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| Written by Arthur B. Reeve

The Well-Known Novelist and the Creator of the "*Craig Kennedy" Stories

qumatized into a Photo-Play by Charles Goddard

Author of “The Perils of Pauline'
Cast of Leading Characters in the Motion Picture Reproduction by the Famous Pathe Players |

ELAINE DODGE. . . .
CRAIG KENNEDY . . .
HARRY BENNETT . . .

Everything you read here today you can
in the fascinating Pathe Motion Pic-
at the Motion Picture Theaters this
Next Sunday another chapter of
Exploits of Elaine’’ and new Pathe
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SYNOPSIS OF PAEVIOUS URAFPTERS.
The New York police are mystified hy a series of

" and other erimes, Tha principal clue (o the
erl I Is the warning letter which ls sant the vietlms
wl with a “clutching hand.” ‘The Intest victim o

the alerious assansin s Taylor DodEe, the Insurance
Elaine, employs Cralg Ken-
tective, to try to unravel

y accomplishens |2 told Ly

P L.  His daughter
nedy, the famous aclentifle
lbl:l m u;r » ﬁml ann
s _friend Jameson, g mewspaper man,
ed nt the determined effort which Elaine and
Frﬂ!’l ennedy are making to put wn end to his erimes,
the utrhlm Hand, as thin strange oriminel is known,
af the most Mabolleal schemes to
r.lit them out of the wauy, Each ahapter of the story
is of u new plot aguinmt thelr lives and of the way
the great detective uson all his skill to save this pretiy
girl and himeself from death.

CHAPTER VII,

" The Double Trap

(Copyright, 1215, Uiy the Btar Company.  All For-
olgn Nights Reserved.)

INDFUL of*the sage advice ithat a time
of pesce Is best employed o preparing
for war, T was busily engaged In clean-
Ing my automatie gun one Mmorning as
Kennedy snd [ were seated in our Jiv-

ing room.

Our door buster sounded, and Kennedy, always
slert, jumped up, pushing aside a great pile of
papars which had sccumulated (n the Dodge case.

Two steps (ook him to the wall, where the day
efore he bad installed a pecullar box mboug four
by ®ix inches, connocted in some way with a lens-
r boll and speaking
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| “Some new fangled arrangement, |
1 1 queried.. slowly over toward It
Ho , one look was enough to Interest me.
Ican it only In slang. There, framed In the
ttle was a vision of as swell a "chicken” as
1 have ever seen.
1 whistied under my breath,

At inst & chance to get a word
¥ou see that table—and all those
Really, T can't take your case. [ am too
It In, even to take the cases of miany of
Wy own clients.”

Frof. Kennody—please!" she
It m, I oan't tell you

fGertie b wa her arms about Kennedy,
40 wildeat devotion. 1 wondered wh.(':{ux
li*m-Muumu
i, bim, “plesse —please help

Miss Pearl White
v « « + Mr, Arnold Daly
.« + + Mr. Sheldon Lewis

gfhe seemed overcome with gratitude, and took
his band, pressed it, oven kissed it.

“Just n minuls," he pdded, carefully extricating
bis hand. “I'll be ready in Just a minute'

Kennedy entered the room where | was listen-
Ing

"What's It all about, Cralg?" | whispered, mys-
tifled,

For a moment he stood thinking, spparently
reconsidering what he had just done. Then his
pecond thought seemed to approve It

“This ig a trap of the Clutching Hand, Walier,”
he whispered, adding tensely, “and we're going to
walk right into it."*

I looked at him In amazement,

“Buat, Cralg.” 1 demurred, “that's foolhardy.
Heve her tralled-—anylhing—but-—

He shook his head, and with g mere motion of
his hand brushed aslde my objections as he went
to m cabinet across the room,

From owe shelf he took out a small metal box
and from another & test tube, placing the test tube
in his walsteont pocket and the amall box in his
coat pocket with excessive care,

Then he turned and motloned to me to follow
him out {nto the other room. 1 did so, stuffing my
“gatt” into my pooket.

“Let me Introduce my friend, Mr. Jameson,™
snld Cralg, pressnting me (o the pretty crook.

The Introduction gquickly over, we three went
out to gey Cralg's car, which he kept at a nearby
EArnge, .

That forenocon Pérry Denneil was reading up
a case. In the outer office Milton Schofield, his
office boy, was industrionsly chewing gum and ad-
miring his feet, d up on the desk before him,

The door of the walting room opened, and an
attracilve woman of perhaps 30, dressed In »ex-
treme mourning, eatered with a boy.

Milton cast a glance of scorn at the “little
dude."” He was in reality about 14 yéars old, but
was drossod to look much younger,

Milton took his fa.t down 4n deference to the
lady, but snjekered openly at the boy. A flght

seemed imminent,

“Did you wish to ses Mr. Bennett?" asked the
precocious Milton, politely, on one band, while on
the other he made & wry grimace,

“Yes—here s my oard,” replied the woman,

It was deeply bordered in black, Hven Milton
wag startled at reading it: “Mrs. Taylor Dodge.”

He looked st the woman in open-mouthed us-
tonishment. Wven hé knew that Winine's mother
Bad been dead for years,

The woman, however, true to her name in the
artistic coterie in which she was leader, had sunk
into a chair and was sobbing convulsively, ms only
“Weapy Mary" could.

- It was so effective that even Milton was visibly
moved. He look the card in, excitedly, to Bennett,

"‘l‘hm's a woman’ outside—save she Is Mrs,
Dodge!™ he cried. .. . ¢
, It Milton had had X-ray eye he could have
soen her take a te from her handbag and
light it nonchalantly the moment he had gone.

As for Bennett, Milton, who was watiching him
closely, thought he was about to discharge him on

"the spot for bothering him, He took the card,

and hie face expressed the most supreme surprise,
then anger. He thought a moment,

“Tell that woman to state her business In
writing,” he thundered curtly st Milton.

As the boy turned to go back to the walting
room, Weepy Mary, hearing him coming, hastily
shoved the clgaretta into her “son’s” hand.

“Mr. Bennett says for you to write out what
It is you want to wee him about,” reported Milton,
Indieating the table before which she was sitting.

Mary had sutomatically taken up sobblug with
the release of the cigaretie. She looked at the
table on which ware letter paper, pens and ink.

“1 may write here?" she asked.

“Surely, ma'am,” replied Milton, stil] very muech
overwhelmed by her sorrow.

“Weepy Mary™ sat there, writing and sobbing.

In the midst of his sympathy, however, Milton
sniffed. Thers was an unmistakeabls odor of to-
bacco smoke about the room, He looked sharply
st the “son.” snd discovered the still smoking
clgarette.

It was too much for Milton's outraged dignity,
Bennett did not allow him that coveted priviloge.
This upstart eould not usurp it

~ He reached over and selsed the boy by the arm,
and swutg him around tiil he faced a sigh In the
corner on the wall,

“Bee?" he demandad.

The sign read ‘courtepusly:

"No Bmoking In This Office—Please. —Perry
Bounett.™ .

“Leggo my arm,” suarled the “son,” putting
the offending clgarelte defluntly into his mouth,

Milton coolly reached over,
and, with rated poll swiftly and of-
fectively removed M, dropping it oo the floor and
slamping on I, © | . . .

“Bon” ralsed his fista pugnaciously, for he
didu’t care much for the xole he was playing, any-
.0" ., 1‘ — L v

Milton did the sume, !

"Exploits.7Elaine

sprang forward to hold the
door, and then opened Pen-
nett's door, as he ushered
In Elaine.

As she passed ""Weepy
Mary,” who was still writing
at the table and erylng bit-
terly, Elaine hesltated and
looked at her euriously,
Even after Milton had
opened Bennelt's door, she
could mnot resist another
Elance. Instinetively,
Elnine secomed to scont trou-
ble,

Bennelt was still study-
ing the black-bordered card
when she greeted him.

“"Who is that woman?"
she adked, still wondering
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your father married me when I was
only 17 and this boy is his pon—
rour half-brother.'”

“No—never,"” cried Elaine vehe-
mentiy, unable to restraln her dis-
gust. “He never married again, He
was too devoted to the memory of
my mother.”

"Weapy Mary'' smiled cynically,
“"Come with me and 1 will show you
the church records and the minister
who married us.”

“You will?”" repeated Elaine de-
fiantly. "“Well, I'll just do as you
ask. Mr. Bannett shall go with me.”

“No, no, Miss Dodge—don't go.
Leave the matter to me," urged Ben-
nett. I will take care of her. Be-
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Horror. It was Elainel
This is from the Moving Picture Film of “The Exploits of Kiaine" by the famous Pathe Players.

about the ldemtity of the trouble outside.

At first he sald nothing. ' But flnally, seeing
that she had notieed it, he handed Elailne the eard,
reluctantly.

Elalne road with a gasp. The look of surprise
that crossed her face was terrible,

Before she could say anything, however, Milton
had returned with the sheet of paper on which
“"Weepy Mary" had written, and handed it to
Bennett,

Bennett read it with uncontrolled astonishment.

"What I 1t?” demanded Hlaine,

He handed it to ber and she read:

"Ag the jawiul wile and widow of Taylor Dodge
I demand my son's rights and wmy own.—Mre, Tay-
lor Dodge."

Blaine gasped at It

"“She—my father's wife!" ahe exclaimed. "What
effrontery! What does she moan?"” .

Hennett hesitated.

“Tell ms,” Elalne eried, "ig there—an thers be
anything in {t? No—no—there ln't?"

Beunett spoke In & low tone, “I have beard &
whisper of some soandal or other connected with
your father—but——"" He paused.

Elaine was first shocked, then lndignant. y

“Why—such a thing is absurd. Bhow the
woman in!*™

“No—please—Miss Dodge. Let me deal with
her.'t

By this time Elaine was furlous.

“Yes—] will see her."

8he pressed the button on Bennett's desk, and
Milton responded.

“Milton, show the—the woman.in,” she ordered,
u* m' w' mn

Ax Milton tarned to crook his fluger at “Weepy
Mary," she nodded surreptitiously and dug her fin-
gers sharply into “son's” ribe. -

“Yell—you little fool—yell,” she whispered.

_ Dbedieat to bis “mother's” comaands, and much
fo Milton's disgust, the boy started to ory in close
imitation of his elder.

. Elaine was still holding the paper in her hands
when they enlered.

“What doey al] m_mr--‘m_m

“Weepy Mary,” between pobs mansged to blurt

w a Woman’s Face, Tense with

sides, T must be in court in twenty minutes.'

Elaine pansed, but she was thoroughly aroused,

“Then 1 will go with her mysell,”” she cried de-
flantly.

In splie of every objection thai Bennett made,
“Weepy Mary,” her son and Elaine wént out to call
& taxicab to take them to the rzilroed station
where they oould eatch a train to the little town
where the woman asserted she had been married.

Meanwhile, before a little country church in the
town, a closed sutomobile had drawn up.

, As the door opened, a figure, humped up and
masked, alighted.

It was, the Clutching Hand.

The car had searcaly pulled away when he gave
& lpng rap, followed by two short taps, at the door
of the vestry, a secret code, evidently.

Inside the vestry room a man well dressed, but
with & very ‘sinister Muce, heard the knock and a
second later opened the door.

“What—not ready yet?"” growled the Clutching
Hand. "Qulck—now——get on those clothes I
heard the train whistle as I came In the car. In
which closet does the milnister keep them?”

The crook, without & word, weat to a closet and
took out a sult of clothes of ministerial cut. Then
he hastlly put them on, adding some side-whiskers,
which he bad brought with him,

At about the same time Elalne, accompanied by
"Weepy Mary"” and her “son" had arrived st the
little tumbledown station and had taken the only
vehicle In sight, & wery anclent carriage.

it ambled along until, at last, it pulled up before
the vestry room door of the chureb, just as the
bogus minister was finishing his transformation
from a frank crook. Clutching Hand was giving
bim final instructions,

Elsine and the others slighted and approached
the church, while the anclent vehicle rattled away.

“They're coming,” whispered the crook, peer-
lng eautiovsly gut of tLe window,

Clutching Hand moved. silently and spake-like
into the closst and shut the door.

“How do you do, Dr. Carton?” grested “Weépy
Mary." *I guess you don't remember mas.”

The clerical gentleman looked at her fizedly a

‘moment,
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out, "You are Miss Elaine Dodge, "Remember you?"” he repeated. "OF course,
aren’'t you? Well, it means that my dear. I remember everyone I marry."

“And you remember to whom you married me?"

"Perfectly. Toe an older man—a Taylor
Dodge."

Elaine was overcome,

“Won't you step in?"" he asked suavely. “Your
friend hers doesn’t seem well,"

They all entared.

“And you—you say—you married this—this
woman to Taylor Dodge?" queried Elsine tensely.

The bogus minister seemed to be very fatherly.
“Yes,” he asserted, 'l certalinly did so."”

““Have you the record?" asked Elalne, fighting
to the last.

“Why, yea. 1 can show you the record.”

He moved over to the closet. “'Comes over
here,' he asked.

He opened the door. Eluine screamed and drew
back. There stood her arch enemy, the Clutching
Hand himself.

Ag he stepped forth, she turned, wildly, to run
—any¥where, But sirong arms seized bher and
forced heér into a chalr.

She looked at the woman and the minister., It
was a plot!

A moment Clutching Hand looked Elalne over,
“Put the others out,” he ordered the olher crook.

Quickly the man obeyed, leading '"Weepy Mary"'
and her “son" to the door, and waving them away
ng he locked it. They left, quite as much in the
dark about the master criminal's Identity as
Elaine,

“Now, my pretiy dear,” began the Clutching
Hand as the loek turned in the vestry door, “we
shall be jolned shortly by your friend, Cralg Hen-
nedy, and,”” he added with a leer, “I think your
rather insistent search for a certain person will
ceage."’

Elalne drew back In the chair, horrified at the
implied threat.

Clutching Hand laughed diabolically.

While these astounding events were transpiring
in the little church, Kennedy and | had been tear-
ing across the country in his big car, following the
directiona of our fair friend.

We stopped at last before a prosperons, attract-
Ive-looking house and enlered a very prettily fur-
nished, but small, parlor. Heavy portlerres hung
over the doorway Into the hall, over another into
n back room and over the bay windows.

“Won't you sit down a moment?"” ooaxed
Gertle, “I'm quite blown to pleces after that ride.
My, how yon dfive!" —

As she pulled aside the hall portisrres, threas
men with guns thrust their hands out. I turned.
Two others had stepped from the back room and
two more from the bay window. We were sur-
rounded. Beven guns were almed at us with deadly
precision. .

“No—no—Walter—it's no use,” shouted Ken-
medy, calmly restraining my hand, which T had
clapped on my own gun.

At the same time, with his other hand, he took
from his pocket the small can which I had seen
him place there and hWid it aloft.

“Gentlemen,” bhe said quietly, I suspected somea
such thing. I have here a small box of fulminate
of meroury. If I drop it, this bufiding and the en-
tire vicinity will be blown to atoms. Go ahead—
ghoot!” be added, nonchalantly.

The sevep of them drew back, rather hurriedly,

Kennedy was a dangerous prisoner,

He calmly sat down ‘In an arm chalr, leaning
backsas he carefully balanced the deadly little box
of filminate of mercury on his knee. He placed
his finger tips together and smlled at the seven
erooks, who had guthered together, staring breath-
leasly at this man who toyed with death.

Gertle ran from the room,

For a moment they looked at each other, unde-
cided. Then, one by one, they stepped away from
Kennedy toward the door.

The leader was the last to go.
taken a step.

“Stop!" ordered Kennedy.

The crook did so. As Craig moved toward him,
he waited, cold sweat breaking out on his face,

“Bay." he whined, “you let me be!”

It was Ineffectual. Kennedy, smiling oconfi-
dently, came closer, still holding the deadly 1ittle
box, balanced between two fingers.

He took the crook's gun and dropped it into his
pocket.

“8it down!" ordered Cralg.

Outslide, the other six parieyed in hoarse whis-
pers. Omne ralsed & gun, but the woman and the
others restralned him and fled.

“Tiake me to your master!” demanded Kennedy,

The crook remained silent.

“Where {a he?" repeated Craig. **Tell me!*™

Still the man remained silent. Cralg looked the
fellow over again. Then, still with that confident
smile, he reached into his inside pocket and drew
forth the tube | bhad seen him place there,

“No matter how much you sccuse me,"” added
Cralg casually, “no one will ever take the word of
n crook that a reputable sctentist 1ike me would do
what I am about to do."

He had taken out his penknife and opened it.

He had scarcely

Then he beckoned Lo me.

“Bare his arm and hold his wrist, Walter,” he
sald.
Cralg bent down with the knife and the tube,
then paused a moment and turned the tubs so that
we could see it

On the label were the ominous words: a

“Germ Culture 62484, Bacillus Leprac
(Leprosy).”

Calmly he took the knife and proceeded to maks
a nincision in the man's arm. The crook's feelings
underwent a terrific siruggle.

“No—no—no—don't,” he implored. “I will
take you to the Clutching Hand—even if he kills
me!”™

Kennedy stepped back, replacing the tube in
his pocket.

“Very well, go ahead™ he agreed.

We followed the crook, Craig still holding the
deadly box of fulminate of mercury carefully bal-
anced, so thay If anyone shot him from a hiding
placa it would drop.

No sooner had we gone than Gertle hurried to
the nearest telephone to inform the Clutching Hand
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