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(This serial story is being shown in motion pictures every Wednesday
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8YNOPSIS,

On Windward Island FPalldorl intrigues
Mre. Golgden into un appearnnce of evil
which caupes Golden Lo capture and tor-
tura the Itallan by branding his face and
rushing his hand. Palidorsn opons the
aylu gates and floods the lsland und In
the general rush to escape the flood kid-
naps Golden's six-year-old daughter Mar-
gory. Twolve years later In Now York
one calling himselt “the Huammer of
G rescuss an olghteen-year-old )&
l‘mm the cadet Casavantl, to whom Jules
Legur had dellverad her,

SECOND EPISODE

The House of Unhappiness.
Enoch Golden, with all his millions,
was & hard man, Those clogest to him
contended that he had experienced
much to make him hard.
The one person who stood In any

way intimately and personally cons

pected with Golden was his young pri-
vate secretary, David Manley. For
young Manley, often enough known to
his assoclates as "Davle,” waas both
incorrigibly youthful and engogingly
frresponeible. Golden, oddly enough,
secrotly liked this youth for his fool
ishneas.

Golden smilad a lttle as he stepped
Into his massively furnished lbrary
and found young Manley curled up

In one of the great leather chuirai

intently working over @& pocket

camera and quite oblivious of the tele- |

phone bell shrilling from the rosewood
desk beside him. Golden, as he seated
himself at this desk and curtly ane
gwered the phone call, blinked with
mock disapproval st the youth bent
over the camera,

It wns not until he heard Golden's
great fist smite tho rosewood desktop
that Manley looked up. The man of
milliona was frowning over the lstter
gtill in his hand.

“The condltion of these tenements
is shameful. Times are hard, and
many, we find, are out of work. If you
insist on ralsing the rents, as Yyou
threaten, our settlement workers clalm
that hondreds of the poor will have
to leave thelr homes. Bo, for the sake
of the mothers and cnildren alone, I
{m dore you to recousider your earller
devislon. .

“Slneerely,
YAMOS SCHORIELD, D. D" |

“The foola!" sald Golden aloud.
“Thoy know as much about business,
Manley, as you know ubout bond is-
sues! Not ralse my own routs! |1
guess IEnoch Golden still knows cnough
to run his own busincss!”

Hao stopped and looked at Manley,

“"What's that glm-crack you're wast-
ing your time on?" he demanded.

“Gim-crack?' laughed Manley, “It's
the neatest thing in cameras that ever
came into America, That's a new
Bwiss telescople lens I've just been aod-
justing to It. Take a soup of a flea
biting yoeur euar elghty paces away!
And your income on those tenements,
by the way, nmounts to an annual re-
turn of just 43 per cent of the capital
{nvested!"

But Golden's patlence was exhaust-
ed. “Get out of here!" was his brusque

Intently Working Owver a Pocket
Camera.

command. "Get down to Qriswold’s
bank with these checks, and be qulck
about it!"

Whereupon Manley meekly took hia
departure. Two minutea later, how-
over, yet anothor figure was passing
through the gloomy sllences of Enoch
Galden's home. It w&s a more purpose
ful figure than that of the lazy-eyed
young secretary., And over the face
of thia intruder as he cautiously made
his way through the great house was
an odd-looking band of yellow cloth,
cut in the form of a mask. The center
of thls, drooping aproulike almost to
his upper lip, was marked by an In-
vorted crescent, which at first glance
lant to the purtlycovered face the
falnt suggestion of an {ronlcally laugh-

Rend it in the Observer and see it at

Ing mouth. Yet the unknown stranger
was serious enough as he stopped be-
fore a door at the end of the second
hall and pushed on one of a row of
mother-of-pearl buttons. The door slid
nolselessly back at that signal, and an
olectric elevator rose automatically to
the level of the floor where he stood,
Inslde the elevator, he touched still
another button, wheroupen the cage
rose nolsclessly. Once it had come to
s stop, he leaned against the appar-
ently blank wall of the elevator shaft
and studied it closaly.

His exploring plainly found there a
gecret spring, for the next moment s
panel slipped nolselessly to one side
and he stepped into the room so art
fully fireproofed with pressed steel
panels and gralned to look llke oak,
which Golden had once used as hils
bondroom.

That room, although not used for
years, was at the present moment far
from empty. For pacing restiessly
back and forth, as the stranger quictly
entered, wag a golden-halred woman
of litfle more than twenty. The face
under the mask smiled a lttls at her
sudden movement and gasp of sur
priee as he confronted her.

“Are you still afrald of me?" he
| asked
“N-no!" hesitated the girl.

! "I'd give a good deal,” declared the
other, “to know who you are!"

“I'm—I'm afraid I can’t help you
any, In that," she flnally told him.

“Why not?"

“Bocause I don't know myself.”

"1 want to take you to a man who
may be Interested In you, who may
oven prove to be very kind to you!"

The pale face with the haunted eyes
suddenly hardened.

“I no longer ask for kindness from
men,” was her almost passionate re-
tort.

“Oh, this old scoundrel won't be too
dangerously kind, especially until the
fee Is broken, I warrant you that
much. But with him, I'l] also warrant,
you'll facsd mone of the affronts that
you may have faced in the Owl's
Nest.”

“But why should he be interested
in me?"

"Deesuse you may remind Wim of a
davghtor he himeell onee hod."”

“Then what must I do?”

“You must put on a dreas 1 have
ready, one exactly like the one bis
own daughter used to wear, And 1'd
like you to let down your halr."”

So the girl; still touched with won-
der, was cautiously led to another part
of the great house, where she lot down
her hair and dressed herself In a girl-
ish little frock which she found al-
ready Iaid out for her, And the won-
der was stlll In her‘eyes as the musked
strooger smuggled her guletly down
through the louse, and, as the aged
milllonalre bent low to unlock the bot-
tom drawer of his desk, motioned her
nolselessly iuto the lbrary aud fnto
an armchalr facing the desk.

By tho time Golden had raised his
head agaln the mysterious stranger
had slipped out of sight.

Golden, s he sat upright, stared for
several moments of sllence at the
strange figure in the armchair.

“Who are you?" the grim-faced old
financler fnally demanded. But the
girl remained silent.

Golden, studying her more closely,
roso unsteadily to his feot.

“How did you get here?"” he asked.
And passing a band across his mois-
tened brow he asked still agalu: *"'Who
are you?"

"I don’t know," answered the girl,

Golden rose to his feet, and still
staring hungrily at that mild yet cloud-
ed face, crossed to her side.

He held her face betweesn his hands,
peering into it. Then, with a weary
shake of the head, he dropped his
bhands.,

"It was too much to expoct" he
liusklly murmured. “Too much to hope
for!"

His grlef-stricken face touched the
girl's heart,

“Oh, sir, what had you hoped for?"
she managed to ask.

“I' hope for nothing,” was the
broken man’s reply. “But once | bad
a daughter, and | lost her.”

“"How did you lose her?”

"Bhe was stolen from me,
child.”

“And what became of her?"

“"God only knows! Yet, for a mo-
ment I was mad enough to think, to
hope. But I have no longer any right
to hope," he added with sudden pas-
slon. “All 1 ask I8 that once before I
die I meet face to face that one-armed
devil with his scar of shame!”

“One-armed, and with a scar?” erled
the startled girl, leaning suddenly for-
ward in her chalr.

a8 a

Golden wheeled about at her ery,

“What does that mean to you?"

“Why, it wns & one-armed man with
o scarred face who kept me a pris-
oner! It was he, Legar, who always
told me my parents were dend.”

“Lagar!" repeated the bewildered |
milllonalre. “Legar? But my man's
name was Palldorl."

“Qirl, let me see your arm!"

With trembling fingers he thrust up |
the flimay sleeve, staring breathlessly

| adroit in hie

&t the milk-white skin. Then a groan | 91 of the largest windows comman-

of disappointment broke from his
throat.

“No the mark s not there!"
“What mark?" asked the wondering

' girL

“My daughter carried a scar on her
right arma. My men; when sho was a
child on Windward sland, eaught and
kflled & shark. The clild, when no one
watehed her, thrust a hand in between
the brute's jaws. Those dylng jawe
closed on the flesh, and an fron bar
bhad to be used to open them agaln.
And they sald that scar would alwnys
stay with her."

The girl, wide-eyed, dropped back
into the armchalr,

“Why, | seem to remember,” she
sald, slaring before her. *1 seem to
remember yoars ago, rows and rows
of sharp teeth and tho sudden pain as
those teeth came together.”

“But the scar!* cried Golden.
“There {a no scar!®

“l seem to remember about that,
too, It was long ago, after Legar had
brought me across water, and then
miles and miles in a rollway traln, 1
remember him taking me to & man
who wore round oyeglasscs, and show-
ing him my arm. This man gave me
something to make me slesp. But
when I wakened my arm was sore
again, for weocks and weeks. And
when {t healed the sear was gone. 1
remember—"  Hut she stopped sud-
denly, for the telephone bell close be-
slde Golden shrilled out a sudden eall,
Mechanically the man at the desk took
up the receiver, his eyes still on the
girl facing him.

“This is Eastman of the central of-
fice spenking,”

wire. “A short while ago a young
woman was seen entering your
house,"”

“Well, what of It?" was the lmpu-

Hent Inquiry,

“Our office merely wants to warn
you that the girl is Blondie Casey, the
come-on for the Cookson gang. She's
the smootheat swindler in the buaj-
ness. And as long as that baby-eyed

deered for the installation of a
strangely complex apparatus used In
Stein's electric wave-projector (which
was announced to be the latest Im-
provemoent on wireless), but the upper
and lower floors of the sultes were
comocted by a smoothswalled shaft
which, It was explained, would make
easler the passnge back and forth of
chemicals and apparatus needed by
tho IHustrious Doctor Btelg in his
carefully guarded experiments,
Equally well prepared was Legar's
gocond base of actlvities, the Becret
subeellar beneath the Owl'a Neat. This
second warren, deep as it stood un-
derground, was also provided with a,

socret passageway loading into & wa- | startled and vacant-eyed before him. |

to:l'-gnta opening on the KEast river it
self.

It was from hoth theso points that
Legar was conducting his campaign
against his oldlme enemy Enoch
Golden. And both of these polnts
might have remalned as well hidden
as thelr user still dreamed them to be
had It not been for the cgsual agency
of a pocket eamera, For lesa than an
hour's work in the office of the regis-
ter of automoblles had duly shown
Manley that license No. 6240 belonged
to one Prof, Hermun Steln of 42 Maple
avenue, Yet Manley, armed as he was
with thy knowledge of this car's Iden-
tity, showed po undue haste in Inter-
fering with {ts movements. For still

| another hour of cautious shadowlog
| on the part of Golden’s private secre-
| tary provided him with the knowledga

sald the vol rer tho |
LS o polnt within g block of the Owl's Nest

| itaelf

ghe-crook 18 in your house, Golden, |
your house will be in danger!™
Golden hung up his receiver and sat

thut Doctor Stein was in the habit of
motoring from Maple avenue to the
Central Tower bullding, and from that
progperous skyseraper to an humble

Thirty minutes later found
Manley In a telephone booth, talking
to his employer.

“Have you received any messagoe
from that man Legar?' asked the
vounger man, after impatiently ex-
plaining who he was.

“l1 have recelved a measage, but 1
don't know it came from Legar.”

“Then how did you get 117"

|
|

' so foollshly accepted as feather-head-

“It wns thrown through my house |

window folded up In a beer bottle.”

Holding His Breath, He Grept Closer and Stili Closer,

studying his desktop. Then with his
grim mouth fixed he crossed to the
rear door and opened it, stopping out
into the hall and peremptorily called
for his butler as he did so.

Manley, returning from his errand,
at the same moment stepped Into the
room from another door, He stared at
the girl ns he stopped to pick up his
pocket camern.

“Who aro you?" he pertly Inquired,
a8 Golden re-entersd the room.

But hig eyes, the next moment, werd
on nelther Golden nor the girl, His
gaze passed beyond those two strange-
ly diverse figures to yot a third, the
crouching figure of an cavesdropper
clinging to the wistarla vines that
framed the huge window on the far
alde of the room.

Manley,
run, took the window, glass and all, In
one leap., He landed on a hydrangea
bush even as the
dropped to the grass beside him. The
next moment the two men clinched.

The fAght was an uneven one, but
Manley . stuck to his man, He stuck
to him until that worthy, with a sud-
den blow on the jow, sent the lithe-
hodied voung secretary staggering to
the ground.

Before Manley could recover uime
self, the mysterious envesdropper
broke away, vaulted to the street and
signnled to a walting antomoblle.

Then Manley's senses ciame hack L
him, and rolling over intc tle opes

roadway, he took the camers from his
pocket and held It between him and
the digappearing tourlng car. He
pressed the spring, Knowing that
hig teleacople lens would earry to the
walting filin tho sccret of that mys-
terlous car's license number,

L] L] - L ] Ll L] L]
The Arrows of Conflagration.
Jules Legar, In hig role as & mastar
of underworld activities, was both
ngagement of the aerv-

| fcea of othe « and painstaking in the

prepuration ¢ the fleld wherein they

ahould laly ke the humble wensel,

he held the  very warren should have
both an exi. od an entrance

8o when : ogar and hls sclentifio

| friend, Dr. Hermsn Steln, engaged

their triplefloor office suite at the top
of the Central Tower bullding, they In-
slated on certaln structural altera-
tlons in those ofices, Not only was

crossing the room on the |

burly eavesdropper |

"W you please read me that mes:
sage. And qulckly, for thils is lmpor
tant.”

“Hera it Is," anawered the bowil
dered volea over the wlre. " *You ara
keeping Dlondle Casey a prisoner In
vour house, Unless vou lberata her
within an Lour your house will go up
in flames, And after that house, your
next honge, and the next.! It Is algned
‘The Cookson Gang.' But what am I
to belleve? What am 1 to do? And
what Is the answer to all these mys-
terjies?"

“Whatever you do, don't lot them
get thol young woman away f{rom
youl"

Falntly the listener could hear the
gound of sudden ealls, of quick ques-
tions and answers and counter-ques.
tlon, Then the volce of Golden was
onece more frantically calling him over
the wire

“Manley, Mauley, I8 that you?
You've spoken too late. Wilson, my
butler, hay just hurried in to me here.
Ten minutes ago o stranger clalming
to be a meter Inspoctor got entrance
to the houge, Do you hear me, they've
taken that girl! She's gone!”

"Gonp?"' echoed Moanley. “Then I
haven't time to stand hers talking."

Yot Enoch Golden, even ns Manley
bimself, had little time for talking
ovor that strunge abduction. For two

minutés Inter his still Murrled butloer
anpounced the arrival of James Gris-

vold, the prestdent of the Unfon:
Tradors’ bank, on urgent business.
“Golden,” began that visltor almost

a4 goon o8 he hod crossed the thresh-
old, “I have counted myseif smong
your frlonds. Dut when I recelve n
pote ke this, threatening me and my
business, 1 regard it 0 about time to
seqa you, face to face”

Golden took the sheel of paper from
the banker's hand, He stood regard
Ing It with troubled eyes. Far it rond

"You are n friend of Enoch Goldan,
tho vppressor of the poor, the scaven
kor of unclean gold. The biow that la
sbout to fall on you and your bank
falla because of thia alllnnece with evil-
doers. You pre warned,"”

The grim-jawed milllonalre turned
on his visitor.

“That is not all,” declared the bank
er, "Nor is this afternoon’s pupc
with Its bitter attack on you am
your tenomoents all. Hut throo hours
later my felloy buuker, Gresham of

:
I
l.—ﬂ_. . i

| partly opened door he saw that it was

the Third National, recelved a warn-

{ug identical with mine, and already
the bullding of the Third Nntonal |y.ioe Shirtslesved fgure fell

bank is in flames! And what, I want mhm Be had stood fn the opes
to know, alr, 18 the meaning of it all” . $

The telephone bell interrupted Gold-
en as he was about to speak. Sm“?:ndb;ugﬁ mdden m !
“Yes, this is Mr. Golden's house, “That's Legar," m‘m
Yos, Mr. Griswold 1o hore. WRO'S | uuent atght of the oo sraoy fomy
that?" He leaned forward for & mo-|| yee"pe g1 with bespectacied Gese
ment, Ustening. Thon the recelver tell| man striving and fighting to
from his fiscold hand. “My God, Gris-/| HO% 1¥F lnt:rwnlu oo Bu“t;
wold, your building lg on fire! The! fallen man's body lsy fn ﬂ‘ll way, and
(]

ment and hllmﬂmm“:

Unfon-Traders’ bank Is burning." |
Tho next minute Griswoeld waa huh
rylng from the house and leaping l.nto'

hig walting lHmousine,
Golden, sitting at his desk, lm'ed|

Yet that young secrctary who was

ed wag, at the time belng, anything
but {dle. Ten minutes after his talk
over the wire with Golden hoe wias in
i taxicab speeding towards the Btaln
house on Maple avenue. A block away
from that house he dismounted, saun-
tering casually up to the home of
Legar's confederate as o tradesman’s
delivery wagon stopped bofore it

“Boy,” he sald to the youthtul
driver of the wagon, “that housemald
at tho door there {a my stoady. But,
wo serapped and she won't even see
me, Hera's a dollar {f you lot me hand
in that box of groceries for you!"

“Sure," sald the boy, as he pocketed
the bill, Manley, whistling blithely,
carried his armful of parcels Into the
tradesman’s entrance.

“My driver says these things weren't
pald for,” he coolly announced,

“Doy vass pald for, af'ry.-ding vass
pisld for!" erled the German girl,

“Then you go and tell him that,”
wns the other's calm suggestion, And
ag the belligerent-eyed maid strode out
to the wagon, Manley slipped in
through the still ohen door, dropped
his parcels and wstole quickly yet
gunrdodly up through the gllont house,

When he camo to a lnrge room, half
Hbrary and half laboratory, ho stared
in wonder at tho strange apparatus
which stood on o table in the center of
this room. He heard the sound of ap-
proaching steps, He aaw a door on

i}
his right and darted through {t. He he: Hlipaed %’:,:?:r:’r:fd ERCEhe
reallzed, as soon as he had done so, 2
that he had committed the fatal error | the door refused to cloe. Bafore that

of diving Into a trap.
As he peerad out through the still

body could be dragged to one side,
the Ieutonant and his men wore i
through the door, wielding nights
sticks and flushing firearms.

It was Manloy himself who caught
up a chair and brought it crashing
down on a strangely complicated mechs
anjam standing squarely In the light
of the Tower window.

But Legar himself had not beenm
ldle. At the first wild charge into his
tower room, the master criminal had
dropped crouching behind o works
table, darted across to his parcel
ohute and there touched a hidden
spripg. The next moment the chute
stood open and Legar was descends
Ing like o plummet to the floor belo
But not boefore Manley had caught
slght of his vanlghing head and starts
od in pursult.

Manley was joined a minute later by
the polles. In the meantlme Legar
had recaped to the street by way of
the fire escapo.

He halled & taxicab and hurried
eastward to the Owl's Nest., Two
minutea after Legar went rocking and
swerving eastward he was followed
by & stranger in & second cab. This
stranger drove stralght to the water
front, two blocks to the north, dise
misged his tax{, and eamestly cone
ferred with & roughly-dressed long.
shoroman, who later rounded the slip

the German mald who had entered the
room. Then she « vossed to the closet
door [tself, straightened the edgo of
tho disordered rug, clogsed the door
and turned the key In the lock.

A moment Inter, Manley, with his
ear agalnst the panel, heard the sound
of heavler steps. Thon camea the even
more interesting sound of volees,

"Vell, wat do you say of Oldt Stein
now, maybe? You still t'ink he talk
foolish ven he clalm dose actinio rays
in conjunction mit converging wireless
impulses couldn’t maybe atart o leatle
combustion von or two miles away,
vh?"

“A lttle combustion, Stein?"” sald an
unknown volee, “you've peddled 'em
out Hke gunlre, all over the damned
city."

Manley suddenly ducked back be-
hind a waterproof, smelling acridly ot
acld burns, for footsteps had ap-
proached the closet door nnd the key
was belng turned In the lock,

The fugitive stood close agalnst the
wall, drapod by the waterproof, as the
apectucled sclentist groped blinkingly
about for his housecoat.

“Und you, Liegar, If you blease, show
me on der map choost vat remains to

be done. Vieh bulldings vill you have
viped out, ven der viping is stlll goot?" fu o rowboat and took the stranger
Manloy, emerging from under cover, ahoe:rd. - » S A = .

saw that the old German had left the
closet door a trifle open. So moving
cautiously forward, he peered out into
the room. Clustered about the table,
bent close over the map, he could see
Btein and Legar and two of his un.
known sccomplices, Manley advanced
sllently into the room, crouching low
a8 he went. For on the table ho had
already caught sight of the bluaprint
of Steln’s projector apparatus, 8o,
holding his hreath, he crept closer and
still closer. He had the blueprint in
his hand, but before be could slip
back from the table edge his presence
was detected and hls rotreat cul off,
He darted for the window, golng
through it ke n circus rider through
o paper hoop,

Logar, in his quarters beneath the
Owl's Nest, was in anything but am
amigble mood. He stared about ag
his coterle of unsavory confederates.

A gleam of trilumph showed In his
narrowing eyes as he spled a white
faced girl in & chalr near the flreplace.

“8o wa've got you back, little one?™®
hea mockoed.

Bhe winced as ho wheeled her
roughly nbout, but remained silent.

A gloepy-ayed parrot, standing on
its perch besldns the empty fireplace,
otirred  unoasily at Legor's rough
movements, The girl, rising slowly
from her chalr, stared into Logar's
evll face,

“What are you golung to do with
me?* she demanded,

A minute Iater tho conspirators
wore after him, DBut Manley, rolling E‘Sﬁ:r ::::-t:ﬂdim asking quoestions
through o clump of shrubbery and i

| , rif
loubling rabbitilke on his pursuors, about it, when you find out!

"Courago, little one, courage!” sald

dodged under covor, By '
ix'ulkruvuvurud hila brr-ml}l I:II“I :IIT”‘::.: . 9T 0% CIUMRO, Y OL08;
ics ; ralle st Lagur, at the sound, whecled sud-
ho elipped  unohserved from the denly about
grounds,  rounded the ‘block and “Who llll;l‘lll that dampsl- Bty
elimbod Into his walting tuxieab, talk™ he do led. Th

"Pollee headguortera!™ he told the L S C8 RO 10 Mol
Aar : T ] stir of unensiness about tho room,
Pt - “Why, cap, that parrot can’t talk”
' Brief as was Manloy's visit to pollea doclarsd the tremulons coke-snuffer
headquartors, thut call resulted in

at the end of the table, "it never
could talk!™

“Then who sald ‘Courage'?” called
out the irate mastor eriminal,

“I did,” sald the same distinet yet
ghostly volce., And had that wide-
eyed group stared closer into the firee
place, Inatead of st the sllent and
maotionless bird on Its perch, they
might have notlced whers a small
stone, lttle biggor than 0 man's hand,

sudden and startling movement from
the great gray structure in Centor
stroet, For the mysterious fires werse
now bLreaking out oven in crowded
tenements on the Hast alde, keeplng
6 bewlldered fire department ashut-
tling Impotently back and forth.

The attack on Logar's skyllne quar-
tors was o foverisldy hurriod and yot
n surprigingly ovderly ong, It was not
until the police renched tho top floor

| hnd been worked loose and lifted
that tho clovator camo to & 8top. | 4way trom the heavy wall separating
At the eamo momebt that they | yhay” yngoon watcher from the room

poured out into the narrow hallway a
mechanfcian  in his shirt sleoves
jpened the door leading from Legar's
private workrovm and started down
the hall. Befors he could retreat or
slam shut that door the Houtenant'a
revolver was covering him. HReach-
ing back to his hip, bhis bhand was al-
ready on the butt of & blusmetaled
automatle, Before he could whip out
that weapon, however, the lleutenant's
quick oye comprebended the move |

Into which he had been peering.

Yot that stone was once more o
place before Legar and his worthies
peerad, squintingeved, about the
| smoke-stained masonry, Only, the
hands of the girl, aitting silent and
thoughtful in uer chalr, were no long-
er trbmbling. The cowerlng look had
faded from hor eyes. For to her that
volee had not seemed an altogether
unfamllinr one.

(T0O BE " "NTINUED.)

o —



