of the garage opened quietly. On
tiptoe Wu and the young mechanician,;
a man named Johnson, slipped im,
Johnson carrying an sutomoblle robe,

The next moment the two had leaped
upon the defenseless George. Johnson
threw the robe over his head, while
‘Wu wound him about with a rope. He
was completely and instantly put out.

Just then, working as if by the
clock, for such was the precision of
Wu's plans, a closed car, muffled
down, slipped up to the garage door.
They hustled the unresisting George

into the car, Johnson taking the place | asked.

at the wheel and Wu sitting on guard
in back with George, bound and almost

George was loyal, if anything,

|

Threats and bribes had no effect on
bim, even after he had come to in Wu's
secret den.

“There Is paper. pen and Ink,”
threatened Wu. “Write what I tell

Elaine and Aunt Josephine
much surprised at the nonap-
pearance of George in the morning.

explained, apparently, when
the butler, ushered in the
quiet young man who po-

. _neat and
Titely told a story of an accident to his

'as he handed a

you'll do,” nodded Elaine.
“Jennings, will you show JoMnson how

For a long time Kennedy had been
perfecting a miniature wireless tele-
phone of his own invention, and the
activities of Wu Fang now caused him

4o hasten his work.

It was the next morning after the

- eapture of Long Sin that Craig got the

instrument working to his satisfaction.
I was delighted, for I had been much
Interested in following his work on It.

*You, see, Walter,” Kennedy ex-
plained, setting a little black box on
the laboratory table, “I've got this
thing down to an irreducible minimum.
it's the most compact affair imagin-
able. Bee. I open the face of the box.
1 lift up thess miniature aerials of the
iaverted L type. Here is the transmit-
ting apparatus, there the receiving, all
tuned. 1 press this lever.”

He paused. At the other end of the
table stood an exact duplicate of the
Airst instrument.

A8 he pressed the lever the buzzer
in the other telephone sounded.

*I'm going to ask you, Walter,” he
went on, folding down the little aerials
and shutting up the box, “to take this
other instrument over to Elaine.”
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Out on the Atlantic, tossing over the
choppy seas, a dingy old schooner was
tacking ber way toward New York har-
bor. The captain, Jake Gregor, was a
disreputable looking man, as were both

- | pole to watch a gangster saunter past.
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stood there gazing off at where the
land cught to be. He had just finished
scrawling a note on a piece of paper
resting on the after cabin roof when
one of the men reached down and from
a small wooden cage took a struggling
white carrier pigeon. They fastened
the note, rolled up in a sort of quill, to
the bird's leg and let the bird loose. It
circled up, then, strailght as an arrow
darted off landward.

“They’ll be glad to know we're safe
and so near,” nodded Gregor. “And
confound any revenue men that stand
between us!”

- L] L] -

In & room In a tenement Wu Fang
and several Chinamen were steated
talking and smoking.

QOutside a nearby window was &
large box which had a small sliding
door on the outside, arranged so that
it fell almost at a touch, working a
little signal flag on the back of the
box toward the room in which the
Chinamen were seated.

Suddenly there was a flutter of
wings outside. A pure-white pigeon
seemed to glide into the box and,
as the homing bird did =0, the door
automatically shut. It was a cage
such as is used for carrier pigeons.
The little flag in the room moved, and
the Chinamen crowded about the box
as Wu opened it, reached in and caught
the bird. Carefully he took the mes-
sage from the bird's foot. As one of
them placed the bird in another box
and reset the trap, Wu unrolled the
paper and read:

Twenty-aix miles southeast of Sandy
Hook. Will drop anchor off Staten
lsland tonight.

“You will let me know if any later
message comes,” directed Wu to one
of his men as, & moment later, the
Chinese master criminal left the tene-
ment.

Cautiously he made his way to the
secret entrance to his own apartment.
He had scarcely entered when a China-
man who had evidently been waiting
for him rose and bowed. It was Hop
Ling, the proprietor of the opium den.

“Is there any news yet, master?” he

L L -

“Yes, Gregor is landing your opium
tonight. I'll have a girl for him to
take back to Shanghal with him,
where she can be sold.”

- - - - L] - L ]

Kennedy had begun to get closer on
the trail of Wu and, having dispatched
me to Elaine with the wireless tele-
phone, it occurred to him that he might
spend a few hours profitably sleuthing
about Chinatown searching for clewsa
to the Serpent.

He donned the roughest of his old
suits and turned his coat collar up,
while an old slouch hat was pulled
over his eyes. But it was not so far
over as to dim his sight.

He paused once by an electric light

Twice the fellow had walked up and
down the street,

As the gafgster slouched by, he
lurched over to the electric light pole,
and Kennedy felt his hand tSuched by
that of the gangster. He was more
than surprised to feel something like
a plece of cardboard surreptitiously
shoved fnto his hand, and he clutched
it. The gangster passed, and, as he
did so, Kennedy looked at him, then
bent over and read:

Capt. John Bralnard,
U. 8. Secret Service.

Written underneath the engraved
name was “Follow.”

Blowly Craig followed. Bralnard en-
tered a saloon by a side door and seat-
ed himself in & back room. A mo-
ment later Kennedy slouched in and
sat down at the same table. Brainard
nodded and Craig extended his' hand
quietly. He looked about. They were
alone.

“What brings you down here?” asked
Kennedy in a low tone.

“A big shipment of oplum is going
to be landed tonight and I'm trying to
locate the Chinese gang back of it.
Think you can help me?"

“Anything to do with that hop joint
up the street?”

Brainard nodded. Would it prove a
clue possibly to Wu Fang?

“I'll help you,” agreed Kennedy.

For several minutes they talked, lay-
ing out a plan. Finally they paid the
check and rose to go out. As they
reached the side door a Chinaman
passed. Kennedy drew Brainard back. |

“What's the matter?” whispered the
secret service man.

“Did you see that Chinaman?” re-
turned Kennedy. “That's Hop Ling.
He runs the opium joint. I think he
is worth shadowing.”

Keeping discreetly in the rear of the
Chinaman, Kennedy and "Brainard fol-
lowed until Hop paused before a ram-
shackle tenement. No sooner had he
disappeared ingide than Cralg and
Brainard advanced, careful that they
in turn were not followed.

They entered and went upstairs. Ai
last they came to a door outside which
they paused to listen.

“Can you make out what they are
saylng?" asked Brainard.

“Something about birds,” returned

hbut Wu seemed as far away as ever,

selves at the door and it flew open.
Instantly, before the Chinamen could
recover from their surprise at the sud-
den attack, Craig and Brainard were
on them. One rushed for a window,
smashing it with a chair and trying to
get out. Craig seized him and helped
cornér the other, who turned out
to be Hop Ling. It was the work
of only a moment to snap the brace-
lets on the two and cover them with a

gun.

“What's that? demanded Brainard,
looking at the box in the window, as
Kennedy moved over toward it.

“A pigeon trap, I suspect,” Craig re-
plied. Let's wait.”

They sat there for several minutes.
Evidently the Chinese had been walt-
ing for something. Cralg felt that
waiting might pay.

At last he was rewarded by the.
sound of a flutter outside. A elick fol-
lowed:as the little door shut, trapping
the pigeon. The signal flag in the
room moved. ,

Kennedy loked at it a moment, then
carefully opened the door in the back
of the trap and seized the bird. From
the quill on its leg he took a tightly
rolled note and read.

5P. M.
Will be off Van Dort jetty in two
hours. GREGOR.

What did it mean? Threats, impre-
cations, nothing could extract a word
from the two impassive prisoners.

“Come,” ordered Kennedy sharply of
Hop Ling, not for a moment letting his
vexation show in his face. “Walk
ahead of me.”

Two of the gang had been captured,

He marched Hop along sullenly, while
Brainard kicked the other Chinaman
to his feet and followed.

They did not have far to go. Scarce-
1¥ a block away stood a policeman, and
Craig waved to him.

Quickly Cralg produced cards of
identification and they left their hand-
cuffed prisoners with the understand-
ing that they were to be held until full
charges could be made against them.

At the first telephone pay etation
Craig turned in and called up the lab
oratory, to which I had returned.

“I think I've got the best clue yet,
Walter,” he called. “You remember
Brainard? Well, I want you to meet
me at the Battery, where a revenue
cutter will be waiting. Bring along
that wireless telephone, too. Don't
forget.”

I hung up the receiver excitedly and
tucked the little black box under my
arm as I hurried out.
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Elaine had decided to motor down
to the country home of one of her
friends who lived on the shore of New
Jersey, and accordingly, late In the
afternoon, called the garage and or-
dered Johnson to have the car ready.

As Elsine was whirled downtown
and over the ferry from New York she

to the lower bay side of the island, in-
stead of the New Jersey ferry.
L * L * L] .

It was very late in the afternoon. 1
did my beet to get down to the Battery
with the wireless telephone to meet
Kennedy and Brainard, hut it was dari
before 1 got there. ;

As I hurried down to the dock 1 saw
that they had already boarded  the
revenue cutter and were waiting im-
patiently. It was a fairly sizable craft.

They hauled me aboard and we cast
off. The wind blew In keenly from the
bay and we spun down the harbor,
keeping a sharp lookout for any-sus-
plcloul craft.

L ]
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Already Wu Fang and ‘a couple of
his lieutenants had gone down to the
Van Dort jetty. No message had been
received from Gregor, but they felt
sure that he would be there with the
schooner.

Finally Wu directed one of his men
to set off a signal, a flashlight on the
end of the jetty, while he strained his
eyes through the darknpess for some
answering signal.

He had not reckoned wrong. Far
out over the water came an answering
signal from the schooner.

“Good!" exclaimed Wu with satis-
faction, as he turned and picked his
way back up the dock.

On he went alone until he came to
one of the deserted mansions of a gen-
eration or two ago which lined the
shore at that point. There, in a yard
beside it, stood Elaine’s car.

“Where s the white girl?” asked
‘Wu, calling Johnson.

“In the house, master,” replied the
mechanician subserviently.

“Walt for me here, then,” nodded
W

Down in a musty room in the base-
ment of the deserted house was Elaine.
She was meither bound nor gagged.
In fact, there was no necessity for it.
No one could hear her cries, nor could
she escape, for the two roughnecks who
had seized her were guarding her, be-
sides a couple of Chinamen.

‘Wu Fang came in silently and moved
over close to her. He said not a word,
but an evil smile spread over his sin-
ister face as she shrank from him.

Meanwhile & yawl had put out from
the schooner loaded with cans of the
precious contraband drug and had
pulled up at the old stone jetty and
dock. Chinamen hastily unloaded it
and started up to the house laden with
the heavy .tins.

As Wu stood before Elaine the Chi-
Damen carrying the dope tins entered
and began piling them up in an old
closet In the room. At last they fin-
ished putting it away.

“All is done, master,” bowed ome
Wwho seemed to be leader,

‘Wu nodded, then turned to Elaine.
“Go!" he hifsed, raising his finger
and pointing to the door.

Trembling, she obeyed, and Wu
Fang and the two toughs followed,

“Leave Me!”™ Elaine Pleaded.

was deeply engrossed in her own
thoughts

How far they had gone she did not
pay much attentign, but she knew the
roads well. They had come to a fork,
and Johnson veered off to the left. In-
stinetively Elaine knew that the righi-
hand road was the more direct, and
she touched a little signal that sum-
moned the driver.

“You're taking the wrong road,” she
called. “Go to the right.”

“1 think youll find the roads better
this way, Miss Dodge,” persisted
Johnson.

It was, however, merely a ruse on
his part to gain time and give some of
Wu's men an opportunity. For, as

car apprgached the fork, two

hidden behind a rock In

the shrubbery, bad been straining

their eyes down the road and at the

approach of the car had drawn back
closer under cover.

Johnson stopped some hundred feet
or so down the wrong road past the
rock in answer to Elaine's signal. It
was the chance the roughnecks want-
ed. They leaped out from their shel-
ter. Not another car or vehicle was
in sight. Quickly they slunk down the
road.

As Elalne was becoming vexed at
Johnson's show of stubbornness, she
suddenly felt strong arms cireling her,
while & huge, very dirty hand pressed
with irresistible force over her mouth.
She struggled, but it was of no use.

They pinned her down to the floor
of the car. Johnson drew the curtains
and leaped into his seat, from which
he had descended, leaving the engine
running.

*“To the Van Dort jetty,” growled | flashed

one of the Chinamen picking up her
suitcase. Across the almost untrav-
nlodmdthcyfomoibunddow
on the stone dock,” every footstep
dogged by Wu and his emissaries,

“Get into the boat,” Wu ordered.

Bhe climbed down intp the dirty
yawl, and the Chinamen tossed her
suitease after her.

his heel and walked rapidly back to
the deserted house. There he climbed
into the automobile with the two
toughs and all were rapidly drivem
away by the faithless mechanician,
The yawl tossed up and
the rough swells that came
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“Oh, will 1t work—will it work?" she
breathed in prayer to herself as she
lifted out tenderly the little wireless
telephone.

8he opened it, pulled up the little
aerials, and pressed the lever.

“Hello—hello—Cralg—hello!"”

It was her last chance. - Would it
work?

By this time we had come in the
revenue cutter to the old dock that
was known as the Van Dort jetty.

Ag we swung around to it, with Ken-
nedy and Brainard I leaped out. We
gazed about, hunting for signs of the
opium smugglers. All was as still
as a grave, except for the ominous lap-
ping of the waves. v

1 happened to look down at the
ground. There in the light of the lan-
tern 1 saw one of those square-toed
footprints which we had come to
know so well—the print of a Chinese
shoe.

The footprints led up from the dock
to an old, dese , dilapidated house.
We paused a moment before it. Just
then & door opened and a Chinaman
appeared.

With a cry he darted back, but we
were at him, There were others in-
side, too, but they were easily over-
powered.

Prodding the reticent Celestials, we
retraced our steps to the jetty, Brain-
ard's men carrying the opfum. At the
dock we loaded our prisonérs and the
contraband om the cutter.

It was plain that although we had
captured the dope, the ship which had
brought it had escaped, and, worst of
all, Wu had again slipped through our
fingers.

Brainard gave the order, and we
left the wharf. As we stood gazing
from the captured opium to the prison-
ers, Brainard was visibly elated.
“Shake,” he sald laconically to Cralg.

Whether it was that he was dis-
appointed at the failure to land Wu
or whether he had a premonition that
all was not well, somehow Kennedy
did not share the elation. He extend-
od his bhand mechanically.

Just then a buzz, as if a bell had
rung startled us. It was so unexpect-
ed that I exclaimed, although the next
minute ] realized that it was from the
wireless telephone Craig had asked me
to bring from the laboratory.

Kennedy seized the box, opened it
hastily and clapped the little recelver
to his ear.

“Hello—hello—yes, this iz Crig.
Where are you—what?"

Of course we could hear only cme
side of the conversation, but from the
look of intemse horror that passed
over Kennedy’s face I knew that some-
thing terrible must bave happened to
Elatne,

But at Cralg's next words I myself

“If you can get a light,” he almost
shouted, “thrust it out of the porthole
to guide us. But we'll find you any-
way. Keep up your nerve.”

We crowded about him,

. “Brainard —% pair of glassds —
quick.” he cried, dashing to the bow
of the cutter, “and full speed down

“We strained our eyes.

“That's {t—Brainard—more speed!”
cried Craig at last.

Far off, almost out on the ocean, we
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ing near by and’ af
with that, hacking furiously.

One after another, the table, a chest,
everything movable, Elaine piled up
against the door as it splintered, But
it was of no use.

Bhe moved over fearfully as far away
as she could to the porthole and looked
at the black water, as she leaned far
out, then up at the deck only a few
feet above her. $

With frantic stremgth born of fear

just as the plled-up furniture tumbled
over after the door gave way.
The Chinaman, infuriated, caught

just a glimpse of her through the port. |

hole, turned and rushed for the stair-
WaY.

In the commotion Elalne had actual-
ly come over the rail unobserved. But
she knew that she could not be that
way long. Thers was just a
that a white man might heed her ap-
peal. Forbidding though he was even
in the moonlight, Elaine started to
ward Gregor.

Just then the maddened face of the
Chinaman appeared at the hateh. A
moment later his lithe body wormed
itself out on deck. As he came near-
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We followed his finger as he peered
forward tensely.

There in the rigging, hanging peril-
ously, was Elsins. She was clinging
there holding s Chinaman at bay.

Suddenly we saw her draw herself
ammmmm

TH]
i
i EE i
i

E
¢
:

;EEEE;E!
18 1P
5 igiz
il
{1}

£

i
fid
bie}
HH
BEdk

i

2
I
A

£

|

i

i

b
il

H
i
:
E

i

8

4]

!

i
E

i
i
1
ii 3]

£
g
H
Bl
L3
1

Z
41
it

i
§ a

i
o
¥

Z

& writer in the Pittsburgh
On this ought to be all the
on ma

too, to be found such helpful essays as
the late William James’ on “Habit”

|

i

his craft and his crew of mixed whites | Craig. “We've got them. There are|one” roughneck. “Theyll be there |l had given her from Kennedy. Elaine, her ears now sharpened » murmured, looking
and Chinese. only two. Let's rush the door.” soon.” G She seized the suitcase and tore it mummmz 2{.,.'. e
Gregor had come out on deck and| Together they catapulted them-{ Quickly Johnson shot the car along|open with mervous fingers. the light, had heard the commotion . (TO BE CONTINUED.)

IHEGATUHEFDHTHQWOHKER there should be the special volumes|would be & boon difficult to over | line is, and she is using them more all { August 24, 1572, rang for the massacre | church bells, which have been

£ devoted to certain lines of labor; | praise. Nowadays, in such libraries |the time. They ought to be easily ac- | of St Bartholomew. At that time the down and turned into gun metal. Af-

" Writer Urges That Libraries Should | there ought to be the small philoso- | as I am familiar with, it takes half an | cessible. There should: be several | bell hung in the churchspire of Baint terwards it “acted” ouly at the per-
V' Devote Special Bhelf to Service phies of work which so often are |hour to trace down the book you want, | coples of the meore volumes, | Germain I'Auxerrois. During the rev- | formance of Victor Hugo's “Marion

_ of Business Woman. crowded with inspiration. The latest | gven if the library owns it. A woman |and the shelf should be kept full, 50 | olution, when in 1789 Marie Joseph |d@s Lorme” where it samounced the
: _ books printed on sny subject pertain- | may need to Jook through balf a dosen | that the seeker need not be disappoint- | Chenier, brother of the poot Andre |hour of execution of Didier and
os - Every library ought to have one |ing to the women of the world of work | books to get all she wants, and if all | ed when she manages to make the |Chenler, was his tragedy, | Saverny. '

Jshelf devoted to the business woman, | must be on this shelf, and there ought, | she needs to do is time to use the library. “Charles IX,” he Mﬁh:' '

| CRETONNES IN THE SUMMER

By Careful Belection, the Housswife
May Make Her Rooms Things
of Beauty.

niture, comfortable cushions and cane
chairs for use on the summer plazzas
are covered and, going further, large
armchairs and low rockers for the liv-

usual, but among the newest are those
withy birds of gorgeous plumage on &
background of black. Indeed, brilliant
applies to most of the new cretonnes;
they are vivid and still lmunder
fectly, making them am excellent
choice for the hot suns of summer

3

The frill or flounce across the top
of windows is still liked, only now
should be cut narrow and
tle directly In the center,
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