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The Black Menace

By ARTHUR B. REEVE
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““By all means,’’ she replied,
rising with sudden energy, 28
though she were fearful that
Kennedy might reconsider his
offer. ‘‘I was almost afraid to
come to you at first—and then I
didn’t know whether it would be
fair to Mr. Ravenal to do it any-
how. There must be some way in
whiech we can all go ahead to-
gether.”’

A quarter of an hour later our
taxicab pulled up before an old
brown-stone house, which the up-
ward march of trade had con-
verted from a splendid dwelling
of the past generation to an in-
different office building of the
present, .

We entered the building and
elimbed the stairs to the second
floor. Cliws tapped on the deor:
of a fron¢ room and it was
spened quickly by a eolored boy.
At the sight of Miss Claremont
he bowed and ushered us in.

Whatever may be said of Rav-
enal as a criminal investigator he
certainly was a connoisseur. I
had expected to find a detective
office with perhaps several op-
eratives hanging about in a back
office. This place was the direct
entithesis. Few artists might
have boasted a studio or den
which was more beautifully fitted
than this headquarters of the so-
ciety detective. But then, 1 re-
fleeted that was probably the
very genius of the man and part
of his stock in trade.

Ravenal himself was a moder-
ately tall, dark haired and olive
complexioned young man of a
type which one may sce by the
score any afternoon on the ave-
nue. The only difference be-
tween Ravenal and the tpye was
that, if anything, he seemed to
be the mould from which the
others were cast. That, too, was
& point in his favor as a society
detective. There was no social
gathering at which Ravenal
would nof pass as one of the inner
cirele itself,

As Clare introduced us I
watched Ravenal closely to see
how he was going to take the
change. Instead of showing any
annoyance, the young detective
stretched out his hand frankly to
Craig and smiled, showing a per-
fect row of teeth.

To Work Hand In Hand.

““Really, Professor Kennedy,”
he greeted. ‘‘I cannot help say-
ing I am delighted. When Miss
Claremont came to me at first I
was only too glad to take the
case, for it seemed as though it
must be that I possessed the con-
fidence of other cllents of her ac-
quaintance. But the case is too
big. If I might be associated
with you and even share in the
eredit of it I would be quite
satisfied.”’

Kennedy said very little, al-
though he had a way of putting
anyone at his ease. We sat
down in the wonderful easy
chairs that Ravenal had gathered
and with a few well-directed
questions Kennedy was straight-
way into the heart of the case.
U Ravenal had any expectation
of cross-examining Kennedy he
must have realized immediately
that he had met more than his
match. Kennedy interviewed
him with an art that I envied.
It would have been a wonderful
asset to anyone in the newspa-
per business.

I shall not attempt to repeat
the long story of #he fruitless ef-
forts Clare Claremont, Jack
Speed and Ravenal to trace out
even the slender clues contained
In the packet of notes found
among the effects of Martin
Dale. It was true that after re-
viewing them I was forced to the
conclusion that none had aetually
been a good clue. Ard yet all
seemed to have presented possi-
bilities: .

Whether the Black Menace
was an individual as seemed to
be hinted at in Granby’s letter,

- or a gang of blackmailers, as

Miss  Claremont  evidently
thought, was still as mysterious
as ever. That there was some
wndividual who was the head and
brains of the gang, if gang there
were, was at least certain, The
frustration of every attempt,

“whether by Clare herself, or by

Jack Steed with his newspaper
connections, or by Ravenal,
seemed to point to the fact that

. there was more than one,

Even the method of blackmail-
lng was still a mystery, whether
it was through beautiful women
or shady finance, or both. But
that there was some powerful
weapon wielded by the Black
Menace wae bovand g stion

As we sat there, forgetful of
the minutes, it seemed that in
our Bonsideration of the case, we
were exhausting the list of the
best-known men and women of
the metropolis. There was every
reason to believe that the opera-
tions of the Black Menace had
reached into the lives of which
we did not dream. The most dif-
ficult, in fact seemingly impos-
sible, part of it was that by the
very nature of the affair evi-
dence against the Black Menace
was concealed, not enly by the
Black Menace itself, but by its
very vietims,

Waiting for Developments.

It was late in the afternoon
when we left Ravenal, and we
still had not arrived at any pro-
gram of action, further than that
after thinking it over we were to
meet that night at dinner at the
Crystal Palace, a new and very
popular restaurant.

On the sidewalk again before
Ravengl’s den, we paused wait-
ing for a taxicab. o

‘““You think that we can do
something? inquired Miss Clare-
mont, anxious and eager.

‘““We can do no more than
try,”’ replied Kennedy and the
words, though colorless, had a
ring of confidence in them which
caused her to press his hand in
thanks as he placed her in the,
cab which he had beckoned.

Another eab eruising dowr wue
street pulled up sharply at Ken-
nedy’s nod.

“Jump in, Walter,”” he said,
then turned to the driver, direct-
ing him to Madison avenue and
East Thirty-fourth street. Then,
as he joined me in the cab, he
whispered, ‘‘It will be our only
¢hance to see Granby unobserved
—if indeed we can do so even
now. We must pick up the trail
there.’’

CHAPTER 2-

The Green Death.
I reflected on the danger of

the visit, not so much, to our-
selves as to Granby. If Granby
knew that Clare had been to see
us, others might know it, too
—might even know of Granby’s
own attempt at secret communi-
cation and assistance to her.

Kennedy, I saw also, felt that
we must ebserve the conditions
of the girl. Yet the Black Men-
ace had covered up its tracks so
well that after our talk with
Ravenal we had no point of at-
tack. Every lead that had oec-
curred so far seemed to have
been exhausted. We were prac-
tically forced into starting our
investigation with Granby. If
we could only see him once se-
eretly we might never need to
see him again until such time as
he himself determined that the
meeting was safe.

Accordingly, when our ecab
stopped on the corner of Madi-
son Avenue and Thirty-fourth
street, and Kennedy jumped out
and paid the driver, I knew that
he was doing everything in his
power to cover our trail. We
walked back into the Murry
Hill district of old houses, turn-
ing corners and endeavoring to
see that we were not trailed.

Finally we eame out on the
block on Park avenue on which
I knew the Granby house to be,
in that little basis of splendid
dwellings between Thirty-fourth
and Forty-second street. As we
walked up the street we could
see that a closed car was already
standing before the door. Ken-
nedy passed, logking intently at
the house and at others near it,
then both up and down the
street. Instead of going in he
walked about the block. When
we had nearly comipleted the cir-
cuit, he turned, and we doubled
on our tracks. No one, apparent-
ly, was paying the slightest at-
tention to what we were doing.

Admitted at Onoe.

The closed car, howaver, was
still standing before the house
when Kennedy turned into the
bEl}lgliBh basement and rang the

ell.

It was just a moment that we
waited. A Japanese butler op-
ened the door, and his beady eyes
slanted at us subtly: Before he
could even refuse to admit us,
Kennedy had stepped inside fol-
lowed by me. :

“Give Mr. Granby my card,”
said Kennedy briskly. ‘‘Tell
him it is very important.”’

The Japanese took the paste-
board and fingered it, glancing
at it out of the eorner of his eye
and (hen at us In perfeet Eng-
hish he parred, But, sir, Mr.
Grapdy cam anyone junst

Lh

now.

“Cannot see anyone? ‘““ Why”’

There was a noise of someone
coming down stairs, and I saw a
rather portly middle aged man,
with a Van Dyke beard. As he
caught sight orf us, half way
down, he looked quickly over at
the butler.

‘““Who are these
Kato?’’ he asked.

“Dr. Gilbert, I believe,”’ has-
tened K¢nnedy, before the Jap
could reply, recognizing at once
the well known society physi-
cian,

““Yes,”” returned the doctor,
slightly elevating his eyebrows.

I don’t believe that we have
ever met,”’ introduced Kennedy,
taking the card from the Jap and
handing it te the doctor, ‘‘but
perhaps you have heard of me at
the university?’’

Dr. Gilbert glanced at the card,
then his manner changed as he
looked up at Kennedy. ‘‘Oh,
yes, yes. . Professor Kennedy.
You are here just a bit late, Mr.
Granby is dead.’”

Astounding News:
The abruptness of the an-
nouncement almost swept us off
our feet, but Kennedy quickly
recovered,
““Dead?’’ he repeated, “‘It
seems almost impossible. I know
that he must have been alive at
least two hours agoe.”’
“The doctor shook his head sad-
ly. ‘‘Quite true,”’ he replied,
““but this thing has been so sud-
den that even I do not know as
yet what happened.”’
‘““But what-was it1’’ persisted
Kennedy. ‘‘There must be some-
thing that you know.”’

The doctor waved his hand to-
ward the Jap. ‘‘It was Kato
who called me, perhaps an hour
ago. Mr. Granby, he says, went
out very hurriedly early in the
afternoon nad returned most agi-
tated. He shut himself up in the
library, and not 10 minutes-later,
Kato says he heard him ringing
the bell and calling frantically.
“Tell them again, Kato, just
what happened.’”’

Reluctantly the Jap looked
from us to the doctor, then con-
cluded that he had better take
his orders from the physician.

*“I heard the bell, as as I came
te the library door Mr, Granby
was standing by the library table,
He had his hands up before his
eyes. As I entered he said,
‘“‘Kato, what color does this room
seem to yout’’ I was greatly
surprised, and I could think of
nothing to say except ‘Many col-
ors, gir’. He stared arcund, and
I thought his eyes would jump
out of his head. ‘Kato it’s yel-

gentlemen,

low! Everything in the room
is yellow! Call Dr. Gilbert im-
mediately-’

““I did so, and before the doe-
tor came we managed to get him
up to his room. He was very
weak and delirious. He seemed
to be getting worse, and just be-
fore the doctor came we heard
him .groaning: ‘It’s turning
green—everything is turning
green!’ ,

Dr. Gilbert nodded as though
to indicate that the butler had
told his story subst@ntially as he
had already heard it. ’

Too Late to Save Him.

“Yes, Kennedy,’’ said Dr. Gil-
bert, ‘“When I got here he was
very far gone, almost in a state
of coma. His vision seemed to be
very strangely affected, and the
muscles which controlled his
throat were gradually becoming
paralyzed. '

‘‘1 could make nothing out of
what he mumbled.except that it
seemed to be that he feared
someone or something. Onece or
twice he opened his eyes without
recogniing me, and I could just
make out that, as his vision was
fading, he was muttering, ‘‘I see
everything green—green—green.
I see, everything green.”’

In the face of two such wit-
nesses there could be no doubt
now of the tragedy into which
we had run.

‘““Might I see him?"’ asked
Kennedy quickly. ‘‘You have no

objection?’’
‘““The doctor considered a
moment. ‘None whatever. Per-

haps you can give us some clue
to the mystery.”’

He turned and led the way up
through the heavily carpeted
hall, and we came at last to the
huge front bedroem on the sec-
Ond ﬂool‘. i :ﬂ‘ |

Granby was s bachelor, al-
though he kept the big Granby
house in'the city open just as his
father and grandfather had done
before him. The big room was
luxurously furnished in the
style of a past generation. Just
now it was in disorder. In the
next room were a nurse and a
maid, stunned by the suddenness
of the death. .

As we entered we could see

Granby’s body stretched on the
! bed, covered by a sheet, Kemnedy

[again where I stood with Dr. Gil-

stepped over yusily to it and

{lifted a corner of the sheet, re-
|garding the cold and distorted

face which he diselosed. He
scemed to be debating what to
do first. He qquickly replaced the
sheet and strede out into the hall

bert and Kato.

““What was he doing last in
the library?”’ demanded Ken-
nedy of Kato.

“I don’t know, sir, I saw him
as he came in. He seemed very
nervous. When I saw him again
in the library, on the table were
a glass and a decanter. I should
say, sir, that he had taken a
drink.”’

Without waiting to hear more,

Kennedy hurried down the hall
to the first floer, over the Bng-
lish basement. A moment later,
as we followed, he eptered the

library.
A Sudden Move,

““I took away the glass and put
the decanter back in the ecel- |
laret,”” explained Kato.

Kennedy turned
beautiful mahogany' and glass
cellaret in an alcover of the den.

““Which decanter?’’ he de-
manded.

Kato peinted it out.

As he did so, Kennedy bent

forward and lifted it, but his eyes
were not on the decanter. « With
two sheets of paper, which he
picked up from a writing desk.

which had collected on the shelf.
Then he folded up the paper into
which he had-scraped the dust
and drew from his pocket a small
case in which he always carried
some miniature test tubes. From
the decanter, he poured a_bit of
the liquor and plugged the test
tube, restoring it to his pocket.

With scarcely a word of ex-
planation further, Kennedy ex-
cused himself to Dr. Gilbert, and
we were on oar way up to the
laboratory. It was a quick ride
and silent., Kennedy had but one
idea, and that was first of all to
discover the manner in' which
Granby had met his sudden fate.

In the laboratory he get to
work -at once, examining first
under & microscope the few

grains of dust ir the paper. 1

stood beside him, eagerly watch-
ing, as he finally he looked up
from the eye-piece.

‘““Some sort of powder,”’ he
remarked, ‘‘colorless or perhaps
whitish, shining flat £omblic
prisms?”’

‘‘“Held the dust and powder to
his nose, but it evidently had no
odor. Under a hand lens with a

what I assume to be some grains
and placed them on his tongue.
His face indicated that the taste
was a bit aerid, but I could not
tell whether it gave him a clue or
not .

He turned frém the miecro-
scope, taking the test tube from
the case in his pocket. Quickly
he poured the contents into a
large test tube, and I saw that he’
was making a hasty qualitative

analysis.
To Tell Clare. ‘

I knew it would be some time
before Kennedy discovered any-
thing.

‘‘I think, Craig, ‘‘I suggested,
‘“Miss Claremont should know
about this, and perhaps I had
better tell her.”’

Craig nodded assent, and, de-
lighted by the mission, which at
least served as an outlet for my
own excitement, I hurried out.

Clare Claremont, however, was
not at home, nor could I find
her. I called up the Star, but
Steed was out on an assignment
and could not be located. Raven-
al, too, must have left his den di-
rectly after we did, for his ser-
vant could tell me nothing. Un-
able to carry out my mission, I
was finally forced to go back
to the laboratory, trusting that
Kennedy had made some prog-
ress, :

As I entered, Kennedy wvas ap-
arently finishing up his work.
fcould see by his manner that he
had discovered something. I
told him hastily of my failure to
find Miss Claremont, and, even
before I had a chance to ask a
question, he beckoned me over to {
his table, where, before him in
a rack, stood a test tube about

half full of some liquid.

““I didn’t have very many
grains of the stuff,”’ he re-
marked, ‘‘but from even the few
that I had I have discovered that
it is not soluble in water, al-
though very soluble in alcohol.
That's as far as I went with the
few grains, for I soon found that
I must have a great deal of the
stuff in the solution of the li-
quor.”’ .

(To Be Contlnuned Next Week.)

Tamak! Miurl, Japanese prima dona,
who has just completed tour of United
States, salled for Italy whore she will
sing “Madame Butterfly” in Milan and
Yiome. She will later v Frace, Spaln

and Germany.

toward a '

he scraped up the slight dust }

pair of tweezers he picked out |

Los AngelesWoman

Tells of Wonderful
Experience.

MRS. GUSSIE E. HANSEN.

Mrs. Gussie H. Hansen, of 916 West
B2nd Street, is now numbered with the
multitude of Los Angeles men and
Women who have realized the wonder-
ful merits of Tanlac. In relating her
experiences, Mrs. Hansen said:

“It is wonderful what Tanlac will do
for one suffering.from stomach trou-
ble, nervousness and run-dewn con-
dition. I bhave tried it,

“Before taking the treatment every-
" thing I ate disagreed wilth me so that
I actually dreaded to sit down to the
table. Isuffered from constipation, had
twful pains across my back, and was so
Jervous and run down I was in mis-
pry all the time.

‘Tanlac was helping 8o many
others I thought it might help me, too,
and it certalnly has. Why, my appé-
tite is just splendid, and my stomach
is In such good order I eat to my
bheart’s content. My back doesn’t
bother me any more, and I sleep like a
child at night. I can't say too much
'or Tanlac.”

Tanlac s for sale by all good drug-
‘Ists-—take no substitute. Over 87 mil-

on bottles sold.

Observant Daddy.

“There's only one good thing about
that young puppy that came to see you
last night,” sald the angry father,
“and that is he’s healthy.”

“I'm surprised to hear you admit
that much,” replled the dutiful daugh-
ter,

“I wouldn't except for the fact that
¥hen you met him in the hall I heard
you say: “Oh, George, how cold your
nose is!"

Cuticura for Sore Hande.
Soak hands on retiring in the hot suds
of Cuticura Soap, dry and rub in Cu-
ticura Ointment. Remove surplus
Ointment with tissue paper. This Is
only one of.the things Cuticura will do
if Soap, Olntment and Talcum are used
for all tollet purposes.—Advertisement.

Rust Takes Huge Toll.

Of the world’s output of Iron and
steel during the 60 years from 1860 to
1920, approximately about 660,000,000
tons were lost by rusting. Taking the
average yearly output for that perlod
as 31,000,000 tons, and the average
yearly wastage as 11,000,000 tons, the
depreciation due to rust was more
than one-third of the output—Iix-
change.

The Less tho More.
Husband—Dear mel Another dress?
Wife—But it’s only a little one, dear.
Husband—Well, it’s my experience

that the less there Is of your frocks
the more they cost.

WHY TAKE

Discovery by Science Has
Replaced Them,

of permanent injury, says an eminent
medical authority.

Science has found a newer, better

w:;iv——a means as simple as Nature it-
self.

keeps the food waste soft and moving,
But when constipation exists this
natural lubricant is not sufficient.
Doctors presceibe Nujol because it
actg like this natural lubricant and
thus secures regular bowel movements
by Nature's own method—Iubrication.
As Nujol 1s not a medicine or laxa-
tive, it cannot gripe and, like pura
water, it is harmless and pleasant,
Nujol is used in leading hospitals.
Get a bottle from your druggist
today.—Advertisement.
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Photographed Bones.

As an improvement on the finger
print method of identification a French
criminologist makes X-ray photographs
of finger tips which include outlines of
the bones and nalils,

By recent legislative enuétment.
women have been admitted to the
practice of medicine in India.

WOMAN'SHEALTH
. RESTORED

She Claims Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound Did It After
Everything Else Failed

Milwaukee, Wisconsin. — ‘I feel that
Iought to let you know about my case. I
T was Isil‘iiumm;]ll could

bu\] o my house-

l wor. yand washing I
was 80 run-down,
just from having one

¢ ood
L= Now. o egery-'
thing that comes along, and we all take
your medicine as a tonic when we don’t
feel justso. I am thankful for what
the :.g]etublo Compound has done for
m th and for my famisl&;—lﬁ:l.
SAIEC 944 28th t, Mil-
waukee, W : s
Letters like these testify to the value
of the Vegetable Com These
;roman ak from the of their

sgieuously; and later the disappearance
of those symptoms. They are sincere ex-
pressions of gratitude. For nearly fi
ags Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege
pound hasbeensopraisedby women,
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A sure, safe
way toend

ORNS

In ope minute you can end the
cornawith Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads. They
remove the cawse —friction- pressure.
You risk no infection from cutting, ne
danger from corrosive acids.

Zino-pads protect while thaher.l.
Thin; antiseptic; waterproof. or
corns, callouses, bunions. Get auhul

today at your druggist 'sorshoedealer’s.

DZxScholl’s
Zino-pads

Made in the laboratories of The Scholl >

Mfy Co., makers of Dr. Scholl's Foot
AP 10 wrotdlns

Put one on—the pain is gone!
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MOTHER! Fletcher’s Castoria §s a harmless Substitute for

hing Syrups, especially

prepared to relieve Infants one month old to Children all ages of

Constipation
Flatulency
Diarrhoea *

Wind Colic
To Sweeten Stomach
Regulate Bowels

Aids in the assimilation of Food, promoting Cheerfulness, Rest, and
Natural Sleep without Opiates

To nveld imitations, always look for the signature of W

| Proen directions on each package. Physicians everywhere recommend it,

LAXATIVES?

Pills and salts give temporary rellef
from constipation only at the expensa

In perfect health a natural lubriclnl‘
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