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SYNOPSIS. 

The New York police are mystified by a 
•®nes of. murders of prominent men. The 
principal clue to the murderer is the warn-
toff letter which Is sent the victims signed 

1 Wiljb ft "clutching hand." The latest vic
tim of the mysterious assassin Is Taylor 
Pofee, the Insurance president. His 
d&Ughter, Elaine, employs Craig Kennedy. 
the;. famous scientific detective, to try to 
Unravel the mystery. What Kennedy ac
complishes is told by his friend. Jameson, 
i newspaper man. Kennedy frustrates a 
Oaring attempt to rob a jewelry store and 
rescues Elaine from a boiler where she 
had been Imprisoned by the thugs. 

FOURTH EPISODE 

The Frc«n Safe. 
Kennedy swuas or-ec ids door of 

Our taxi cab as we julk-d up. safe at 
last, before the Bod. je niszsioa, after 
the rescue of Klais«? frvx the brutal 
machinations of "ii-e C.'-'.ciii-g Hand. 

Lenne:t was, CS ibf *•"£•$ z- 'he cab 
In a mosaeffis, u.~i ;c(Tc:i,er, one on 
each side o£ KLLL--.. her' 
out o* t-h-e - <• -t-  - s . - . i r s  
house. 

Ehüae's Ami" ." -»«rika-i- -s.is «sit
ing for st im :.~i v very 

touch :i>Z TSS 
Suite scasätiiraii JSics# «cäted^r 
told ef i2>e UmiiR-i.t *sry 
Je« til «a J.lüiK. 

ated by clockwork. Across the blank 
white paper ran an ink line traced by 
a stylographic pen, used as I had 
seen in mechanical pencils used in 
offices, hotels, banks and such places. 

Kennedy examined the thing with 
Interest. 

"What is it?" I asked. 
"A new kinograph," he replied, 

still gazing carefully at the rolled-
up part of the paper. "I have in
stalled it because it registers every 
footstep on the floor of our apartment. 
We can't be too careful with this 
Clutching Hand. I want to know 
whether we have had any visitors or 
not in our absence. This straight line 
indicates tlia' we have not. Wait a 
moment." 

Craig hastily unlocked the door and 
entered. Inside I could see him pac
ing up and down our modest quarters. 

"Do you see anything, Walter?" 
he called. 

I I looked at the kinograph. The 
ae | pen had started to trace its line, no 

longer even and straight, but zigzag, 
at different heights across the paper. 
He came to the coor. "What do you 
think of it?" he inquired. 

t "Some idea." I answered enthusi-
-.ihi; tod i astieallv. 

i We entered and I fell to work on a 
Asd to tiBXt 'ÜKy—| special Sunday story that I had been 

sibf : forced to neglect. I was not so busy, rie<ä TU™ 
eddies, "AaiS Z imi 

"IS® 18h. Sstiiii'.ß? .".i.nii jJrtuf i -
*»roä azi* miss -a, zmm.' ä.*«rr£;e<^ 
EjiiiiT' -wgsiii. i KBiin. "2 viii vtB 

Sana iknsejumif. ttmiei M> Crtif. 
freiMstosOj-. "Btzw. Ma; 1 wie tiiexk yc« 
teocsih, 3i6j:. K(!iniiu:$.,' .* suit Usr-

SaxaieCy v."ut out» 
"VTjiii b trmiif;. Eiumi' }Ksrna.*v«6 la$ 
ämmmfeurb. iu»: m uli ilugtlawutc v* in.. 

Xtamt nur; tin Jinrnr' ' HÜ* mei 
ftyB?" xiitinp im urn. "J'v* m>nn!üi;:nr 
tz> shiov. ynu " 

WllK'ir Zlli 1)16 Baft whim. ItllL lH'f.'L 
tTTM liiriiuph. nuc HtrniL via 11:1 v 
*• fart-BD-IirV BUTf Of tilt Vfi-l iuitifil 
tirmnrrncrtiDi; uim tiesici-—unt tiT -au»! 
fioluuL.- siiiei imn tout uiic: art h: 
lurniiuuiiifc 

it tin lie» safe.' alit jiumic.C 
eras tinctab "It if um oub p-iml 
fcpa&iiBi hm uetwtHU: tiit-

it ii hum: tiuu it prun: ugumn: 
liiaramt luiti ever thai ozyaueryient1 

TÖCRRJIYIFR b?' winch VOL reKCuet nit 
tram Eiit old lioiiei It tum b unit 

too. tlun will -prevent tu- tiernc 
cgiautiö EI -lugait. wen ii uc? out aiitmlc 
lerne ÜH- umiiiimunon.' 

TSisj BiMifl liuiort- the Baft- a nit' 
BieM.. imS 2J.ermtit)j examined ii cioHt-
1J wni umt:li amerem. 
: "W.tmDartiLl!" iit- utimireü 

"1 tut"» yon fl txpjiruv« uf ii," cried 
BSsiOfc, 2BUIÜ! JlitiUBÖÜ. "KtlV 2 llL'Vt 
eoHK'tii'jitg tint- io show yuu." 

She :ia tiit- denk, anti from u -
dravea- l.vak .our, t iiuräuliu [if largt 
phcdogrüjibt. ~Tk<?} -were vyq- :uiinö-
Kjnae pboiographf of harBfiM. 

"Mb<& meet -wonfierEni thai; the 
talev~ rsmuj-teö a-aig tiamemlj Then.; 
heefcating HIJC B -trifit tmibarruBBtid,! 
he added. "iZLiyr 1—me? 3 ami-* tmt- ?" 

"If ysm l-bj% fetr $t," niit saiifi., itrup-; 

ping her eye*, -men eltuicaig ry at fcm 
Saickly. 

"Care for it ?" hi- rejiea-Uiti. "It wO 

howerer. that 1 did not notice out of 
the corner of my eye that Kennedy, 
~&&i taken from its cover Elaine j 
tvege's picture and was gazing at it 
Taroocsly. 

I had änished as much of the article 
£5 ! eoaid do then and was smoking 

T-sadSag it over. Kennedy was 
ssSS rMin.g at the picture Miss Dodge 
bj.c fives him. then moving from place 
Mi f.lUiet about the room, evidently 
VYeStriE.z There it would look best. I 
tkiiV. -ü-fcether he had done another 
itessifc tÜJig since we returned. 

Hi vied U on the mantel. That 
; So. At last he held it up be-

sifir £ of Galton, I think, of 
tilirM ZSÄ.Z ssd eugenics fame, who 
kui? am th-e- -rail directly opposite the 
iu'rrjiit[•-=-. Hastily he compared the 
rvc;. EUds*'s picture was precisely 
Tin BiODt KBr.. | 

lit itire »3i the picture of the 
scientist Mid tire-sr It carelessly into 
UH lirttjüaefe. Ties he placed Elaine's 
)n;:rurt xu r..£ jilace and hung it up 
acaxii. iii-iaiätag off to admire it. 

1 wauihtiä Um gleefully. Was this 
OrairV Purposely 1 moved my elbow 
Rutitienli anc pushed a book with a, 
litiiip cm the Soor. Kennedy actually j 
jun.;ied. 2 picked ap the book with a j 
munered apology. No, this was not 
iht name old Craig. 

.-'tDiiL.j/F half an hour later I was still 
reading.. KenDedy was now pacing up 
anc Qowa the room, apparently unable 
to his mind on any but 
cm»- mjüjjtict. 

St stopped a moment before the 
plrou,praps, looked at it fixedly. Then 
iit Ktfc,ntid his methodical walk again, 
heEhated, and went over to the tele-
jihuE«. calling a number which I rec-
'tigmzbd. 

"She must have been pretty well 
idtrne ap t>y her experience," he said 
apologetically, catching my eye. "1 
was wondering if—hello!—oh, Miss 
lx>ä?e—1—er—I—er—just called up to 

be one of the greatest weaeiirei—*• 'j i- you were all right." 
She slipped lite jacttat wäsäsfy insu» 1 ^nu8 *as very much embarrassed, 

an envelope. "Game," ö» auternijnad. | bot also very much in earnest. ! 
"Aunt JoBephin«- "»"Ü3 "BOBderäBg Ii -*•' mufical laugh rippled over the 
where we are. Sht—iitofs a äsaaoii j phone. "Yes, I'm all right, thank i 
chaperon." j yoa, Mr. Kennedy—and I put the pack-1 

Bennett, Aran JosejMite and ay- j a^e X0" sent me into the safe, but—" j 
•elf were talking earnest!y at Maine ] "Package?" frowned Craig. "Why, I' 
and Craig retaraeiL J sent you no package. Miss Dodge. In ' 

That morning I WuZ nv.ioed K*a-1 ™e safe?" 
nedy fussing BO me time at the door! "VI by, yes, and the safe is all cov- • 
of our apartment before we went over' ered with moisture—and so cold." 
to the laboratory. As ntsstily as 1! "Moisture—cold?" he repeated 
could make out he bad placed some- hastily. ' 

Susie rose to go and Elaine followed 
her to the door. No sooner had she 
gone than the Clutching Hand came 
out from behind the curtains. He gazed 
about a moment, then, moving over to 
the safe about which the two girls had 
been talking, stealthily examined it. 

He must have heard someone com
ing, for with a gesture of hate at the 
safe itself, as though he personified it, 
lie slipped back of the curtains again. 

Elaine had returned, and as she sat 
down at the desk to go over some pa
pers which Bennett had left relative 
to settling up the estate the masked 
intruder stealthily and silently with
drew. 

"A package for you, Miss Dodge," 
announced Michael later In the eve
ning, as Elaine, in her dainty evening 
gown, was still engaged in going over 
the papers. He carried it in his hands 
rather gingerly. 

"Mr. Kennedy sent it, ma'am. He 
says it contains clues, and will you 
please put it in the new safe for him." 

Elaine took the package eagerly and 
examined it. Then she pulled open 
the little round door of the globular 
safe. 

"It must be getting cold out, Mi
chael," she remarked. "This package 
is as cold as ice." 

"It is, ma'am," answered Michael. 
She closed the safe, and, with a 

glance at her watch, set the time lock 
and went upstairs to her room. 

No sooner had Elaine disappeared 
than Michael appeared again, catlike, 
through the curtains from the drawing-
room, and, after a glance about the 
dimly lighted library, discovering that 
the coast was clear, motioned to a fig
ure hiding behind the portieres. 

A moment and Clutching Hand him
self came out. 

He moved over to the safe and 
looked it over. Then he put out his 
hand and touched it. 

"Listen!" cautioned Michael. 
Someone was coming, and they 

hastily slunk behind the protecting 
portieres. It was Marie. Elaine's maid. 

She turned up the lights and went 
over to the desk for a book for which 
Elaine had evidently sent her. She 
paused and appeared to be listening. 
Then she went to the door. 

"Jennings!" she beckoned. 
"What is it, Marie?" he replied. 
She said nothing, but as he came UB 

the hall led him to the center of the 
room. 

"Listen! I heard sighs and groans!" 
Jennings looked at her a moment, 

puzzled, then laughed. "You girls!" 
he exclaimed. "I suppose you'll always 
think the library haunted now." 

"But, Jennings, listen," she per
sisted. 

Jennings did listen. Sure enough, 
there were sounds, weird, uncanny. He 
gazed about the room. It was eerie. 
Then he took a few steps toward the 
safe. Marie put out her hand to it and 
started back. 

"Why, that safe is all covered with 
cold sweat!" she cried with bated 
breath. 

Sure enough, the face of the safe 
was beaded with dampness. Jennings 
put his hand on it and quickly drew it 
away, leaving a mark on the damp
ness. 

"W-what do you think of that?" he 
gasped. 

"I'm going to tell Miss Dodge," cried 
Marie, genuinely frightened. 

A moment later she burst into 
Elaine's room. 

"What is the matter, Marie?" asked 
Elaine, laying down her book. "You 
look as if you had seen a ghost." 

"Ah, but mademoiselle—it ees just 
like that. The safe—if mademoiselle 

thing under the nig at the door out 
Into the hallway. 

"Well," said Bennett, glancing at 
his watch and rising as be turned 
to Blaine, "I'm afraid I must go now." 

He crossed over to where she stood 
and shook hands. There was no doubt 
that Bennett was very much smitten 
by his fair client 

VGood-by, Mr. Bennett," she mur
mured, "and I thank you so much for 
Wha^ you have done for me today." 

But there was something lifeless 
»hoik the words. She turned quickly 
to Cfaig, who had remained standing 

"Must you go too, Mr. Kennedy?" 
•he asked, noticing his position. 

"Iin, afraid Mr. Jameson and I must 

Et |ack on the job before this Clutch-
I Hand gets busy again." he replied 

reluctantly. 
"Op, I hope you—we get them soon!" 

•he «claimed, and there was nothing 
lifeless about the way she gave Craig 
her hand, aa Bennett, he and I left a 
moment later. 

Wien we approached our door, now, 
Craig paused. By pressing a little 
eoncpalad button he caused a panel 
In the wall outside to loosen, disclos
ing * small, boxlike plate In the wall 
endekneatL. 

It was. about a foot long and perhaps 
(our | Inches wide. Through it ran a 
plec* of paper which unrolled from one 
eoil iuid wound up on another, actu-

"Yes. I have been wondering If it is ; 
all right. In fact, I was going to call ; 
you up, only I was afraid you'd think ! 
I was foolish." j 

"I shall be right over," he answered I 
hastily, clapping the receiver back on 
its hook. "Walter," he added, seizing 
his hat and coat, "come on—hurry!" 

A few minutes later we drove up In 
a taxi before the Dodge bouse and 
rang the bell. 

Jennings admitted us sleepily. 
•  • • • • • •  

It could not have been long after we 
left Miss Dodge, late in the afternoon, 
that Susie Martin, who had been quite 
worried over our long absence after 
the attempt to rob her father, dropped 
in on Elaine. Wide^yed, she had lis
tened to Elaine's story of what bad 
happened. 

"And you think this Clutching Hand 
has never recovered the incriminating 
papers that caused him to murder 
your father?" asked Susie. 

Elaine shook her bead. "So. Let me 
show you the new safe I've bought. 
Mr. Kennedy thinks it wonderful." 

"I should think you'd be proud of it," 
admired Susie. "1 must tell father to 
get one, too." 

At that very moment, if they toad 
known it, the Clutching Hand, with 
his sinister, masked twee, was peering 
at the two girls from the other wide 
of the portieres. 

"A Package for You, Miss Dodge." 

will come down stairs, I will show It 
you." 

Puzzled, but interested, Elaine fol
lowed her. In the library Jenylngs 
pointed mutely at the new safe. Elaine 
approached It. As they stood about 
new beads of perspiration, as It were, 
formed on It. Elaine touched it and 
also quickly withdrew her hand. 

"I can't imagine what's the matter," 
She said. "But—well—Jennings, you 
may go—and Marie, also." 

When the servants had gone she still 
regarded the safe with the same won
dering look, then turning out the 
light, she followed. 

She had scarcely disappeared when, 
from the poniered doorway near by, 
the Clutching Hand appeared, and, 
after gazing out at them, took a quick 
look at the fcafe, 

"Good!" he muttered. 
Noljr*Je»6)y Mfcbae) of the sinister 

. 'S- .w-fs  - . • 

'ace moved in -nd took a position in 
the center of the room, as if on guard, 
while Clutching Hand sat before the 
safe watching it intently. 

"Someone at the door—Jennings is 
answering the bell," Michael whis
pered hoarsely. 

"Confound it!" muttered Clutching 
Hand, as both moved again behind the 
heavy velour curtains. 

"I'm so glad to see you, Mr. Ken-
nedy," greeted Elaine unaffectedly as 
Jennings admitted us. 

She had heard the bell and was com
ing Jownstairs as we entered. We 
three moved toward the library and 
someone switched on the lights. 

Craig strode over to the safe. The 
cold sweat on it had now turned to 
icicles. Craig's face clouded with 
thought as he examined it more close
ly. There was actually a groaning 
sound from within. 

"It can't be opened," he said to him
self. "The time lock is set for tomor
row morning." 

Outside, if we had not been so ab
sorbed in the present mystery, we 
might have seen Michael and the 
Clutching Hand listening to us. 
Clutching Hand looked hastily at his 
watch. 

"The deuce!" he muttered under his 
breath, stifling his suppressed fury. 

We stood looking at the safe. Ken
nedy was deeply interested, Elaine 
standing close beside him. Suddenly 
he seemed to make up his mind. 

"Quick—Elaine!" he cried, taking 
her arm. "Stand back!" 

We all retreated. The safe door, 
powerful as it was, had actually begun 
to warp and bend. The plates were 

I bulging. A moment later, with a loud 
report and concussion, the door blew 
off. 

A blast of cold air and flakes like 
I snow flew out. Papers were scattered 
on every side. 

e stood gazing, aghast, a second, 
ther, ran forward. Kennedy quickly 
examined the safe. He bent down and 
from the wreck took up a package, 
now covered with white. 

As quickly he dropped it. 
"That is the package that was sent," 

cried Elaine. 
Taking it in a table cover, he laid 

it on the table and opened it. Inside 
was a peculiar shape flask, open at the 
top. but like a vacuum bottle. 

"A Dewar flask!" ejaculated Craig. 
I "What is it?" asked Elaine, appeal-
! ing to him. 
j "Liquid air!" he answered. "As it 
j evaporated, the terrific pressure of 
expanding air in the safe increased 
until it blew out the door. That is 
what caused the cold sweating and the 
groans." 

We watched him, startled. 
On the otfter side of ihe portieres 

Michael and Clutching Hand waited. 
Then, in the general confusion, Clutch
ing Hand slowly disappeared, foiled. 

"Where did this package come 
from?" asked Kennedy of Jennings 
suspiciously. 

Jenftings looked blank. 
"Why," put in Elaine, "Michael 

brought it to me." 
"Get Michael," ordered Kennedy. 
A moment later he returned. "I 

found him, going upstairs," reported 
Jennings, leading Michael in. 

"Where did you get this package?" 
shot out Kennedy. 

"It was left at the door, sir, by a 
boy, sir." 

Question after question could not 
shake that simple, stolid sentence. 
Kennedy frowned. 

"You may go," he said finally, as if 
j reserving something for Michael later. 
I A sudden exclamation followed from 
j Elaine as Michael passed down the 
! hall again. She had moved over to 
j the desk, during the questioning, and 
I was ler.ning against it. 

Inadvertently she had touched an 
envelope. It was addressed, "Craig 
Kennedy." 

Craig tore it open, Elaine bending 
anxiously over his shoulder, frightened. 

XVe read: 
"YOU HAVE INTERFERED FOR 

THE LAST TIME. IT IS THE END." 
Beneath it stood the fearsome sign 

of the Clutching Hand! 
* * * * * * *  

The warning of the Clutching Hand 
had no other effect on Kennedy than 
the redoubling of his precautions for 
safety. Nothing further happened that 
night, however, and the next morning 
found us early at the laboratory. 

It was the late forenoon, when, aft
er a hurried trip down to the office, I 
rejoined Kennedy at his scientific 
workshop. 

We walked down the street when a 
big limousine shot past. Kennedy 
stopped in the middle of a remark. He 
had recognized the car, with a sort of 
instinct. 

At the same moment I saw a smil
ing face at the window of the car. It 
was Elaine Dodge. 

The car stopped in something less 
than twice its length and then backed 
toward us.. 

Kennedy, hat off, was at the window 
in a moment There were Aunt Jose
phine and Susie Martin, also. 

"Where are you boys going?" asked 
Elaine, with interest, then added with 
a gayety that ill concealed her real 
anxiety, "I'm so glad to see you—to 
see that—er—nothing has happened 
from the dreadful Clutching Hand." 

"Why, we were just going up to our 
rooms," replied Kennedy. 

"Can't we drive you around ?" 
We climbed in and a moment later 

were off. The ride was only too short 
for Kennedy. We stepped out in front 
of our apartment and stood chatting 
for a moment. 

"Some day I want to show you the 
laboratory," Craig was saying. 

"It must be so—interesting!" ex
claimed Elaine very enthusiastically. 
"Think of all the bad men you must 
have caught!" 

Elaine hesitated. ; "Would you like 

to see it?" she wheedled of Aunt Jose
phine. 

Aunt Josephine nodded acquiescence, 
and a moment later we all entered the 
building. 

"You—you are very careful since 
that last warning?" asked Elaine as 
we approached our door. 

"More than ever—now,' replied 
Craig. "I have made up my mind to 
win." 

Kennedy had started to unlock the 
door, when lie stopped short. 

"See," he said, "this is a precaution 
I have just installed. I almost forgot 
in the excitement." 

He pressed a panel and disclosed 
the boxlike apparatus. 

"This is my kinograph, which tells 
me whether I have had any visitors in 
my absence. If the pen traces a 
straight line, it is all right; but if— 
hello—Walter, the line is wavy." 

We exchanged a significant glance. 
Would you mind—er—standing 

down the hall just a bit while 1 en-
ter?" asked Craig. 

"Be careful," cautioned Elaine. 
He unlocked the door, standing off 

to one side. Then he extended his 
hand across the doorway. Still noth-

It Was the Clutching Hand. 

ing happened. There was not a sound. 
He looked cautiously into the room. 
Apparently there was nothing. 

* * * * * * *  

It had been about the middle of the 
morning that an express wagon had 
pulled up sharply before our apart
ment. 

"Mr. Kennedy live here?" asked one 
of the expressmen, descending with 
his helper and approaching our janitor, 
Jens Jensen, a typical Swede, who 
was coming up out of the basement. 

Jens growled a surly, "Yes—but Mr. 
Kannady, lie bane out." 

"Too bad—we've got this large cab
inet he ordered from Grand Rapids. 
We can't cart it around all day. Can't 
you let us in so we can leave it?" 

Jensen muttered: "Well—I guess it 
bane all right." 

They took the cabinet off the wagon 
and carried it upstairs. Jensen opened 
our door, still grumbling, and they 
placed the heavy cabinet in the living 
room. 

"Sign here." 
"You fallers bane a nuisance," pro

tested Jens, signing nevertheless. 
Scarcely had the sound of their 

footfalls died away in the outside hall
way when the door of the cabinet 
slowly opened and a masked face pro
truded, gazing about the room. 

It was the Clutching Hand! 
From the cabinet he took a large 

package wrapped in newspapers. As 
he held it, looking keenly about, his 
eye rested on Elaine's picture. A mo
ment he looked at it, then quickly at 
the fireplace opposite. 

An idea seemed to occur to him. 
He took the package to the fireplace, 
removed the screen and laid the pack
age over the andirons with one end 
pointing out into the room. 

Next he took from the cabinet a 
couple of storage batteries and a coil 
of wire. Deftly and quickly he fixed 
them on the package. 

Meanwhile, before an alleyway 
across the street and further down 
the long block the express wagon had 
stopped. 

Having completed fixing the bat
teries and wires, Clutching Hand ran 
the wires along the molding on the 
wall overhead, from the fireplace un
til he was directly over Elaine's pic
ture. Skillfully he managed to fix the 
wires, using them in place of the pic
ture wires to support the framed pho
tograph until it hung very noticeably 
askew on the wall. 

The last wire joined, he looked 
about the room, then noiselessly moved, 
to the window and raised the shade. ' 

Quickly he raised his hand and! 
brought the fingers slowly together, j 
It was the sign. ' j 

Off in the alley, the express driver i 
and his helper jumped into the wagon! 
and away it rattled. 

Jensen was smoking placidly as thei 
wagon pulled up the second time. > 

"Sorty," said the driver sheepishly '' 
"but we delivered the cabinet to the 
wrong Mr. Kennedy." 

He pulled out the inevitable book to 
prove it. i ' 

"Wall, you bane fine fallers" 
growled Jensen, puffing like a furnace, 
In his fury. "You cannot go up 
tgane." 

"We'll get fired for the mistake 
pleaded the helper. 

"Juit this once," urged the driver, as 

he rattled some loose change in his 
pocket. "Here—there goes a whole 
day's tips." 

He handed Jens a dollar in small 
change. 

Still grumpy, but mollified by the 
silver, Jens let them go up and opened 
the door to our rooms again. There 
stood the cabinet, as outwardly inno
cent as when it came in. 

Lugging and tugging they managed 
to get the heavy piece of furniture out 
and downstairs again, loading it on 
the wagon. Then they drove off with 
it, accompanied by a parting volley 
from Jensen. 

In an unfrequented street, perhaps 
half a mile away, the wagon stopped. 
With a keen glance around, the driver 
and his helper made sure that no one 
was about. 

"Such a shaking up as you've given 
me!" growled a voice as the cabinet 
door opened. "But I've got him this 
time!" 

It was the Clutching Hand. 
« » » » » » »  

Craig gazed into our living room cau
tiously. 

"I can't see anything wrong," he said 
to m; as I stood just beside him. "Miss 
Dodge," he added, "will you and the 
rest excuse me if I ask you to wait 
just a moment longer?" 

Elaine watched him, fascinated. He 
crossed the room, then went into each 
of our other rooms. Apparently noth
ing was wrong and a minute later he 
reappeared at the doorway. 

"I guess it's all right," he said. "Per
haps it was only Jensen, the janitor." 

Elaine, Aunt Josephine and Susie 
Martin entered. Craig placed chairs 
for them, but still I could see that he 
was uneasy. From time to time, while 
they were admiring one of our treas
ures after another, he glanced about 
suspiciously. 

"What is the trouble, do you think?" 
asked Elaine wonderingly, noticing 
his manner. 

"I—I can't just say," answered Craig, 
trying to appear easy. 

She had risen and with keen inter
est was looking at the books, the pic
tures, the queer collection of weapons 
and odds and ends from the under
world that Craig had amasseC in his 
adventures. 

At last her eye wandered across the 
room. She caught sight of her own 
pictu.-e, occupying a place of honor— 
but hanging askew-. 

"Isn't that just like a man!" she ex
claimed. "Such housekeepers as you 
are—sixh carelessness!" 

She had taken a stop or two across 
the room to straighten the picture. 

"Miss Dodge!" almost shouted Ken
nedy, his face fairly blanched. "Stop!" 

She turned, her stunning eyes filled 
with amazement at his suddenness. 
Nevertheless she moved quickly to one 
side, as he waved his arms, unable to 
speak quickly enough. 

Kennedy stood quite still, gazing at 
the picture, askew, with suspicion. 

"That wasn't that way when we left, 
was it, Walter?" he asked. 

"It certainiy was not," I answered 
positively. "There was more time 
spent in getting that picture just 
right than I ever saw you spend on the 
room." 

Craig frowned. 
As for myself I did not know what 

to make of it. 
"I'm afraid I shall have to ask you 

to step into this back room," said Craig 
at length to the ladies. "I'm sorry— 
but we can't be too careful with this 
intruder, whoever he was." 

Elaine, however, stopped at the door. 
For a moment Kennedy appeared to 

be considering. Then his eye fell on 
a fishing rod that stood in a corner. 
He took it and moved toward the pic
ture. 

On his hands and knees, to one 
side, down as close as lie could get to 
the floor, with the rod extended at 
arm's length, he motioned to me to do 
the same, behind him. 

Carefully Kennedy reached out with 
the pole and straightened the picture. 

As he did so there was a flash, a 
loud, deafening report, and a great 
puff of smoke from the fireplace. 

The fire screen was riddled and over
turned. A charge of buckshot shat
tered the precious photograph of 
Elaine. 

We had dropped flat on the floor at 
the report. I looked about. Kennedy 
was unharmed and so were the rest. 

With a bound he was at the fire
place, followed by Elaine and the rest 
of us. There, in what remained of a 
package done up roughly in newspa
per, was a shotgun with its barrel 
sawed off about six inches from the 
lock, lastened to a block of wood, and 
connected to a series of springs on 
the trigger, released by a little electro
magnetic arrangement actuated by 
two batteries and leading by wires up 
along the molding to the picture where 
the slightest touch would complete the 
circuit. 

A startled cry from Elaine caused us 
to turn. 

She was standing directly before her 
shattered picture where it hung awry 
on the wall. The heavy charge of 
buckshot had knocked away large 
pieces of paper and plaster under it. 

"Craig!" she gasped. 
He was at her side in a second. 
She laid one hand on his arm, as she 

faced him. With the other she traced 
an imaginary line in the air from the 
level of the buckshot to his head and 
then straight to the infernal thing that 
had lain in the fireplace. 

And to think," she shuddered, "that 
it was through me that he tried to kill 
you!" 

Never mind," laughed Craig easily, 
as they gazed into each other's eyes, 
drawn together by their mutual peril, 
Clutching Hand will have to be 

cleverer than this to get either of ua 
—Elaine!" 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 
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