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CHAPTER VI
AMESON, wake up!"
1 leaped out of bed, still i my pajamas,
m stood for 4 moment staring about. Then
tan into the lving room. [ looked about,
rubbing my eyes, startled. No one was
there,

] amesson—wake upl”
It Was spooky. .
, tn‘um fnto Cralg's room. He was gone,
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moved, It slid open, disclosing a strong box.

Ingide were some papers, sealad In an  en-
“plope gnd marked “Limpy Hed Correspondence.’’

The fatal documents sesmed almost uncanny.
Thelr very presence frightened her, What should
she do?”

She selzed the telephone and
Koennedy's number,

“"Hello," answerad a voles,

“Ia that you, Cralg?"” she asked excitedly,

“No, thig Is Mr. Jameson."

“Oh, Mr. Jameson, I've discovered the Cluich-
ing Hand papers,” she began, more and more ex-
cited.

“Have you read them?"” came back the volce
quickly, -

“No; shall 17" o

“Then don't unseal them,"” eautioned the voice.
“Put them back exactly as you found them and 1'll
tell Mrs Kennedy the moment | can get hold of
him.'

“All right,”* podded Eialne, *“I'l) do that. And
please got him as soon as you possibly can.”

1 Wil

“I'm going out shopping now," she returned,
suddenly. "But, tell him 11l be back right away.”

“Vary well." J

Hanging up the receiver, Elalne dutifully re-
placed thé papers in the box and returned the box
to Ity secrel hiding place, pressing the spring and
sllding the pane] shut.

A few minutes later she loft the house in the
Dodge car.

Outside our laboratory, leaning against a rall-
ing, Dan the Dude, an emissary of the Clutching
Hand, whose dress now greatly belled his under-
world “monniker,” had been shadowing us, watch-
ing to see when we left. The moment we disap-
peared, he ralsed his hand carefully above his head
and made the slgn of the Clutehing Hand, Far
down the street, in a closed car, the Clutching Hand
himaelf, his face masked, gave an answering sign.

A moment later he left the car, gazing about
stealthily., Not n soul was in sight and he managed
to make his way to the door of our laborafory
without belng observed. Then he opened It with &
pass key which he must have obtained in some way
by working the janitor of the university officlals.

Probably he thought that the papers might be
at the lwboratory, for he had repeatedly falled to
locate them at the Dodge house. At any rate he
was busily engaged in ransacking drawers and
cabinets in the laboratory, when the telephone sud-
denly rang. He did not want to answer It, but If
it kept on ringing some one outside might come in.

An Instant he hesitated. ‘Then, disgulsing his
volee as much as hs could do imitate mine, he took
off the recelver.

“Hello!" he anwswered,

“"Have you read them?" he asked, curbing his
{tmpatience as she unsuspectingly poured forth her
story, supposedly to me.

“Then don’t unseal them,” he hastened to reply.
“Put them back.’ Thon there can be no guestion
about them, You can open them before witnesses. '

Clutching Hand lost no further time at the
Ilaboratory. He had thus, luckily for him, found
outl what he wanted. The papers wers not thers
after all, but at the Dodge house.

.Buppose she should rea’ly be gone on only a
short shopping trip and should return to find that
she had been fooled over the wire? Quickly he
went to the telephone again,

“Hello, Dan," be called when he got his num-
ber. “Miss Dodge Is golng shopplng. I want you
and the other Falsers to follow her—delay her all
¥you ean, Use your own judgment.”

It was what had come to be known in his organ-
isation as the “Brotherhood of Falsers, There,
in the back room of a low dive, wers Dan the Dude,
the emissary who bad been lollering about the
laboratory, s gunman, Dago Mike, & coupls of
women, slatterne, one known as Kitty the Hawk,
and a boy of elght or ten, whom they called Billy,
Bafore them stood large schooners of beer whila
the precocious youngsters grumbled over milk.

“All right, Chief,” shouted back Dan, their
lsader, as he hung up the telophone after noting
carefully the hasty instructions. “We'll do it—v
trust us."

Elsine had not been gone long from the house
when Cralg and 1 arrived there. She had followed
the telephone instructions of the Clutching Haud
and had told no one.

“Too bad,” grested Jennings, "“but Miss Elalns
hias just gone shopping wnd 1 don't know when
lb!'ll be back.”

‘ belng an uncertain element an far as
time was concerned, assked If any oune
wlse was al home,

“Mrs. Dodge is In the library reading, #ir,” re-
iﬁu.:'m taking it for grantod that we would
nee -

Aunt Josephine grested us cordially, and Craig
sof down the voonphone package he was carrying.

Bhe nodded to Jennings to leave us, and he
withrew,

“Pm not golng to let anything bappen bere to
M Eluine ugain If T ean help IL" remarked Cralg
in a low tone, & moment later, gazing about the

~ “What are you thinking of dolug?" ssked Aunt

e Keenly. |
“I'mt golng to put in & votaphone,” be returned,
unwrappiog It

engerly called

“"What's that?” she asked.

“A loud speaking telephone—connected with
my Iaboratory,” he explained, repeating what he
had already tild me, while she listened almost awe-
struck at the latest pclentific wonder,

We wans looking about, trying to figure out just
where it could be placed to best advantage, when
he approached the suit of armor.

“l s®@ you have brought it back and had i1 re-
paired,” he remarked to Aunt Josephine. Sud-
denly his face lighted up. “Ab-—an idea!” he ex-
clalmed. ““No one will ever think to look Inside
that."

“Now, Mrs. Dodge."” he said finally, as he had
completed installing the thing and hiding the wire
under carpets and rugs until [t ran out to the con-

_ nectlon which he made with the telephone, “don’t

breathe a word of {t—to any one,
whom to trust or suspect.”

“1 sball not,” she answerad, by this time thor-
oughly educated In the value of sllence.

Kennedy looked at hia wateh,

“I've got an engngement with the telephone
company now,” he sald vather briskly, although I
knew that if Elaine had been there the company
and everything could have gone hang for the
present. “Borry not to have seen Miss Elaine,"” he
ndded, as we bowed ourselves out, “but [ think
we've got her protected now. '

“I hope #o,” sighed her aunt.

Elnine's ear had stopped finally aL n shop on
Fifth avenue. Bhe stepped out and entered, leav-
ing her chauffeur to wait.

A#f she did so, Dan and Billy sidled along the
crowded sldewalk.

Dan the Dude left Billy and Billy surrepti-
tlously drew from under hie coat s dirty half loaf
of brend. With a glance about, he dropped It into
the gutter close to the entrance to Hlaine's car.
Then he withdrew a Mitle distance.

When Flaine came out and approached her car,
Billy, looking as cold and forlorn as could be, shot
forward. Pretending to spy the dirty plece of bread
in the gutter, he made a dive for it, Just ns Elaine
was about to step into the car. .

Elaine, surprised, drew back. Billy picked up
the plece of bread, and with all the actions of hav-
Ing discovered a treasure began to knaw at |t
voraciously.

Shocked at the disgusting sight, she tried to
tako the bread away from him,

“I know It's dirty, miss,” whimpered Billy,
“but it's the first food I've seen for four days.”

Instantly Hiaine was full of sympathy. She
had taken the food away. That would not suffice.

“What's your name, little boy?" she asked.

“Billy,”” he replied, blubbering.

““Where do you lve?" !

“With me mother and father—they're slok—
nothing to eat"—

He was whimpering an address far over on the
Hast Bide.

“Get Into the car,” Hialne directed.

\ . "Gee—but this is swell," he eried, with no fake,
thig time.

On they went, through the tenement canyons,
dodging children and pushcarts, stopping first at a
grocer’s, then st a butcher's and a delicatessen,
Finally the ear stopped where Billy directed. Billy
hobbled out, followed by Elaine and her chauffeur,
his arms pied high with provisions. She was in-
dead a lovely Lady Bountiful as a crowd of kids
quickly surrounded the car.

In the meantime Dago Mike and Kitty the Hawk
had gone to & wrotched flat, before which Billy
stopped, Kliily sat on the bed, putting dark circles
under her ayea with a blackened cork. B2he was
very thin and emaclated, but it was dissipation that
had done it. Dago Mike was correspondingly poorly
dressed.

He had paused beside the window to look out,
“ghe's coming,” he announced finally,

Kitty hastily jumped Into the rickety bed, while
Mike took up a cruteh that was standing idle fn a
corner. Bhe cougbed resignedly and he lmped
about, forlorn. They had, assumed thelr parts,
‘which were almost to the burlesque of poverty,
when the door was pushed open and Bllly burst in,
followefl by Elaine and the chauffeur.

“Oh, ma—oh, pa,"” he cried, running forward
and kissing his parents; as Elaine, overcome with
sympathy, directed the chauffeur to- lay the things
on & shaky table,

“God bless you lady, for a henavolent angel.”
muttered the pair, to which Elaine responded by
moving over to the wretoched bed and beuding down
to stroke the forehead of the sick woman,

Billy and Mike exchanged & sly wink.

Just then the door opened agaln, All were
genuinely surprised this time, for a prim, spick and
span, middle-aged woman entored,

“I am Miss Statistix, of the organized charities "
she announced, looking around sharply. 1 saw
your car standing outside, miss, and the children
below told me you were up here, I came up Lo see
whether you were alding really deserving poor.

Misa Statistix took a step forward, looking In
& very superior manner from Elalne to the packages
of food and then at these prise members of the
Brotherhood. She snorted contemtnously.

"Why—wh—what's the matter?” asked Elaine,
fidgeting uncomfortably, as If she were herself
gullty, in the ley atmosphere thal now seemed to
envelop all things.

“This man is & gunman, that woman is a bad
‘woman, the boy Is Billy the Bread Snatcher,” she
answered precisely, drawing out a card on which
to record something, “and you, miss, sre a fool!"

Kitty and Mike, secompanied by Billy, sneaked
out. Hialne, now very much embarrassed, looked
about, wondering at the rapid-fire change. Misa
Statiafix mmiled pityingly.

“8uch innocence!" she murmured, sadly shak-
ing her head as she lod Elning 1o the door., “Don’t
¥ou know better than to try to belp anybody with-
outl Investigating?"”

Elaine deparied, speechless, properly squelched,
followod by her chauffeur.

Meanwhile, & closed car, such as had stood
acroxs the laboratory, had drawn up not far from
the Dodge house Near it was & map in rather
shabby clothes and a visored cap on which wers the
words in dull gold lettering, “Metropolitan Window

We don't know
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Cleaning Company."”
smal] extennion ladder.

A few moments later, Dan appeared at the
rervanis’ éentrance of the Dodge house and rang the
bell. Jennings, who happened to bhe down there,
came to the door.

“Man to clean the windows,"” galuted the bogus
cleaner, touching his hat in a way quletly to eall
attention to the words on It and drawing from his
pocket a faked written order,

“All right,” 'nodded Jennings, examining the
order and finding It apparently all right.

Dan folilowad him In, taking the ladder
bucke! upstairs,
reading.

““The man to clean
apologized Jennings.

“Oh, very well," she nodded, taking up her
book, to go. Then, recalllng the frequent in-
junctions of KKennedy, she paused Jong enough to
speak quietly to Jennings.

“Stay here and watch him,’
she went out.

Jennings nodded, while Dan opened & window
and set to work.

Elaine had started again in her car down the
crowided narrow streel. From her position she
conld not posasibly have seen Johnnle, another of
the Brotherhood, watching her eagerly up the
street,

But as her car approached, Johnnie, with great
determination, pulled himself togeiher and ran
forward across the street. She saw that.

"Oh!" she screamed, her heart almost stopping,

He had fallen directly in front of the wheels

of the car, apparently, and although the chauffeur
stopped with a jolt, it seemed that the boy had been
run over.
, They jumped out. There he was, sure enough,
under the very wheels, People came running now
in all directions and lifted him up, groaning pite-
ously. Heo seemed literally twisted Into a knot,
which looked as if every bone in his body was
broken or dislocated.

Elalne was overcome. For, following thelr
natura] instincts, the eroewd began pushing In with
cries of “Lynch the driver!' It would have gone
hard with him, too, If she had interfered.

“Here!” cried Elaine, stepping in. *It wasn't
his fault. The boy ran acrosg the street, right in
front of the car. Now-—we're just golng to rush
this boy to the bhospital—right away!"”

A few minutes later they pulled up before the
ambulance entrance to the hospital.

In the reception room were a couple of nurses
and a young medical student when Johnnle was
carried In and lald on the bed.

At that moment the door opened, and an elder-
ly, mray-bearsd house physiclan entered. The
others stepped back from the bed respectfully.

He advanced and examined Johnnie.

The doctor looked at the boy m moment, then
at Elaine.

“1 will now effect & miraculous cure by the lay-
ing on of hands,” he announced, adding qulickly,
“and of feet!"”

To the utter surprise of nll, he seized the boy
by the coat collar, lifting him up and actually
bounecing bim on the floor. Then he picked him
up, shook him and ran him out of the room, de-
livering one laet kick as he went, it was quite evi-
dent that he was no more injured than the chauf-
feur. Elalne did not know whether to be angry or
to Iaugh, but finally jolned in the general laugh.

“That was Double-Jointed Johunie,” puffed the
doctor, as he returned to them, "one of the greatest
accldent fakerz in the clty.”

“Hlaine, having had two unfortunate experi-
ences during the day, now decided to go home, and
the doctor politely escorted her to her ear.

From his closed car, the Clutehing Hand gazed
intently st the Dodge house. He could ses Dan on
the ladder, now washing the library window, his
back toward him.

Dan turned slowly and made the sign of the
hand. Turning to his chauffeur, the master erimi-
nal spoke a few words in a low tone and the driver
hurried’ off.

A few minutes later the driver might have been
seen entering a nearby drug store and going into
the telephone booth. Without a moment's hesita-

He carried a bucket and

and
where Aunt Josephine was still
the

windows, ma'am.,”

the whispered as

tion he called up the Dodge house and Marle,
Elaine's mald, answered.
“lsg Joennings there?” he asked. “Tell him &

friend wants to speak to him."”

“A friend of yours wants Lo speak to you over
the telephone, Jennings." sald Marie, as she came
into the library.

The butler responded slowly,
glance at Dan,

No sooner had they gone, however, than Dan
climbed all the way into the room, ran to the door
and looked after them. Then bhe ran to the win-
dow. Across and down the street the Clutching
Hand was gasing at the house. He had seen Dan
disappear and suspected that the time had come.

As the master criminal eame In by the ladder
through the open window Dan was on guard listen-
ing down the haliway. A signal from Dan, the
Clutehing Hand slid back of the portlieres. Jen-
nings was returning.

“I've tinished these windows,” mnnounced Dan
as the butler reappeared. ''Now, I'll clean the hall
windows,"”

Jennings fpllnwed like shadow,
bucket,

No sooner Had they gone than Clutching Hand
stealthlly came from behind the portieres.

One of the malds was sweeping in the hall as
Dan went toward the window, about to wash it.

“1 wonder whether [ locked these windows?"
muttered Jennings, pausing in the hallway. 1
guess I'd better make sure.”

He had taken only a step toward the library
azain, when Dan watchfully eaugbt sight of bhim
It would mnever do to have Jennings spooping

with a covert

taking the

around there mow, Quick mecilon was necessary.
Dan knocked over a costly Sevres vase.
“There—clumsy—ses what you've done!™

bereted Jennings, starting 1o pick up the pleces.
Dan had acted his part well and promptly. In
the library Clutching Hand was busily sungaged at
that moment beside the secrel pane] searching for
the spring thai reieased It He ran his finger nlong

the woodwork, pausing here and there without suc
cosding,

“Confound t'" he mutterad, searching fever-
ishly.

Kennedy, having mads the arrangements with
the telephone company by which he had a clear wire
from the Dodge house to his library, had rejoined
me there and was putting the finishing touches to
his installation of the vocaphone,

Every now and then he would switch It on, and
we would listen in as he demonstrated the won-
derful 1ftle instrument to me. We had heard the
window cleaner and Jennings, but thought nothing
of it at the time.

Once, however, Cralg paused, and I saw him
listening more intently than usual,

“They've gone out,” he muttered, “but surely
there ls someone in the Dodge library."”

I listened, too. The thing was so sensitive that
even a whisper could be magnified, and I certainly
did hear pomething.

Kennedy frowned. What was that scralching
noise? Could It be Jennings? Perhaps it was
Rusty.

Jusi then we could distinguish
though someone had moved about.

“No-——that's not Jennings," cried Craig.
went out."

Ha looked at me g moment,
noise was repeated.

“It’s the Clutehing Hand!" he exclalmed, execit-
edly.

A moment later Dan hurried into the Dodge
library.

“For heaven's sake, Chlef, hurry!"™ he whis-
pered hoarsely. ‘‘The falsers must have fallen
down, - The girl herself 48 coming!"

Dan himself had not time to waste. Hs re-
treated into the hallway just a8 Jennings was open-
ing the door for Elalne.

Marle took her wraps and left her, while Elaine
handed her numerous packages to Jennings.

Dan watched every motlon.

“Put them away, Jennings,” she sald softly.

Jennings had obeyed and gone upstairs, Elains
moved toward the library. Dan took a quiet step
or two behind her, in the same direction,

In the library Clutching Hand was now fran-
tleally searching for the spring. He heard Elaine
coming and dodged behind the curtains agaln just
ns she entered.

With a hasty look about, she saw no one. Then
she went quickly to the panel, found the spring and
pressed it. So many queer things had happened
to her since she went out that she had begupn to
worry over the safety of the papers.

The panel opened. They were there, all right.
She opened the box and took them out, hesitating
to break the seal before Kennedy arrived.

Stealthy and tiger-like, the Clutching Hand
crept up behind her. As he did so Dan gazed in
through the portieres from the hall.

With a spring, Clutching Hand leaped at Blaine,
gnatching at the papers. Elalne clung to them
tennclously, in spite of the surprise, and they strug-
gled for them, Clutching Hand holding one hand

a sound ns
‘“"He

The same atealthy

over her mouth to prevent her screaming, In-
stantly Dan was there, alding his chief.
“Choke her! BStrangle her! Don't let her

seream!” he growled put,

They fought viciously. Would they succeed?
It was too desperate, unscrupulous men against one
frall girl,

Suddenly, from the man in armor in the corner,
as If by a miracle, came a deep, Joud volce,

“Help! Help! Murder! Police! They are
strangling me!"”

The effect was terrible.

Clutching Hand and Dan, hardened in crime as
they were, fell back, dazed, overcome for the mo-
ment at the startling effeet,

They looked about. Not a soul.

Then, to thelr utter consternation, from the
vigsor of the helmeét agaln came the deep, vibrating
warning.

“Help! Murder! Police!”

Kennedy and I bad been listening over the
vocaphone, for the moment, nonplussed at the fel-
low's daring.

Then we heard from the uncanny Instrument:
“For Heaven's sake, Chief, hurry! The falsers
have fallen down. The girl herself {8 coming!"

What it meant we did not know. But Cralg
was almost beside himself, as he ordered me to try
to get the police by telephone, if there was any way
to block them. Only Instant aection would count,
however. What to do?

He could hear the master crim!nal plainly fum-
bling now.

“Yes, that's the Clutching Hand," he repeated,

“Walit,” 1 eautioned, “someone else is coming!™

By a sort of Instinct he seemed to recognize the
gounds, .

“Elaine,” he exclaimed, paling, -

Instantly followed, in leas than I can tell it, the
sounds of » suppressed scuffle.

"“"He seized her—gagged her,"
Agony of suspense,

‘e could now bear everything that was going
on in the Hbrary, Cralg was wildly exeited. As
for me, I was speechioss. Here was the vocaphons
we had installed. It had warned us. But what
could we do?

I erled In an

I looked blankly at Kennady. He was equal
to the emergency.

He calmly turned a switeh,

Then, st the top of his lungs, he shouted:
*Help! Help! Police! They are strangling me'"

I looked at him in amnzement, What did he

think he could do—blocks away?

“it works both ways,” he muttered.
Murder! Pollce!"

A loud metallle ringing came from the voeca-
phone,

Then silence!

What had happened?

In the library, recovered from their first shoek
of surprise, Dan erfed out to the Clutching Hand.
*The deuce! What js It1"

Then looking about, Clutching Hand sent Elains
recling.

She held on to only a corner of the papers. He
had the greater pary of them. They were torn and
destroyed, anyway.

“Help!

(Continued on Page Eleven, Columa Thres.)
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