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ELAINE DODGE. . . .
CRAIG KENNEDY . . .

Everything you read here today you
seo in the fu,:i’ntting Pathe Motion
tures at the Motion Picture Theaters
week. Next Sunday another chapter of
*‘The Exploits of Elaine’’ and new Pathe

reels.

SYNOFRIS OF PREVIOUS CHAFPTERS.

The New York pollce sr'e mystifisd by & series of
murders of prominent men. The principal clue to the
murdersr (s the warning in ment the vie-
timu, signed with s “clutohing hand” The Iatest vic-
tim of the mysterious assassin in or the in-
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CHAPTER VL

. L1
“The Vampire
oy reien Wights Weservarranr
ENNEDY went the next day to the Dodge
House, and, as usual, Perry Bennett,
Elsine's Inwyer, was thers in the llbrary
with Hialne, still going over the Cluteh-
ing Hand case in their endeavor to track
down the mysterious manter eriminal.

Bennett seemed ss deeply as ever In love with
Elnine, 8Sill, as Jennings sdmitted Cralg it was
sufficlently evident by the manner In which Elaine
loft Bennott anofl ran to greet Oralg that she had
the highest regard for him.

“I've Bronght you a lttle document that may In-
terost you," remarked Kennedy, reaching into his
pocket and pulling out an envelope,

r,h!tn opan and looked at the paper
wi

“Oh, how thoughtful of you!™ she exclalmed in

i

It was a permit from the police made out in her
allowing her to oarry a revolver.

Iater, Kennedy resched into his coat
and produced a little automatic which he
to her,

“Thank you,” she cried eagerly,

Elaine examined the gun with interest, then, rals-
iog it playfully at Bennett,

“Oh, no, no!"” exclaimed Kennedy, taking her arm
quickly snd gently, deflecting the weapon away.
““You musn't think it is a toy. It axplodes at &
mere touch of the trigger—when that safety ratchet
is turned.”

ii

i

Jensings, who had been busy abouy the por-
tieres at the doorway, started to pick up the fallen
kuight, Some of the pleces were broken, and the
throe gathered about as the butler tried to fit them
together again as best he could,

“Too bad, too bad,” apologized Bennett profusely.
*1 really forgot how close I was to the thing.”

“Oh, never mind," returned Elaine, a little crost-
fallen, “it is smashed allright—but it was my fault,
Jennings, send for someone to repair it.”

Bhe turned (o Kennedy. ““But I do wish you woulgd
teach me bow to use this thiong," she added, touch-
ing the automatic gingerly.

“Gladly,” he returned,

“Won't you Join us, Mr, Beanett?" gaked Einine,

“No,” the young lawyor emiled. “I'm afraid I
can’'t. You see, | had an sngagement with another
cllent and I'm already late.'

He took his hat and coat and, with a reluctant
farewell, moved toward the hallway,

A moment later Elaine and Cralg followed, while
Jennings fiulshed restoring the armor as nearly as
possible s It had been.

It was late that night that a masked figure suc-
oeeded fn ralsing itself to the marrow ornamantal
ledge under Elalne's bedroom window,

Elaine was u light sleoper, and besldes, Rusty,
her falthful collle, now fully recovered from the
polson, was in her room,
srowled and the sudden noise awakened

* Btartled, Elaine lustantly thoight of the sutoma-
reached under her pillow, keeping very
drew forth the gun that Cralg had given
Btealthily conceallng her actions under the
covers, she levelled the automatic at the figure sil-
houetted in ber window snd fired thres times.

'._;,m‘“q._lyﬂhthn.m turned on the lights

o8 o the window to look out. Husty was
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ns comfortably as possible under the circumstancss
in the rear seat, while his pals started the cur off
with a jerk in the hurry of escape.

Jonnings, having hastily slipped his trousers on
over his pajamas, came running down the hall,
while Marie, frigshtened, came in the other direc-
tlon. Aunt Josephine appeared a few seconds later,
adding to the general excitement,

“What's the matter?” she asked, anxioualy,

“A burglar, I think,” esxclalmed Wilaine, still
holding the gun ian her hand, “Bomeons tried to
geot Into my window."

"My graclous,” eried Aunt Josephine, in alarm,

Holding His Hand Over Elaine’s Mouth to
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''Elaine was kidnaped—in the armor,"’ Oried Kennedy,
‘b“mm-mmdﬂhm:‘mummmm

Prevent Her Boreaming, He Snn.tchod

the Revolver Away Before Bhe Could Fire It,

mum—mmmmawmuwwmnmumm

“where will this thing end?”

Elalne was doing her best now to qulet the fears
of hoer aunt, and the rest of the housefiold,

“Well,” ghe laughed, a little nervously, “now
that it was all over, 1 want you all to go to bed
and stop worrylng about me. Don't you see I'm
porfectly able to take care of myself? Besides,
there i8n’'t a chance now, of the burglar coming
back. Why, I shot him.” ;

“Yoeu," put in Aunt Josephine, “but"

Eislne lsughingly interrupted her, and playfully
made as though she were driving them out of her
room, although they were all very much concerned
over the affalr. However, they went finally, and
she locked the door.

“Rusty,” she called. “Down, there!"

The intelligent eollie seomed to understand, He
Iay down by the doorway, his nose close to the bot-
tom of the door, and his ears glert,

Finally Elaine, too, retired again,

Meanwhile the wounded man was being hurried
to one of the hang-outs of the mysterious Cliteh-
ing Hand, an old-fashioned house !n the Westches-
tor suburba. It was a carefully hidden place, badk
from the main'road, surrounded by trees, with a
driveway leading to it '

The car contalning the wounded “Pltts Blim"
drew up, and the other two men leaped out of it.
With a hurried glance about, they unlocked the
front door with a pass-key and entered, carrying
the man,

Indoors wasg mot}:u emissary of the Clutehing
Hand, a rather studious looking chap.

“Why, what's the matter?” he exclaimed as the
crooks entered his room supporiing thelr half-faint-
lng, wounded pal,

“Slim got a couple of pills," they panted as they
laid him on a couch,

“How?"” demanded the other,

“Trylng to get Inte the Dodge houss,
dig "

Blim was, quite evidently, badly wounded and
was bleeding profusely. A glance at him was enough
for the studious-looking chap. He went to & secret
panel, and, pressing it down, took out what was np-
parently a secret house telephone.

In another part of this mysterious house was
the secret room of the Clutching Hand, himself,
where he hid his identity from even his most trusted
followers, It was a small room lined with books
on every concelvable branch of sclence that might
aid him, and contalning lonumerable Hitle odds and
ends of paraphernalls that might help in his nefari-
ous criminal eareer,

His telephone rang and he took down the re-
celver,

“Pits Blim's been wounded, badly, chiel," was
all he walted to hear.

With scarcely a word he bung up the receiver,
then opahed u table drawer and took out a full
face mask. Next he went Lo & nearby bookcase,
pressed apother secret spring, and a pasnel opened.
He passad through, the mask adjusted.

Across, in the larger, oulsida study, another

Elaine

panel opened and the Clutching Hand, all crouched
up, trunaformed, appoared. Without & word he ad-
vanced to the couch on which the wounded crook
Iay, snd exanmined him,

“How did It happen?" he asked at lpngth,

“Misa Dodge shot him,” answered the others,
“with an automatie.”

“That Cralg Kennady must have given it to
her!™ he exclaimed with suppressed fury.

For a moment the Clutching Hand stopped to
consider. Then he seized the regular telephone.

“Dr. Martin?" he asked, as he got the number
Lo called.

Late an it was, the doctor, who was'a well-
known surgeon In that part of the country, an-

swered from an extension of his telephone near his,

I‘Qd.

The call was urgent, and apparentlly from a
* nil, which he did not feel he could neglect.

“Yea; I'll be there—In a fow moments,” he
yawued, hanging up the recelver and getting out
of bod. P

Dr. Martin was s middle-aged man, one of
thoze medical men in whose judgment one Instine-
tively rellee. From the brie! description of the
Lomaorrhage which the Clutching Hand had cleverly
made over the wire he knew that a life was at stake,
Qulckly he dressed and went out to his Earago
back of the house to get his lttle runabout,

It was only & matter of minutes before the doc-
tor was speeding over the now deserted suburban
roads, apparently on his errand of mercy.

At the address that had been given him he drew
up (o the side of the road, got out and ran up the
steps to the door. A ring at the bell brought &
sleepy looking man to the door, In his trousers and
nightshirt,

‘How's the patlent?"” asked Dr. Martin, eagerly,

“Patient?” repeated the man, rubbiog his eyes.
“There's no one sick here,'”

“Then what did you telephone for?" asked the
dootor peovishly, .

“Telephone?
asleep.”

Blowly it dawned on the doctor that it was &
false slarm, and that he must be the victim of some
practical joke,

“Well, that's a great note,” he growled, ss the
man #hut the door,

He descendod the steps, muttering harsh lan-
guage at nome unknown trickster. As he climbed
back into his machine and made ready to start, two
men seamed to rise before him as if from nowhere.

As o matier of fact, they had been seat there
by the Clutehing Hand and were hiding fo &' nearby
cellarway until thelr chance came, %

One man stood.on the rununing board, oft elther
tide of him, and two gune yawned menacingly at
him.

‘Drive ahead, that way!" mutiered one mas,
stating himself in the runabout with his gun closs
to the doctor's riba

The other kept his place on the running board,
and on they drove In the direction of the mystarious

I didn't call up any one. I was

dark bouse. Half a mile, perhaps, down the road,
they halted and loft the oar beside the walk.

Dr, Martin was too surprised to marvel at any-
thing now, and he realized that he was in the power
of twe despersate men. Quickly they blindfolded
him,

i\ weemed an Interminable walk, as they led
him about to confuse him, but at last he could feel
that they had taken him into a house and along
passagewnys, which they were making unnecessarily
leng In order to destroy all recollection that they
oould, Mioally he knew that he was in a room In
which others were present., He suppressed a shud-
dor at the low, menacing volces.

A moment later he felt them remove the ban-
dage from his syes, and, blinking at the light, he
could see a hard-faced fellow, pale and weak, on a
blood-stained couch. Over him bént a masked man
and another man stood pear by, endeavoring by
improvised bandages to stop the flow of blood.

"What can you do for this fellow?” asked the
masked man,

Dr. Martin, seelng nothing alse to do, for he was
more than outnumbered now, bent down and ex-
amined him. '

As he rose, he sald, “He will be dead from loss
of blood by morning, no matter if he is properly
bandaged.”

“Is there nothing that can save him?" whispered
the Cluiching Hand hoarsely,

“Blood transfusion might save him,” replied
the doctor. "But so much blood would be needed
that whoever gives it would be liable to die him-
”l‘.fl

Clutehing Hand stood sllent & moment, thinking,
as he gazed at the man who had been one of his
chief reliance. Then, with s menacing gesture,
bhe spoke in a low, bitter tone: -

""She who shot him shall supply the blood.”

A few quick directions followed to his subor-
dinates, and as he made ready to go he muttered,
“Keep the doctor here., Don’t let him stir from
the room."

Then, with the man who had aided him in the
murder of Taylor Dodge, he sallled out into the
blackuess that precedes dawn,

It was just before early daybreak when the
Clutching Hand and his confederate reached the
Dodge house In the city and came up to the back
door, over the fences. As they stood there, the
Clutehing Hand produced a master key and started
to open the door. But before he did so he took out
his watoh.

“Let me see,'" he ruminated. “Twenly minutes
past 4. At exactly half past, { want you to do as 1
told you—seel?"™

The other crook nodded.

“You may go,” ordered the Clutching Hand,

As the crook siunk away, Clutching Hand
stealthily let himself into the house. Noiselesaly he
prowled through the halls until he cawe to Elalne's
doorway.

He gave a hasty look up and down the hall,
There was no sound. Quickly he took a syringe
from his pocket and bent down by the door. Ilnsert-
ing the end under it, he squirted some lquid
through which vaporized rapidly in a wide, fine
stream of spray. Before he could give an alarm,
Rusty waa overcome by the noxious fumes, rolled
over on his back and lay stillL

Outslde, the other crook was walting, looking at
his watch, As the hand slowly turned the half
hour he snapped the watch shut. With a quick
glance up and dowp the deserted street, he defily
started up the rain pipe that passed near Elaine's
window,

This time there wag no falthful Rusty to give
warning, and the second Intruder, after a glance
at Elaine, still sleeping, went quickly to the door,
dragged the insensible dog out of the way, turned
the key and admitted the Clutching Hand. As he
did so he closed the door.

Evidently the fumes bad not reached Elaine, or,
if they had, the inrush of fresh air revived her, for
she waked and quickly reached for the gun. In an
instant the other crook had leaped at her. Holding
kis hand over her mouth (o prevent her screaming,
he suatched the revalver away before she could
fire it

in the meantime the Clutching Hand had taken
out some chloroform, and, rolling s towel in the
form of s cone, placed it over her face. She strug-
gled, gasping and sagging, but the struggles grew
weaker and weaker aud finally ceased altogether.

When Eilsine was completely under the influ-
ence of the drug, they lfted her out of bed, the
chleroform cone still over her face, and quietly car-
ried her to the door, which they had opened steal-
thily.

Downatalrs they carried her until they camse to
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the lbrary with its new safe, and where they placed
her on a couch.

At an early hour an express wagon stopped be-
fore the Dodge house and Jennings, half dressed,
answered the bell,

“"“We've come for that broken suit of armor to
be repalred,” sald a workman.

Jennings let the men Iin, The armor was still
on the stand and the repairers took armor, stand
and all, Iaying it on the couch, where they wrapped
it in the covers they had brought for the purpose.
They lifted it up and started to carry it out.

"Be ocareful,” eautioned the thrifty Jenninge.

Rusty, now recovered, was barking and snlffing
at the armor,

“Kick the mutt off,” growled one man.

The other did so, and Rusly snarled and shapped
at him. Jennings took him by the collar and held
him a# the repairers went out, loaded the armor
on the wagon, and drove off. .

Bearcely had they gone, while Jennings straight-
ened out the disarranged library, when Rusty be-
gan jumping about, barking furiously, Jennings
looked at him in amazement as the dog ran to the
window and leaped out.

He had no time to look.after the dog, though,
for at that very instant he heard a volce calling,
“Jennings, Jennings!"

It was Marie, almost gpeechless. He followed her
as she led the way to Mies Elaine's room. There
Marie pointed mutely to the bed,

Klaine was not thera,

Thare, too, were her clothes, neatly folded, as
Marie had hung them for her.

“S8omething must have happened to her,” walled
Marie.

Jennings was now thoroughly alarmed,

Meanwhile the express wagon outside was driv-
ing off, with Rusty tearing after it

“What's the matter?” cried Aunt Josephine,
coming in where the footman and the mald were ar-
gulng what waa to be done.

Bhe gave one look at her bed, the clothes and
the servants,

“Call Mr. Kennedy!" sghe cried in alarm.

“Hiaine Is gone—no one knows how or whers,'
announced Craig, as he leaped out of bed that
morning to answer the furious ringing of our tele-
phone bell.

It was very early, but Cralg dressed hurriedly,
and 1 followed as best I could, for he had the start
of me, tieless and collarless.

When we arrived at the Dodge house Aunt Jose-
phine and Marie were fully dressed. Jennings let
us In,

“What has happened?”
breathlessly.

While Aunt Josephine tried to tell him, Cralg
was busy examining the room.

“let us ses the library,” he sald at length.

« Accordingly down to the library we went. Ken-
nedy looked about. He seemed to miss something,

“Where & the armor?” he demanded.

“Why, the men came for it and took it away to
repair,” answered Jennings.

Kennedy's brow clouded in deep thought.

Outslde we had left our taxi waiting, The door
was open and a new footman, Jumes, was sweeping
the rug, when past him flashed a dishevelled hairy
streak.

We were all standing there still as Cralg ques-
tioned Jenninge about the armor. With a yelp
Rusty tore frantically into the room. A moment he
stopped and barked. We all looked at him {n sur-
prise. Then, as no ome moved, he seemed to sin-
gle out Kennedy., He geized Craig's coat In his teeth
and tried to drag him out,

“Here, Rusty—down, sir, down!" called Jen-
nlngs.

“No; Jeunings, no,” interposed Cralg.
the matter, old fellow?"

Cralg patted Rusty, whose big brown eyes
seemed mutely appealing. Out of the doorway he
went, barking still. Craig and I followed, while
the rest stood in the vestibule,

Rusty was trying to lead Kennedy down the
street,

“Walt here,” called Kennedy to Aunt Josephine,
as he atepped with me on the running board of the
cab. "“Go on, Rusty; good dog!™

Rusty needed no urging. With an eager yelp he
started off, still barking, ahead of us, our ear fol-
lowing. On we went, much to the astonishment of
those who were on the street gt such an early hour,

It seomed miles that we went, but at last we
came to a pecullarly deserted looking housa Here
Rusty turned in and began scratching at the door,
We jumped off the cab and followed.

The door was locked when we tried it, and from
inaide we could get no answer, We put our should-
ers to It, and burst it in. Dusty gave a leap for-
ward with a joyous bark.

We followed more cautiously. There weras
pleces of armor strewn all over the floor. Rusty
sniffed at them and looked about, disappolnted,
then howled,

I looked from the armor to Kennedy in blank
smagement,

"Tlalne was
cried.

demanded Kennedy

“What's

kidnapped—in the armor,” he

He was right. Meanwhile, the armor repairers
bad stopped at last at this spparently deserted
kouse, a strange sort of repalr shop. Btlll keeping
it wrapped in blankets, they had taken the armor
cut of the wagon and now laid It down on an old
broken bed. Then they had uvowrapped It and
tuken off the helmet.

There was Elaine!

Bhe had been stupefied, bound and Bagged.
Fleco after place of the armor they removed, find-
ing her still only conscious,

“Sh! What's that?"” cautioned one of the men.

They paused snd listened. Sureenough, there
was a sound outside. They opened the window
cautiously. A dog was scratching on the door, en-
deavoring to get In. It was Rusty.

“I think It's her dog,” sald the man, turning.
“We'd better lot him in. Someone might s¢e pim.*

The other nodded and a moment later the door
opened and in ran Rusty. Straight tp Elsine he
went, starting to lick her hand, ]

“Right—her dog"” exclalmed the other

(Continued on Page Nine, Column Three.)
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