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Everything you read here today you can
see in the fascinating Pathe Motion Pic-
tures at the Motion Picture Theaters this
week. Next Sunday another chapter of
*“The Exploits of Elaine'’ and new Pathe
reels.

Nynopsia of Previons Ohapters,

Tha New York police are mystifled by a series of
murders and other orimea The principal clue to e
ﬂ'lmlnll in the m;rnln- letter whi(!. in sent tha win-

ma'hal.lu' with 8 “chutchihg band.”  The latest victhn
& mysterioun assassin_ ia Taylor Dodge, tha in-.

prosident. His daughter, Klalne, ammnr; Cralg
K ¥, the famoun seiontific detective, Lo try to un-
ravel the mystery., What Kenhedy acoomplishes” ia told
by his friend Jameson, & newsSpaper man.

By an Ingenlous ruse Clutohing Hand smuggles Into
Elaine's hame a flask of Naukd alr which she supposes
10 be & packiage of valuihle papers. It hlows open the
safe ln which It is placed, but Keannedy arrives in time
1o pravent the robbery, Tha detective narrowly missss
death In his apartment when Clutching Hand hias placed

A shotgun so that it is fired by e electrical connec-
ﬂon formed whan Kennedy piaces his hands on a framed
photograph of Elaine.

CHAPTER V,

The Poisoned Room

(Copyright, 1915, by the Star Company,
* Forelgn Rights Reserved.)

LAINE and Cralg were much together dur-

ing the next few daye. Bomshow or other,

it seemed that the chase of the Clutching

Hand involved long conferences in the

Dodge library, and even, in fact, extended

to excursions into the notoriously erime-infested

peighborhood of Riverslde Drive, with ita fashlon-

able processlon of automoblles and go-carts—as

far north, indeod, as that desperate haunt known
s Grant’s Tomb,

More than that, these delvings Into the under-
world involved Kennedy in the necessily of wear-
ing & frock coat and sllk hat in the afternoon, and
1 fou=\ that he was selocting his neckwear with a
care that had been utterly forelgn to him during all

All

~ the years previous that 1 had known him,

It all looked very suspicious to me.

But to retumn (o the more serfous side of the
affair,

Kennedy and Elaine had scarcely come out of
the house and descended the steps, ome afternoon,
when a ainister face appeared In a basement area-
way nearby. .

The figure was crouched over, with his back

- el up almost as if deformed, and his loft band

sn unmistakable twist,

It wag the Clutching Hand,

He wore a telephons Inspec'.r's hat and coat
and carried & bag slung by a strap over his shoul.
der. For once he had left off his mask, but, in
place of it, his face was covered by a scraggly Dlack
beard. JIn fuct, he seemed to avold turniug his face

“full, three-quarters or even profile to anyone, un-
Jess he had to do #0, As much as possible he
averted it, but he did so in a clever way that made
it ssom quite The disgulse was effective,

He saw Kennedy and Miss Dodge and slunk
unobtrugively against o rafling, with his head
- tursed away. Laughing and chatting, thoy passed.
As “walked down the street, Ciutohing Hand

and gazed after them. Involuntarily the

_menacing hand clutched in open hatred.

Then he turped In the other direction and, go-

~1ng up the steps of the Dodge housd, rang the bell.

“Telephona inspector,” he said in = Joud tone
s in .lmlu:' place for the afternoon,
the door,

ll- accompanied the words with the fign, and

. Michael, taking care that the words be beard, in

ease any onk was lstening, admitted him.

An it nappensd, Aunt Josephine was upstairs In
Elaine's room. She was fixing flowers in a vase ond
the dresaing table for her ldolized micce. Mean-
while, Rusty, the collle, lsy, half blinking, on the

iy Mo

“Who {a this® she asked, as Michael led the
bogua telephone inspector into the room.

“A man fronl the telepbone company,”
swered deferentially.

Aunt Josephine, unsophisticated, allowed them
1o enter without a further guestion.

Quickly, like & good workman, Clutching Hand
went to ithe telophone ipsirument and by dint of
keoplog his finger on the hook and his back to
Aunt Josephine suocesded In conveying the illuslon
that he was examining i,
 Aunt Josaphine moved to the door. Not so,
Rusty. He did not Uke the looks of the stranger
and he had np seruples agatast letting it be known.

' As she put ber hand on the knob to go out into
~ the hall, Husty utiered a low growl, which grew

he an-

L ﬂ & full-lusged suerl st the Clutching Hand.
R Hangd kicked at him vigorously, it wur-

. Rusty barked.
*Lady,” be gisgulsed his volee, “wil
tor call off the dog? Me and him 4
to sach other.”

yer please
't soem lo

. : Rusty,” she commanded, “down!"

w;‘"-vw apened bis bag and fron] it drew a

1l protesting Rusty.
wnmmmmmmwu
d over swittly w it. Vor a few seconds
Eail ptMuMMmdMn-
ﬁummmm center of the

outfit, Such us 1 have seen

. He then ook out &

‘*ﬂlmm“uu‘
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“Exploits7Flaine

Michael put hig hand on his face where the
Clutching Hand had struck him. Then he walited,
muttering to himself, As he thought! (L over, anger
took the place of fear. He slowly turned In the
direction of the cellar., Closing both his fists,
Michael made a threatening mesture.at his master
in crime

Meanwhile, Clulching Hand was standing by
the slectric meter, He examined it carefully, feel-
ing where the wires entered and 1oft it, and start-
ing to trace them out. At last he caivie to a point
where It séemed sultable to make a covuection for
gome purpose he had in mind.

Quickly he took some wire from his bag and
connected It with the eleetrie light wires. Next,
he led these wirea, concealed, of course, along Lhe
cellar floor, in the direction of the furnace.

The furnace was one of the old hot air heaters
and he paused before it as though seeking some-
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Quickly she called to Marle
Josephine—right away!"™

As Marle almost flew down the hall,
still holding the letter convulsively, pulled hersslf
together and got up, trembling. She almost setred
the telephone as she called Kennedy's number,

"Go—eet Aunt

Hlalne,

Kennedy, In his stalned laboratory apron, was
at work before his taljle, while 1 was watching him
with intense interest, when the teélephone rang,

Without a word he answered the call and I
could see & look of perturbation cross his face. 1
knew it was from Elalne, but could tell nothing
about the nature of the message,

At instant later he almost tore off the apron
and threw on his hat and coat. 1 followed him
a8 he dashed out of the laboratory,

“This is terrible—terrible,”” he multered, as
we burried acrosg the campus of the university Lo

Oraig Reached Down and Gently Pulled the Oollie Tito the Room. — -

This i from ihe Moving Picture FUm of “The Exploits of Blaine” by the Pamous Patte Flayers

allnpmi it over his hend go that the munzle protected
his nose and moulth.

He seemed to work a sort of pumping attach-
ment and from the nossle of the spraying (nstru-
ment blew out a cloud of powder which he directed
at the wall.

The wall paper was ona of thoss rich, fussy
varioties and it seemed to catch the powder,
Clutching Hand appeared to be more than satiatied
with the effect.

Meanwhile, Michael, in the hallway, on guard
to see that no one bothersd Clutching Hand at his
work, was overcome by curlosity to see what his
mastor was doing. He opened the door a little bit
and gased stealthily through the crack into the
room. g

Clutching hand was now spraying the rug close
to the drossing table of Elaine and was standing
near the mirror. He stooped down (o examine the
rug. Then, as be ralsed his head, he happened to
look Into the mirror. In it he could see the full
reflection of Michael behind him, gazing into the
room,

“The ascoundrell” muttered Clutching Hand,
with repressed fury pt the discovery,

He rose quickly and shut off the spraying in-
strument, stuffing it Into the bag. He took a step
or two toward the door. Michae]l drew back, care-
fully, pretending now to be on guard.

Clutching Hand opened the door and, still wear-
ing the muszie, beckomed to Michael. Michasl
could mearcely control his fears. Buf he obeved,
entering Elalne’'s room after the Clutehing Hand,
who loocked the door,

“Were you watching me?" demanded the mas-
ter eriminal, with rage.

Michasl, trembling all over, shook hils head.
For a moment Clutching Mand looked him over
disdainfully at the clumsy le,

Then he brutally struck Michsel in the face,
knocking him down, An ungovernzble, aimost in-
sane fury sesmed to possess the man as he stood
over the prostrate fogtman, cunlnl.

“"Got up!™ he ord

Michuel obeyed, thoroughly ‘cowed.

“Take me to the cellar, now," he demanded.

Michael led the way from the room without a
protest, the master criminal following bim elosely,

Down into the collar, by & back way, they weat,
Olutching Hapd still wearing his muzsle and
Jiichaol waying not a word.

Suddenly Clutching Hend turned on him and
seleed him by the collar,

“Now, go upstairs, you." he multered, shaking
him until his teeth fuirly chattéred, “and if you
watch me again—I'll kil you!"

He thrust Mickael gway, and the footman, over-
come by fear, Burried upstalre. Still trembling any
fearful, Michael paused in the ballway. looking
back mnullullf. for even one Who s In the power
of » super-criming ls still humss sod has feelings
that may be injured

thing. Then he bent down beslde it and uncovered
a little tank, - He took off the top, on which were
cast in the iron the words: -

“This tank must be kept full of water:"’

He thrust his hand gingerly into it, bringing it
out quickly. The tank was nearly full of water and
he brought his hand out'wet. It was also hot. But
he dld not seem to mind that, for be shook his head
with a smile of satisfaction.

Next from his capacious bag he took two metal
poles, or electrodes, and ‘fastened ‘them carefully to
the ends of the wires, placinf them at opposite
ends of the tank'in the water.

For saeveral moments he watched. The waler
inside the tank seemed the same as before, only on
each elsotrode there appeared bubbles, on one bub-
bles of oxygen, on the other of hydrogen. The
water was deoompoilng under the current by elec-
trolyais,

Another moment he surveyed his work to see
that he had left no loose ends. Then he picked up
his bag and moved toward the cellar steps. As he
did so, he removed the muzzle from his nose and
quietly let himself out of the house,

The next morning, Rusty, who had been Elaine's
constant companion sioce the trouble had begun,
awakened his mistress by licking her hand as it
hung limply over the side of her bed.

She awakened with a start and put her hand
to her head. Bhe felt 11,

“Poor old fellow,” she murmured, haif dazedly,
for the moment endowing her pet with her own
feelings, as she patied his faithiul shaggy head,

Rusty moved away agaln, wagglog his tall lst-
lesaly. The collie, too,- feit 1ll. Elsine watched
him us he walked, dejected, atross the room and.
then lay down. e

“Why, Miss Elaine—what ees e mattait? You
are so pale!” exclaimed the, K mald, Marie, az she
entered the room a moment later wlth ule maorn-
ing's mall on & salver,

“1 don't feel well,” Marle™ she. replied, trying
with her slender white hand to brush the cobwabs
from her brain,
phine to telephone Dr. Hayward, ' ) S

“Yes. mademolselle,” answered Marle, deftly
and sympathetically straighiénoing out the pillows.

Lanzuidly Elaine took the lelters one by one off
the salver. Bhe looked at.them, but seemed not Lo
Lave ehergy .nouﬁ to open them.

Floally she selected one and slowly tore lt open.
It had no superscription, but it at’ once arrested
dor attention and trapafized her with terror.

It read -

You are sick this morning. Tomorrow
you will be worse. ‘l'he,u_iu'du you. will
It was sigoed: by the mystic: :rm-mrln of the
fearsome Clutehing Heng! - . :

Blaine “drow _back  into . the p*now. . horror
stricken.

[ |

“I—1 wish you'd tell Aunt Jose-

a-taxicab stand,

A~ fhw oiiniites-later, when we arrived at the
Dodge mansion, we found Aunt Josephine and
Marie doing all they could under the eircumstances,
Aunt Josephine had just glven Flaine a glass of
wuter wplrh she drank eagerly. Nustly had, mean-
whlio. crawled under the bed, caring only to be
alone and undisturbed.

« Dr.'Hayward had arrived and had just finished
talking the patient’s pulse atnd temperature as our
cab pulled up.

Jennings," who Had evidently been expecting us,
let-us in without a word and conducted us up to
Flaine's room. We knocked.

“Mr. - Kennedy and Mr. Jameson,”
hoar Marie whisper in a subdued voice,

“Tell them:to come in,” answered Elaine
eagerly. -

We entered. There she lay, beautiful as ever,
but with 3 whiteness of her fresh cheek that was
too thereally unnatural. Elaine was quite i1l in-
deed.

“Oh! I'm so glad to see you,” she breathed,
with an alr of relief as 'Kennedy advanced,

we could

"Why—what Is the matler?"” sasked Craig,
anxiously.
Dr, Hayward shook bhls head dublously, but

Kennedy did not notice him, for, as he approached
Elaine, she drew from' the covers where she had
concedled It a letter and hapded it to him,

Cralg took it and read:

You are «f this moring:. Tomorrow
you will be worse. The mnext day you will
die unless you discharge Cralg  Kenunedy.

At the signature of the Clutching Hand he
frowned, then, noticing. Dr. Hayward, turned to him
and repeated the question, “What is the matter?”

r. Hayward continued shaking his head. *I

cannot diagmnose her symptoms,” be shrugged.

As 1 watched Kennedy's face, 1 saw his nostrils
dllnint. llmoat as il he were a hound and had
scented” hh guarry. ‘I snifted, too, There seemed
to'be"n !:’m’odur. almost as it of garlie, in the
room.~1{ was ynmistakable nf.ld Cralg fooked about
him curiously; but said nothing. .

As be mniffed, he moved fmpatiently and his
foot touched Rusty, under the bed.  Rusty whined
and moved back lullj’ Cralg bent over and looked
at hlm

“What's the matter with Rusty?” he asked.
“Is he siek, too?"

“Why, yes," snswered Eiaine, lollnlm; Craig
with her.desp eyes.  "Poor Rusty. He woke ma
up this morning. Ile lcels as badly as 1 do, poor
ﬂld f!llo-' S -

(‘nl; mptml down and gently pulled the colile
oul into the room. Rusty crouched down close to
the flodr.” His nose was hot and dry and feverish.
He was plainly (L

How- I-ua; has 'Rusty been {n the room?” asked

“ANl night” answered Elaine. “I wouldn't

think of being without him now.™

Kennedy lifted the dog by his front paws, Rusty
submitted patiently, but without any spirit.

‘May 1 take Rusty along with me?" he nsked
finally,

Blaine hesitated. “‘Surely,’’
““only, be gentle with him."”

Cralg looked at her as though i would be Im-
potsible to be otherwise w'th anylhing belonging

ghe sald at length,

to Hiaine,

“Of course,” he said, simply. "I thought that
1 might be able to discover the trouble [rom study-~
ing him."

We stayed only a few minutes longer, for Ken-
nedy seemed to realive the necessity of dolng some-
thing Immediately, ahd even Dr. Hayward was
fighting in the dark. As for me, 1 gave it up, too.
I conld find no answer to the mystery of what was
the peculiar malady of Elulne,

Back in the laboratory, Kennedy set to work
immediately, brushing everything else aside. He
began by drawing off a !lttle of Rusty's blood in a
tube, very carefully,

“Here, Walter,” he said, pointing to the littls
incision he bad made, “will you take care of him?"

1 bound up the wounded leg and gave the poor
beast a drink of water. HRusty looked at me grate-
fully from his blg, sad brown éyes. He seemed to
appreciate qur gentlenssa and to realize that we
were trying to help him,

in the meantime, Craig had taken a flask with a
rubber stopper. Through one hole in it was fitted
a long funnel; through another ran A glass tube.
The tube connected with a large U-shaped drying
tube filled with calelum chloride, which, in tarn,
connected with a long open tube with an upturned
end,

into the flask Craig dropped some pure grani-
lated zine. . Then he covered It with dilute sulphurie
acld, poured in through the funnel tube.

“That forms hydrogen gas,'” he explained to me,
“which passes t'hruugh the drying tube and the
ignition tube, Walt a moment until all the air is
expelled from the tubes.™

He lighted a mateh and touched it to open,
upturned end. The hydrogen, now escaping freely,
was ignited with a pale blue flame.

A few moments later, having extracted some-
thing lilke a serum from the blood he had drawn
from Rusty, he added the extract to the mixture
in the flask, pouring it in, also, through the funnel
tube.

Almost Immediately the pale, bluish namea
turned to Dblujsh white, and white fumes were
formed. In the ignition tube a port of metallic
deposit appeared,

Quickly Craig made one test after another.

As he did eo I sniffed. There was an unmis-
takeable odor of garlic in the air which made me
think of what I had already noticed In Elaine's
room.

“"What is {t?"" I asked, mystified,

“Arseniuretted hydrogen,'" he -answered, still
engaged In verifying his tests. “This is the Marsh
test for arsenle."

I gazed from Kennedy to the apparatus, then to
Rusty and a picture of Elaine, pale and Hstless,
flashed before me.

*“Arsenic!” I repeated, in horror.

I had scarcely recovered from the surprise of
Kennedy's startling revelation when the telephone
rang agaln. Kennedy seized the receiver, thinking
evidently that the message might be from or about
Elaine,

But from the look on his faece and from his
manpar, I could gather that, although it was not
from Elalne herself, It was about something that
inferested him greatly, As he talked, he Look his
little notebook andl hustily jotted down something
in it. Btill, I could not make out what the cone
versation was about,

“Good!" I heard him say finally.
the appointment—absolutely,”

His face wore a peculinr puzzled look as he
hung up the receiver.

“What was it?" | asked, eagerly.

"It was Elalne's footman, Michael,” he replied,
thoughtfully, “As | suspected, he says that he ia
a confederate of the Clutching Hand, and {f wa
will protect him he will tell us the troubls with
Elnine."*

“1 shall keep

‘1 considered a moment, “How's that?” 1
queried.
“Well,” added Crag., “you see, Michael has be-

gome Infuriated by the treatment he received from
the Clutching Hand. 1 believe he cufled him in
the face yesterdab, Anyway, he says he has de-
termined to get even and betray him. So, after
hearing how Elalne ywas, he slipped out of the
servanl’'s door and looking about carefully to.see
that he wasn't followed, he went straight to a drug
store and called me up. He seemed extremely
nervous and fearful.™

1 did not like the looks of the thing, and safd
ED, "Cralg,” 1 objected vehemenily, "“don't Bo lo
meetl him, It {8 a trap."”

Kennedy had evidently considered my objection
already.

"It may bo a trap,” he replled slowly, "but
Elaine is dying and we've got to see this thing
through.”

As he spoke, he took an auwtomatic from &
drawer of & eabinet agd thrust it Into hig pocket.
Then he went into anbther drawer and took out
several sectiens of thin tubing, which seemed to be
nfade fusten together s a fishing pole is fastened
but were now seperate, as if ready for travelling.

“Well=—-are you coming, Walter?” he asked
finally——the only answer to my flood of caution.

Then he went out, 1 followed,

“If you g0, 1 go." 1 capitulated.
there is to "

Following the directions that Michael had given
over the telephone, Cralg led me into one of the
toughest paris of the lower West Side.

“Here's the place,” he announced, etopping
across the street from a dingy Raines law hotel,

“Pretty tough,” I objected.

Quite,”” replied Keonedy,
book again,

“Well, I'll be -hanged It '}l go in that Jolnt," 1
persisted.

It bad no effect on Kennedy, "Nonsense,
Walter,” he replied, crossing the strest.

(Contloued on Page Elevea—Column Three)

still argoing
~“That's an

“Are You sure?”
consulting his note
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