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! FIRST EPISODE

b On Windward lsland.

The sea wind, freshening ss the
bun fell low, riffied the shallower chan-
pel waters and struck inland to cool!
the heat-baked dunes of Windward
ialand.

On the most westerly lip of that
Island, shaded by & grove of rustling
sucalyptus (rees, a man and woman
ptood staring across the beryl-tinted
pea-arm to where the shores of South
Carolina lay low and dim In the dis-
tance.

"You were not made for a life like
this,” sald the man, speaking with that
full-voweled softness pecullar to the
Italian volco. ’

“It's the only life I've known for

o long years,” she answered, with-
out looking at him.

“And [t's the only life you ever will
know,” he declared with sudden bold-

eas, "If you refuse to wake up to the

t that your husband is mad. I am

physician, and I know. No sane man

rings & woman to an island like this,
to an lsland that's only fit for clams
and seagulls, and spends the best
years of his life—yes, and her lfe—
looking for a nitrate mine that never
existed, and never could exist in such
g place.”

“But my husband’s workmen have
ound traces of nitrate,” protested
Mrs. Golden, fixed In her determina-
tion of loyalty,

Palldori, the Itallan, laughed softly.

“And that nitrate, dear lady, was
plented there by Golden himself. For
wyour husband s decelving you., He's
goarching for gold, yellow gold, mil-
Hone of dollara worth of gold. DBut
that gold he will never find, for it
exists only in bis imngination."

“I eannot Nsten to words 1lke that,”

protested the azurc-cyed wife; “I will |

mot!"

“That's because you are afraid of
the truth, Why do you suppose Golden
has spent thousands and thousands in
eaving his miserable island from the
ocean? Why has he put up scawalls
‘and dykes, and constructed a great
levoo like that to keep the open At
lantic Mrom encrouching on these
‘precious sand flelds of his, at every
high tide? Why, oxeept to keep the
water back from that buried treasure
of his? And what has all thls mad-
mesa brought to you?"

T think I rogret only the day that
brought you to Windward Island,” she
iquietly replied, as their eyes mot.

“And 1, too, shall regret that day
Af it means 1 must go awny empty
banded."

"I think my husband would kill you
4f he beard you speak to mo llke
a!ij

Palideri shrugged a shoulders,

He is at least watching us from the
porch of the manor house there,” an-
nounced the Italian. “And that I
must accept as a compliment.”
| “Then we must go back,” sald the
woman, visibly alarmed,

“And you go back not belleving in

me?" asked Palidori ag ha walked be-
glde her,
. “I eannot belleve you or belleve In.
wou! Even {f what you say ls true,
Ilhow ghould you know his maps and
ipapers are worthless?”

“1f you doubt me, I merely ask that

jyou hand me your husband’s keys.
"Then I will bring to you a bag of this
{Chilean nitrate that he keeps hidden
mway I his inner study, that he scat-
tars about In the plantation sands to
lgalt his famous mine with, You hesi-
tote, naturally. But if this Is not true,
|why should that inner room be so
{jealously locked und gusrded?”
. “It {a guarded only because the
iGolden jewels are kept there” was
the triumphant retort; “Jewels worth
la king's ransom!”

‘Yot hig loveliest jewel {8 not kept
junder lock and key,” murmured Pall-
\dorf. “Unless you tell me you will
bring that key to the shrubbery be-
yond the manor house I will takae you
in my arms here, under your husband’s
eyes!”

“Stop!" eried the uwnhappy wife, o8
he steppod eloser to her,

“Will you bring the key?" for Pall-
idorl knew that jewels worth a king's
ransom were also worth one final ef-
fort.

She hesitated, white-faced, a8 he re-
peated the command,

“Yes," she gasped, as a fairhaired
lehild of six ran lightly from the manor
house steps to meet her mother.

Palidord, lighting o clgarette, turned
carelessly away and sauntered to-
ward the shrubbery of the eastern
|point. Margory, the fair-haired child,
chatterad and fluttered birdlike about
her silent mother as she appronched
the house and passed inside. Dut on
tho wide loggla Enoch Golden, stern.
eyed and grim-lipped, paced back and
forth, seared by the fires of jealous
suspiclons, He whealad about and
gtrode into the house.

Ho passed through the guiet room
until he came to his study and rang
for a servant

*Ask Mrs, Golden to come here,” he
commanded.

“She's down in the shrubhery at
the East point with Doctor Falidorl,

.
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nervously acknowledged the old re-
tainer,

Golden leaped to his feet. He strode,
white-faced, through the silent houss,
hurrled on slong the narrow garden
paths, and suddenly slackened his
paco as hae approsched the thick shrub-
bery beyond, The sound of volces
came to his ear., Creeping forward he
cautiously parted the branches, There,
screened from the world about them,
Palidori stood gazing down into his
wile's ayes,

“l eannot glve you the key,” he
heard her say. *“My husband still has
lt-“

“Then what can we do?" asked the
Itallan,

“I will give it to you tonight. It
will he safer then,” was the guaver-
ing answer.

“Then you must glve me more than
the key,” murmured Palldorl.

Golden, dropping back, staggered
away like a stricken animal and heard
no more. His last hope had withered
out. The worst was known. He re-
ontered his home, like & man In a
dream. He sat gray-faced at his desk,
a sweat of agony beading his groat
body. Then, after an hour of silent
wrestling with  his soul, the natural
belligerency of the fighting man nwak-
encd in him. Seeing only one course

| before him, he sent curtly for three

of his retainers, three huge negroes
whom heé knew he could trust, To
ench of these he handed out a belt and
"holster contalning a vevolver, Then
he briefly and coldly gave his orders.
“Phis island,” he grimly announced.
*mukes its own laws!"

And late that night, when the hour
for his Interventlon drew nearer, he
was almost able to exult in finding
gomething sgalnst which to centrallze
all his earlfér vazue suspiclions, He
moved with both calmness and pre-
clsion. Heo showed the gulck instinct
of the trained hunter in seeking cover
behind the heavy portleres, for the
Fronch window heside him command-
ed o view of both the lbrary within
and the moonlit garden without, And
along the shrubbery of this garden he
soon detected Palldorl stealing, ear-
rying a travollng-bog in his hand and
‘o coat over his arm. Through the soft-
1y lighted library, o minute later, the
flgura of Golden's wife slowly ad-
vanced, She crept out through the
Freneh windows, which stood open,
stepped down intp the garden, and

pessed on through the shrubbery to

where Palldori stood walting In the
shadows,

The watching busband could ses the
two come together, he could hear the
murmur of whispering volees, he could
goe Palldorl’s hand go out and clasp
the woman's,

“7T will not go nlone. 1 love you,
and I want you to be happy!"™

The woman's answer could not be
heard. But Palldori, stepping sudden-
ly forward, clasped her In his arms,
and forced back her head until his
Ups smothered the cry that rose to
her own.

It was then that the planter stamped
on the wooden floor, not with mere
rage, but as a signal to his walting
servants, He could hear his wife's
call for help, for already his three
huge negroes had darted through the
bushes and surrounded Palidorl

The Italian, drawing his revolver
g8 he wheeled nbout, found his fire
arm suddenly knocked from his hand.
Even before Golden could reach him
he was selzed and overpowered and
held a prisoner. The master of the
manor, once his path was plaln, wna
not given to hesitation.

“Tie up that man was his curt
command, "and take him to the manor
collars!”

Then Golden turned to his wife.

“You will come with me!” he said,
as he pointed towards the open
Franch windows,

It was not until she reached the
center of the lghted room that she
turned and regarded him with wound-
ed yet pleading eyes.

“You have dishonored my home,
and my name: That leaves you only
one thing to do, You will go from
that home,” he cried, with increasing
passfon. “l want you to go, and go
now, and never cross my path agaln!"

“Walt!" she erled, with her band
on her heart. “Listen to—"

“It 18 too late for words, I sald. Un-
til you leave this house, I cannot
breathe in it."”

“Hut I did nothing wrong. Oh, God,
it T had only known! If I-—"

“I want you to go!" he repeated.

Golden's hand trembled as she
passed out through the door, but oth-
erwise he gave no sign of the feslings
swaying him.

He took a great breath, strode
across the room, passed down the si-
lent hall, and threw open the mas-
give oak door that led to the manor
cellars.

These ecellars were a serles of
gloomy chambers, almost dungeonlike
in the massiveness of thelr walls, a
rellc of tho older alava days when

Windward lsland was both a distribut- |
Ing point for the African traders and |

a rafding place for the Caribbean free-
hooters, In the largest of these cham-
bers still stood the time-worn whip-

l

plng post, the archaic branding irons, |

tho heavy oak stocks in which recal-
oltrants were punished, together with

that flower of Inquisitional ferocily, '
, the Bpanish Berew-Jack, nn elubora-
tlon of the thumbscrew, In which n |

prigsoner's hand could be inserted and
slowly crushed to a pulp. Yet eruel
a8 scomed these old-time implements
of torture, stained with the tears and
blood of another country, they were
no more cruel than the relentless Hght
in Golden's eyes as he confronted his

prisoner, tled and trussed in s black |
oak chair cloge beside the old Span- |
ish Scrow-Jack. The drunkenness of |
blind rage sang through the planter'a |

velns a8 ho watched his stalwart ne-
groes thrust the anclent branding fron
into {ts brazier of hot coals,

“That {s the hand that polluted her
body,” his heart kept erying, as he
commanded the blacks to force Pall-
dorl's free arm (nto the screw-jack.
“And now crush 1t!" he called aloud.

He walted for some outcry as the
Borew tightened on flesh and bone,
But the Itallan remained silent. Gold-
en, now white to the lips, ordered
the negro beside him to take up the
branding fron. “For that is the face,”
a volce within the frenzled man's
heart kept crying, "that violated her
foce!”

The negro knocked the coal cinders
from the glowing iron. Palidori’s mus-
cles hardened. But still he was sllent.

“Brand the dog!" commanded Gold.
en. “And after today 1 warrant this
handsomo face will bring dishonor in-
to fewer homes!"

Once, and once only, ea the heated
metal seared the flash, Palidorl
screamed aloud.

“That's enough,” Golden suddenly
gaaped, as he steadied himself agalnst

rifled negro. "Doy's a'vendy flooded
| more'n man<eep. And we'se all a'goin’
to be drowned—0 Gawd, wa'so all
goin® to be drowned!™

“Get down to those pumps!" thun-
dered Golden, “And goet those slulee
gates ghut!"

He hnd crossed the room, catching
up his hat and coat as he want, and
wns already out through the door as
he finished spesking. Twenly steps
brought him to the loggia ralling. And
Golden kpew that no time was to be
lost, for nlready the sea bad crept to
the lip of the manor garden itself.

“Get down to the wharf-cut and
| bring the boats,” he commanded, Then
' he swung back to his household serv-

ants, ordering them to carry above-
| dtalrs everything they could selzs
| Then, as the water rose about his
feet, he suddenly turned and rushed
back Into the manor house.

“Margory," he called, llke n man
gone mad, “Margory, whore are you?”

But that call remained unanswered,
] for the old negro nurse, at the firat
shouts of alarm, had caught up the
child and carrled her out through the
gervants’ entrance, on the way to the
| wharf-cut where she knew the boata
{ to be moored. The child had proved
too heavy for the quivering old arms,
| 80 she had left the girl, with her kit
ten still clutched to ber breast, safe
in the doorway of a cotton-shed, while
she hersclf staggered out on {nflrm
old legs to seize an empty punt drift-
ing by on the rising water, But the
current was too strong for her, and
88 tho negress and boat were carried
eway the waler rosa still higher about
the child's feet.
of her frightened kitten than of her
own peril, as the flood erept closer

T ]

1—'Brand the Dog!" Commanded Golden.
3—He Hurried Her Out of the Room.

Over His Shou'der.

the child clambered up the broken tim-
bers of the cotton-shed to the roof.
There she sat, calling forlornly for
her lost nurse, b

Golden, in the meantime, raged
through tho flooded manor houss
threatening and storming and com-
muanding his servants to find his child.

He was still deep In that agonized
search when three of his old serv-
ants appeared with a small surf boat
and called frantically for him to come,
while there was still time.

Golden, water-sonked and wild-eyed,
refugsed their help, ordering them
away and proclaiming that he would
find his daughter. But as he stum-
bled amid the drifting wreckage and
fell ngainst the boatslde the negroes
dragged him sboard and pushed off,
for already the water had woenkened
the manor foundations and the walla
were falling about them.

Thelr progress was glow. It was
with difficulty in those wild currents
that they threaded their way amid the
lovee timbers, outbulldings and melan-
choly debris of the plantation. Maoro
swiftly:moving, In faet, was a second
boat which one of the negroes eud-
denly caught sight of.

Golden, rousing himself at his serv-
ant's shout, saw that this second craft,
rowed by a bearded white man, was
bearing down on a nearby cotton-shod
At the same moment that he caught
slght of his daughter Margory on the
roof of this shed he made out the fig-
ure of Palidorl himself directing the
movements of the bearded man =0
frenziedly rowing the hoat.

"My child—they will kiil my ehitd!"
gasped Colden,

Open Inughter showed on Palldori's
sinister faco, as with Mis sound arm
he held the struggling figure in white
close to his slde.

“Have no fear of that," he called
back across tho swirling water, as hils
bearded confederats bent to the oars.
“Sha will live, But she will llve in a
way that will leave you praying she

had dled!"”
. .

- L L L] L]

Twelve Yearas Later.

Casavanti, the cadet, was a firm up-
tolder of the pregnancy of apparel
Ho belleved in keoping up appear-
ances. He even rovoled (n his appel-
Iative of the Renu Nash of the Tone
derloin, His eclothes were of the lat-
est eut and from the folds of his nov-
elty cravat always flashed a “shiner”
of the first water. There was, accord-
fngly, almost n note of condesconaion
jn his mauner s he received "Shm”

2—Catapulted His Adversary

one of the cellar pillars. "Now turn
him loose. And if he ls seen on this
{sland, after an hour's time, shoot him
liko a dog!™

A nervous sweit still showed in &
scattering of high lights across the
planter's slnewy face as he locked him-
gelf in ls study and stared blankly
about the empty room. The wine of
rage had already ebbed from his
blood. Exultation no longer shone in
hia steely eyes, He crossed slowly to
the window and closed it. He falled
to see, as he did so, the stricken figure
that slunk liko a wounded snnke out
through the garden shrubbery, the
figure that nursed a crushed hand, yet,
at the brink of the manor garden,
turned wrathfully about and held his,
uninjured arm above lls head as he
said: “May my other hand wither off,
if you do not pay, and pay s thousand-
fold, for this!™

DBut Golden nefther saw nor heard,
for all his helng wna coenterad about
lils own misery of mind.

His face was still burled In his
hands when the old negro nurse
opened the door and his lttle daugh-
ter, Margory, In her nightidress and
holding # doll under her arm, cropt
in to her father's side,

“Where 18 mammn?" asked the child
at her father's knee, ®oldon steadied
himealf with an effort.

“You have no mamma,”
enld, looking nway.

“Pul mnmmns wos here.”

It was too much for the torn and
passion-togeed father,

“Pake hor away,” he erled out to
the old negress. “For God's sake, take
her away!"”

Yot even when alone again his
agony of mind remained with him, and
again he sat in a stupor of misery
before hils desk.

Ho wnyg rouscd by the sudden clam-

ho finally

Yet, thinking more |

“Tain't no use, masta,” erled the ter- :

Legato In bis meretriclously sumptu-
ouy aitting rpom. For “Slim" what-
over his aspirations in crookdom, was
#till & meroe underling.

“Who sent this?" demanded Casa-
vantl' as he took n note from his vis-
itor's hand.

“Legar,” was the answer. The cadet
puffed languidly at a clgarette as he
opened the note and read it

The girl | spoke of will come to.
night at twelve. You will find her a
flower that is ripe for the picking.
And once the flower gets In your
hands | want it kept there~Jules.

Casavanti restored the letter to ita
envelope. Then he stood thoughtfully
regarding his visitor,

“Did anyone see you come here?”
he asked.

“Not that I was wise to,” was Slim's
prompt reply.

“Then see that you get as quietly
away!" o

Blim Legato, nccordingly, kept
wenther eye open ns he emerged to
the street. Nothing suspiclous met
his gaze. It was not untll he had de-
geended the steps and reached the
curb that a cloged limousine, running
as quietly as a frozen river, flowed
along the pavement little more than
ten paces away from him. At the
first corner it turned sharply and
stopped, obstructing the crossing.

The debonair Slim drew up, blink-
{ng susplciously at the mysterious ve
hicle. Then he blinked even harder,
for from the open door window of the
lHmecusine a gloved hand had unmis-
takably bockoned to him. And the re-
markable part of it all, to Silm, was
the fact that the drawn car curtains
concealed everything but that mys-
teriously beckoning hand,

Slim promptly declded to Investi-
gate. But he also declded to advance
with caution, Before he could place a
foot on the runningboard, howaver,
and thrust a pertly inquisitive head
into the hooded gloom of the car, that
car began to move forward agnin, Yet
before *it passed from his reach the

| gloved hand thrust into his own an en-

velope.
On thia envelope was clearly In-
seribed:

or of voleea, the exelted crlea of run- |

ning negroes. He stared stupldly
abont him. pulling himself together,
Thon he rosoand went tothe window.
As hoe did so a negro, hatless and coat-
lesa, staggerod (n through the study
door.

“Spmeone's done opened all
gltufes gutes, The sen's a-floodin’
feland "

Golden wasg alrondy on his feet,

“Get Johnson and his men down to
the East pumps, and start them work-
Ing,” he called out. “And you, Stark,
pput Stevens and his men out to those
glulee gates and work them shut. Get
them shut if you bave to swlm out to
them!"

the
tha

'

| undorworlid
| known to lhis confreres as the Owl's

Y“Dr, Ludwig Palldorl,

Care of Jules Legar,"
and beneath these words Slim's be-
wilderad eyes made out the unmistak.

| ablo emblem of a laughing mask. What
| it meant was mora than he ecould tell.

So Insorutnble did this mystery
soem, in fact, that Slim, after ono min-
ute of deop thought, promptly yet de-
Heately slipped the blnde of his pen-
knife along the gummed flap of the
envelopo nnd forced It open. On a
gingle sheet of paper he found written
tho oryptle words:

Remember the Hammer of Ged,
which smites, and crushes whom It
smitas!™

Slim, the gay cat and gangster, puz-
zled much over this messige as he
restored it to its violated envelope
and adroitly resealed the {lap.

“Now, who t'ell's gettin' his lttle
¥nocker out v the Doo?” demanded
that bewildered worthy of himself as
ho wade his gunrded way back to the
rundezvous which was

Nosat,

The Owl's Nest proper was an un-
spvory collar room in one of the most
unsavory sections of the lower East
side. Years before It had been a wine
cellar, presided over by n Neapolitan
of Mano Nero affiliations, until a fed-
eral shooly, in sesarch for “colners,”
had been found stilettoed behind one
of its casks of Marsalr, whercupon
the Neapolitan had vanished and in
due time the Owl herself had taken
possession of the quarters,

With the advent of Jules Legar, the
mystorious center of a mystorious oir-
rele of evildoers about whom, she
knew, it never pald to be too Inqusl-
tive, life had become easier for her.
Her cellar, inconspicuous in a dis-
triet go crowded with equally dublous
warrend, had proved procigely the type
of quarters the leader of the new clr-
cle was in need of. And as Legar him-
gelf stepped down Into the cellar, ad-
vancing with his pecullarly padded
tread as softly as an animal steals in-
to fts lalr, the Owl remembered that
the hour of her reward was not far
dlatant. For she had proved a jenlous
guardlan of the fair-haired girl whom
Legar sow fit to keep hidden so long
from the world,

It was plain to see that Legar was
accepted os a leader by the half dozen
dips and gangsters and moll-buzzers
into whose midst he had so quletly
slipped.

“Where's Legnto?* he curtly nsked
ns he glunced about the clrelo.

That quoestion answered [tsell, for
even as [t was put Legato himpelf
slipped down Into the dim light of the
Owl's cellar.

“Whnt's this?" domanded Legar, as
the new-comer, without speaking,
handed the leiter of mystery to his
chief,

“That's what 1T want to find out,”
wna Slim's retort. A glnk in o Fit’
avenue go-cart hands me this and
apiads off."

Liogar tore open the envelopo. i |
forroty eyes narrowed as he unfolded
the sheot.

“he Hammer of God again!"™ he
anld with a snoer. But a troublad look

¢rept into his face aa he stood study-
ing the megsage and the envelope In
which that message had come. Then

he lapehad. Byt it was a laugh withs
out mirth. “Palidori?" he mutterod.
“Why shonld 1 know anything ahout
a man namad Palidorl? i

“rhen wo'll strike before the Ham-
mer does!™ he aunounced, with sud-
den dotermination. And with a ges-
ture of impatienee ho commanded the
Owl to take him to the girl, the hid-|
den girl on whom still hinged his |
droagms of vengeance, “"McTigue," hai
called back as he went, “get Tnumni

toning ayes seemed to ask him,

It's golng to be stopped, and you're

and the tax! and ba resdy.” :
Yet he showed no exultation as

followed the hobbling Owl along

darkened passsgoway and up o

of wooden stairs leading to the '

above. |
Bent over a table beslde the

window he saw a girl, a girl still

her teens, & girl with a look of

allenable innocence still in her mo

ful eyes. And Legar, as he

to the table, saw that she was

to gaze upon, Yot at the sight of

8he shrank back, letting the

which she had just tled about

neck fall from her trombling fingers.
“Don't cower that way!" co

ed Legar. *“I haven't come to

you. I guess the Owl gave you

of that."
“Then why are you hera?" the quess

“I'va come to tell you I think yuu'vq
had about enough of this sort of thingy

going to sce the world!"

“You're going to set me freal™
gasped the Incredulous girl.

“Free as a bird!" announced the
ironie Legar, “And with as fine feaths
ors ag any bird that ever flow!"

“I'm to be free?" she repeated, stil}
dazed.

“Sure! Bo get your things together,
and do It quick. There's a taxl walts
ing downstairs. That taxi will carry
you straight to my friend Casavantl
Casavanti is always kind to women,
amazingly kind.” v

He stood, ferret-eyed and Impasaive,
watching the girl as she faverishly
gathered together her meager belong-
fngs. He hurried her out of the room,
then along the passage and down the
narrow stairway and out to the stroet
whera the taxi walted.

There McTigue sat ready for her,

That worthy remained silent, howe
ever, ng a sob or two shook the girl's
body and a light of exultation shone
from her timorous eyes. She too re-
mained sllent as they thréaded thele
way through the darkened streets and
drew up before a brown-stone house,
Up to the door of thia houss McTigue
led the still wondering young woman,
There his finger played oryptically on
the olectrie push bell, sounding Casa~
vanti's pass signal, and a moment
Inter the door mysteriously opened and
the girl found herself alone. HBven
before the door could cloge behind her
a silentrunning limousine swung up
to the curb and o hurrying figure
stepped from {te runninghoard. But
befors that figure could mount the
stepd and reach the house entrance
the heavy door had swung shut again.
And the wide-eyed girl, following a
footman In servica uniform, mounted
the staira to Casavantl's private
room.

Casavanti, ag he looked up and saw
her, let the cigarette fall from his thin.
lipped mouth.

“The Doc was dead right," he sald
undor his breath, "She's a flower, all
right!"

Then, still watching the girl, he
gaid aloud: "Are vou afraid of me?"
“No,” wans her snswer, !

“Then como here,"” he commanded.

But she still stood gazing wonder«
ingly about the room, A suspicion
that all was not as it should be had
crept over her.

“Why was I sent here?' ghe de-
manded, as Casavanti, white faced,
stepped cloger to her,

“For this,” he replled, as with a
sudden movement his arms went out
and encompassed her shrinking body.
She fought and struggled In that con-
taminating embrace, but her strength
was not equal to her captor's. Casas
vant!, bending her body close to his,
cupped his Impassioned lips over her
parted lips, It wns several seconds be-
fors he litted his head,

Before he did so, however, the closet
door on his right opened and a figure
stepped nolselesaly out into the room.
It was the fgure of a man who wore
o lnughing mask.

“One word, you hound, and it's your
ast!” snid the quiet-toned volce be-
hind the mask. But the revolver re-
mained pointing at Casavanti's head
as the stranger took the girl's hand
and backed slowly towards the hall
door. He groped for the door handle,
leveled his weapon and still watched
Casavantl. DBut the door, he digcoy-
ared, wns locked., Perplexed, for one
ghort second he turned and looked for
the key, But In that instant the tende-
Hmbed Casavant!, boholding the res
vedver barrel waver from Its target,
paw his clhance and leaped for his
enemy. 0

The foreo of thet Impact sent the
mysterious Intruder staggering against
the wall and the revolver itself clat-
tering across the floor. The glrl
perenmed In terror as the two con-
tending figures fought and writhed|
ahout the room. Hurrylng steps and
volees were already sounding fram
outside the locked door, and Casa-
vant!, knowing the #llmness of his
chnnces, wos battling ke a wildeat,
But the man in the mask, with an
odd and quite unexpected movement
of the body, brought Into play that
familiar flu-fitsu trick of catapulting:
an adversary over his own shoulder,
depending on the force of the fall
alone for any final result. And the
fall in this ehse was not a gentle one.

Seeing that Casavantl did not move
where he lay, the stranger took tha
doorkey from the stunned cadet's;
pocket and called out for the girl to
follow him.

A moment lator they ontered the
lmougine and drove qulckly away.

“I gueay that'a one on Legar!" mur-
mured the still breathless man in the
mask, i

“Who nra you?" demanded the
young woman.

“T'm only a hammer," was the sud-
denly sobered reply. “The Hammer

of God" |
(TO BE CONTINUED.) I




