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(This serinl story is being shewn in motion pictures every \Vedne-nda:r

and Thursday at Colonial theatre,
the Colonial Theatre.)

Read it in the Observer and see it at

8YNOPSIS,

On Windward lsland Palldorl Intrigu
Mra, Golden Into an appenrance of ovi
which causeas Golden to oapture and tor-
ture the Itallan by branding his face and
crushing his hoand.  Palidorl opens tho
dyke gates and foods the island and In
the general rush to escapo the food kid-
paps Golden's slx-year-old daughter Mar.

ry., Twolve year's lnter in Now York a

usked One calling himuslf “the Hatnmoer

f God" rescues an elghteon-year-old girl
ir:m the endet Caspvantl, to whom Julos
gar haa dellvered her, and takes her to
tho home of Enoch Golden, millionnire,
whence she |8 recaptured by Logar, Logar
and Bteln nre discovered by Manley, Gul-
den's acorotary, setllng fire to Golden's
bulldings, but escape. ur‘zorf‘a mothor
frultlesnly Implores Enoch Golden to
fAind thelr daughter, The Muasked Ons
ugain tukes :I‘-iurTrry nway from Legnar.
Logor loots the Third Natlonal bank, but
.ﬂliﬂ the Laughing Mauk frustratés his
plans,

L}

FIFTH EFISODE
[THE INTERVENTION OF TITO

David Manley was not altogether
proud of his day's work. As he sat
tied and bound on the rough brick
floor beneath the Owl's Nest that once
fippant-minded young man even wne-
knowledged that things looked rather
bad for him, He had been made a
prisoner. The iron claw of Legar had

reached suddenly out and closed about
him,

But David Manley did not altogether
give up. As ho lay there, sore in body, |
but even more battered in mind, he'
still spasmodicnlly struggled with thn|
cords that held hfm hand and foot,

The solltude of that unsavory den |
did not add to his comfort. The mere
fact that Legar could sce fit to leave a
prisoner thus unguarded impruha(-di
tho prigoner with the fact that hils one-
armed enemy was only too well as-|
sured of his power. And the more |
Manley thought of Legar and his meth-'
ods the more that sinister figure seems
to bewilder him, He knew that Legar |
was the unrelenting and eternal enomy |
of Enoch Golden, just as he bhad bean
the enemy of Golden's daughter Mar-
gory. |

Tha thought of Margory directed
Manley's mind back to the earlier|
events of that strange day. He rocalled |
his long talk with that quiet-eyed girl
in the quiet-toned shadows of the
Golden library, It had been the flrst
talk belween them Into which the per-
gonal note had entered. He had en-
deyed that talls, for he had felt, as it
progressed, that the gliel hiid bhegun to
roallze he was herfriend, thit he want-
ed to be her friond,

Hut the «quietness of the Golden
home had proved to be nothing more
than a lull which precedes the sud-
don etorm. For, five minutes after he
had left the smiling girl, the Golden
butler, with terror In his eyes, bad
come running to him saying there was
& stranger In the house, a stronger
who had been seen lurking about the
halls and had promptly disappesred
gt the sight of one of the servants.
8o Manley, forgetting everything else,
had promptly jolned in the scarch for
that mysterious intruder. And his first
thought, after doing go, bad been for
Margory Golden.

Hurrying to the library to make suro
of her safety, he had found her seated
at Her father's desk, quietly talking
over the telephone. And there had
been little in that scene not suggestive
of 1r|n|r|nl1l'iu'. For blinking placidly
down from {ts perch beslde her had
gtood Tito, Margory Golden's newly
acquired parrot, for which Manley him-
gelf had small love, This feeling was
based, not so much on the malevolent
alr of wisdom surrounding that green-
bodied Micher of human phrases, as on
the somewhat disturbing trick, taught
it by some earller master, of secking
put gas jots and turning them on the
moment it was freed from it chain.

Yot as it had stood close beside the
girl s0 busily talking over the tele
phone it had seemed ag companlonnbly
innocent ag a canary. And it had
turned to blink sagely at Manley as the
girl, apparently unconscious of his
presence, had crossed to the muhiogany-
faced vault set in the Hbrary wall und
procesded to open its ponderous door,
This had startled Manley not n little,
for the combination of that vault was
a secret jenlously guarded by Golden,
a secret unknown to Manley himself.
It was not until she stood with the
massive door swiung open that Manley
had confronted her. But she showed
no embarrassment at his sudden inter-
ruption.

“My father has just phoned from
Philadelphia,” she explained. “Thera
are certaln papers he must have for
his conference with the Regoent Trust
compuny tamorrow."”

“Hut whon did you find out how to
open that door? had been Manley's
fnquiry.

“Two minutes ago, over the tele
phone,” bad been the girl's reply.

“Then the sooncor that door Is shut
and locked again the better,” he had
warned her.

“Why?" she had asked, for the first
time conscious of his excitement.

“Hecause there’s an unkoown man

hiding somewhere in this house, and
heaven only knows what he's after,
in times liko these!™

Even a8 he had spoken Manley had
detected an unnatural fullness about

the portlere draping the side door r.cI

the library. And on the pollghed par-
quet floor et the bottom of that portiere
the toe of & man's shos had been
plainly visible, Yet Goldon's secre-
tary had walted until the girl bsd
closed and lockod the vault door. Then
he had leaped for the figure behind
the drapery, .
But that Intruder behind the drapery
had apparently mot been altogether
unconscious of the danger confronting
him. He had at the same moment
slde-stepped nimbly through the quick-
ly openad door, throwing an approach-
Ing and suddenly hysterical housemald
aslde a8 he hod swept past her. The
redoubtable Wilson, who had also at-
tempted to block his exit, had even
more promptly gone down, knocked
flat by one flerce blow. It had been
then, and then only, that Manley dis-
covered the identity of the Intruder.
He had caught sight of the scarred
face, which even an ample beard falled
to screen, He had seen the right

{arm of wood which ended fn its sin-

ister fron hook, and all doubt as to his
enemy had vanished.

But this discovery had in no way
interfered with Manley's pursult of
that audaclious intruder,

It had not been a pretty fight, that
hand-to-hand contest between the slim-
bodied youth and the scar-faced ex-
ploiter of evil, but it had been a des-
perate one. As Manley, pres:ing stub-
bornly on, had struggled to cose In
on his opponent, Logar had ol c-petly

and nimbly backed away uvt!l he
found the double house door ‘self
barring his farther retreat, 7l re-

upon he had promptly shattered the
piate-glass backing the fron grill work
on the hinges, and had actually swung
one of these doors open before Manley
could gather himself together and
epring bodlly on his escaping enomy.

They had gone down the broad steps
together, locked arm in arm, fghting
and clawing as feroclously as midnight
cats In o tenemont court. And Man-
ley, with one hand on Legar's leathery
throat, would surely have won, had
not a closed car glided up to the curb
along wllch they were writhing and
punting and rolling. From that car o
yollow-faced Italian known as Scoop
had taken a prompt and active part in
the encountor. He had withhold
finallties, however, untll Manley wns
uppermost, Then, with a quiekly
drawn “billy" he had blackjacked that
youth Into utter Indiffercuce as to
Legar and mysteriously waiting llmous-
glue and all the rest of the world,

Before Manley's sonses hnd coma |

bnck to him he and the green-feath-
ered parrot had boen tossed bodily
into the closed car, and, three minutes
before the arrival of the police for
whom the white-faced girl in the
Hbrary had so frantically telephoned,
that mysterious limousine had speeded
off into the night, enrrving not only
Legar but the youth who had been so
presumptioua as to attempt to inter-
fere with Legar's exploits,

But Manley did not altogother give

up, His heart still had the resilience
of youth. He still believed in his
star.

What fretted Manley most, however,
was his Inck of freedom. Rolling a
Httle over on his side, he studied min-
utely the rough brick floor on which
he lay. After this Inspection he
wormed his way ecarefully from slde to
gide, lving face down and trying each
row of cxposed bricks with his shoe
toe, in the hope of finding one of them
loose.

He Hhad elaborately tested eleven
rows before he found any reason for
hope in this direction. A chill of ex-
citement ran through his tired body,
in fact, as he discovered ona brick
which seemed lesa gecurely embedded
in cement than were its follows. He
worked at it patiently, lnboriously,
kicking away small particles of plas-
ter, thumping It with his boot heel,
prying al It with his sole untll It
rocked free in its row. Then came
the even sterner task of shifting It
from its place, This he did by turning
about and lying close to it, on his slde,
8o that the fingers of his tightly im-
prisoned hand might come In contact
with its edges. Thne after time it fell
back, but In the end he triumphed.

Yot it was not this unenrthed brick
which interested him. IHis attention
was directed towards the rough-edged
purallelogram whera that brick had
originally rested, for the corners of
this opening, he soon reallzed, pro-
vided him with a saw odge which in
time might serve to abrade and cut
through the stoutest of cotton rope.
But the consolation of this hope did
nut stay with him logg. For even as
he started to work, his movements
wore Interrupted by the sound of a
koy in the heavy iron lock on the door
that shut nhim in. s rolled over
quickly, twisting about so that his ap-
parently inert body covered both the
loosened brick and the spot from
which it had been taken. Ha econ-
tinued to lle there as though In & aleap
of exhaustion, for his velled eyenr had
already caught sight of the two heavy-
featured ruffians ndvancing into the
Toom.

“Let the poor boob sleep,” warned
the larger man, in a husky whisper.
“He's goln' to cash In before mornin'!"

“But I'm sick o' muarkin' time down

in this rat hole. Why can't Legar get

back hero where he belongs and do his |

own stickup work?"
“I tell you the doc's up to the Gol-
den house makin' his haul when the
, Coast’s clear! And If you wake that

reéd-oye and keep busy chokin' off his
holler!™

feet as they recrossed the rough foor-
fng and then the scrape and rasp of
the rusty lock as thoy once more
turned the key In the door.
moment they were gone he was once
more busy with the cotton rope about
his wrists, for what he had overheard
Increased his passion for liberty.
When a man, however, ls still youth-
fully blind enough to belleve In his
start, to nurse the delusion that some
spocinl genfug has singled him out and
watches over him, he 18 not easlly dig-
cournged. Yot discourngoment came,

1 Klng there you'll have to cut out uml
|

Manley could hear their ahuﬂlns‘.

But the |

and came in a form most unexpected,
even before Manley's hands wers free.

It came, In fact, in the form of &
gresn-bodled parrot ereeplng stealthily
through the rusty cross-bars grilllng
the transom above the locked door.
He watched the bird slip into the
room, ellmb along the rusty iron gas
Jet, dellberately turn It on.

Manley knew what this meant, and
it spurred him to even more frantie
efforts to saw through the cords, still
holding him a prisoner, for already
the fumes of the escaplng gas were
reaching his nostrils,

When one strand of It had parted,
and he had uncolled the rest of it from
his ankles, his head was swimming
and his legs were unable to support
him., So he crossed the room on .his
hande and Knees, caught at the rusty
gas pipe for support and painfully
drew himself upright. His trembling
hand went out, found the gas jet, and
turned it off. And the mext moment
he fell face down on the rough floor,
nund lay there In a gray daze of weak-
ness.

How long he lay there he could not

tell. But he was aroused by the sound
of thick voices from the outer cham-
ber, punctuated by the shrill eries of |
un angry and scolding woman, He |
pulled himself together and possscssed
himself of the brick bat, as a weapbn,
Ha waited, scarcely breathing, an!
the door was flung open, So quick, |
however, was the entrance of the first
Intruder that Manley could not Mft his
misslle before the darkness had swal-
lowed up that shifting shadow. But |
standing in the lighted doorway was u |
gecond man, erouched low and leaning |
forward with blinking eyes, a blue-bar-
reled navy revolver In his hand, Man-
ley, eying that evil face as a sharp-

poised brick, and let fiy with all hla!
foree,

The stooping man went down like a
clouted rabbit, without a sound. But
oven as he fell the first Intruder, at
the far end of the room, struck &
| match. And at that second figurs
i Manley let drive with the only missile
| at hand.

The heavy gloss lamp, hurled true,
sent man and match against the case
gide In a4 shower of oll and broken
glags, But Muanley did not wait to wit-
ness the result of thut second assault.
He leaped for the door, caught up the
blue-burreled revolver from the hand
of the sgtunned man on tho throeshold, |
and drove for the heavier door at the

Ieml of the outer chonmber, |

But this door he found to be locked. |
He wad on the point of starting back |
in search of a timber Heavy enough to
batter down that barrier when nall
movement was arrested by an uproar
|ur sound that fairly drove the breath
| from his body. For the showor of oil
| that fell about the ligkted match at
| the vaulted ond of the side chamber
| had sunk into the litter of rubbish
| beside the powder cases, had burst in.

to flames and Had crept closer about

those wooden cases untll the leking
| tongues of heat had reached the explo- |
| sive.

Yet even as Manley stood there,
fighting for breath, n second surprise
both confrrnted and engulfed him.
Following «.ose on that telltnle roar |
of sound ¢ me an even more bewllder-
ing rush of water, tearing through the
low-roofed  cellar like a thousand
hounds lel oose. And he know then
that the ¢ olonlon had broken down
the walls between him and the Enst
river at high tide,

He leaped in the direction of the
door, In the hope of getting it closed,

He was still struggling fruntleally |

shooter eyes his targot, let Ay with his

Sat Tied and Bound In the Owl's Nest.

| somewhere in your father's vault

| Golden wasn't

| your father had got hold of my hait of

ot this door when & heard a volce,
nnd at first he thought it was a human
volce, crying shrilly through the
glnom,

“Let mo out!" was the frantlo ery
eloge above him. “Let me out!" Grop-
Ing and pawing nlong the wall, his
hand came in contact with the rung
of a narrow (ron ladder. He caught at
this ladder and drew himselt up, for
he now stood shoulder high in the
ever-mounting flood. On the topmost
rung, as he mounted, he found a shak-
fng and fedthered body clinging stub-
bhornly to the rusting fron, beating
with its beak on the hollow sounding
boards above his head.

In & flash Manley himsalf was shoul-

dering up against these boarda.
There was the sound of & rending
staple, and In another moment he wuas
swarming up through the ruptured
trap door, catching at the parrot as he

weont.
.

The Figures of Fate.
Margory Golden, alone in her fa-|
ther's lbrary stared approhensively
about that massively furnished room
a8 though drending that some new
tarror might leap out at her from ita
shadowy corners. She was unnerved
not only by the disquieting disnppear-
anca of David Manley but also by the
thought that she was still o surround-
dd by the tides of evil.

As she sat there, deep In thought,
she was depressed by the sudden sus-
pi¢lon that some one of the many |
servants in that house was a traltor
to his master, Yot as she checked
them over, one by one, she found noth-
ing on which to ground this ghostly
suspiclon! She remembered that she
had once been suspiclous even or Man- |
ley himself, of this serious-minded
friend who hid his true feclings be-
hind & mask of lHght-hearted irrelev- |
ancies, And thore were things in
which she herself had not been alto- |
gether candid with him. Thore was, |
for Instance the matter of Tito, the
Amazon parrot. She had not confided
to Manley the foct that in that bil’ll.;
stumbled across In a fancler's shop, |
ghe had found an old friend, a friend
dating back to her unbappy days in
the Owl's Nest. And she sighed aloud
as slie gathored up the papera on the
rosawood desk and turned to the vault
to which she had forgotten to restore
them,

"Twaonty-one, thirty, forty-two, six-
ty," she repeated, recalling her fath-
er's lustructions over the wire, “For-
ward and back and forward and back
sgain, for it's n four movement dlal,
whatever that may mean!*

The vault door opened, obedlent to
the combination, and seeking out the
inner compuartment marked “J" ghe |

restored the paperg to their place.
Her hand was still on the open vault
door when the shrill eall of the tele-
phone bell sounded through the guiet
room.

Bhe crossed to the desk and took up
the recelvor,

“Do you know who la speaking?"
demanded a voice which sent a thrill
of apprehension through her forward-
stoopini body. And the question wos
repeated ag she sat sllent, staring be-
fore hor,

“Yoes," she finally answered; trylng
to eteady her volea, “lIt's Legar,”

Tho wireg brought his answering
laugh close into her ear.

“You know tho voice, I see, And 1
think you know the man. 8o ligten to
whint 1 have to say, I've got your
friend Manley, and he'll stay whera
I've got him, And unlesg you want
him turned out of here with about
half of that preity face of hils burned
to & erlsp, you'll do what 1 tell you
to do. Do you understand? 'l scar
him worse than | was scarred, if you
try any tricks with me in this!"™

“In—Iin what?" demanded the white-
faced girl.

“In exactly onehall hour 1 want you
to walk past the Soldiers' monument
and hand me a paper. That paper Is
It
Ia ona half of a codo list and chart,
on a square of yellow manilla. Do you
understand?*

“Dut how am I to know this paper?"
asked the terrifed girl, fencing for
timae,

“It's & chart, a map, one half of the
map of Windward Island For old
guch a fool as he
geemed” —and again the venomous
laugh sounded low over the wire. “If

that map a little earlier In the game
he wouldn't have necded to dig for

Legar and His

ten yoars through that sand, looking
for hlg precious treasure! Now it's
my chance, and 1 want that paper,
And unless you want your secrolary
to come home & rather unpleasant
thing to look at, you'ra going to have
thut map in my bands in half an hour,
Bo tell me qulck, what your answer is,
Do | get it2"

For one moment the girl sat silent,
breathing qulck through parted lips,

“Yes, I'll bring It,” she at last sald
over the wire, Then ahe sat motion-
less, with her hands gripping the desk
edgo for several minutes, When she
moved It wag with the quickness of a |
sudden and c¢lear-cut declalon,

“tiive me police headquarters,” she '
called out ns she caught up the re- |
celver, The next minute she was ex-
plaining to the desk olllcial at Centor |
street the news of Logar's Iatest |
threat aud the need of forestalling it.
Then, after anothoer Interval of studi-
ous thought, she crossed to the vault
and began a hurrled search for the
dooument which Legar had described
as belng stored away there.

8he found It at Inst, in & packnge of
faded deeds and papers to do with
Windward f{aland, and while one
glance at it persunded her thoat it was
indeed a chart of the Island, the fact
that it represented only onehulf of
this fsland tended to convinee her that
Legar had spoken the truth.

But she had no time to deliberate
over that discovery, for hor next
move, she felt, should bo to call the
servants and warn them aguinst any
midnight intrusions.

Sho crossed to the rosewood desk to
carry out this plan, and her finger
wns even oxtended to press the bell
button when a sudden soft move-
mont at her shoulder causod her to
swing sharply about,

Confronting her, with a slightly tri-
umphant smile on his deepscarred
fnee, stood Legar himself,

“I'am Intruding, I konow," ho began
In hig suavely acldulated tones, “but
there was a posasibility, you spe, of
your friends in uniform Interrupting
our meeting beside the Soldlers' mon-
nmoent!"

The girl's fingers, as she edged
away along the desk, closed delermin.
edly on the serap of manilla paper
still held in her hand, The vault door,
she saw, waa also still open. But that
wns not the thought troubling hor,
The vague fear at the back of her

door.

other approaching steps,

mind was whether or not she was too
late to save Dave Manley from the |
danger thieatening him. And she|
odged still farther away.

Her movement was arrested by the
ringing of the telophone bell cloge be-
slde her. i

"Answer that phone!" he anddenl:i
commanded,

The next moment & great lopd
seemod to lft suddenly from her
heart, and a renewed wave of nudacity
swept through her body, for the volce
that spoke to hor over the wire waa
the triumphant volee of Manley him-
pelf. Manley declaring that he wos
frea and that he would hurry back as
faat ng wheela could carry him,

“Who spoke then?” erled Logar, hia
face clouded by mn move which appar-
ently was nn unexpected one from lils
standpoint. But the wine of hope now
ginging through the girl's veins mado
her more crafly, more ready Lo face
Legar with his own weapons,  Instead
of answering im her hand moved out |
to the boll button, for with the ring-
ing of that bell, she felt, would surely
como help. And once the slip of ma-
nilla wans back In tho vault, and the
Qoor locked, shoe now had little to fear
from Legar. Bo when she fell boek,

ns he gprang forward Lo strike hepds

hand from the bell, ghe saw that ber !

retreat luny In the direction of the}
vault door,
Her pursuer, however, was in no

mood for equivoealion. Ho secmed
suddenly to foresee her lntention, For
without warning he leuped towards
her, a4 an enimel leaps for ita proy. |
And with ono sweep of lils malmed
arm the fron hook at lta end wan
anared decp in the folds of her cloth-
ing.

“Give mo that map!™ he sald, ina
voles husky with blind and unreason-
ing rayge.

Murgory Golden, howeyver, had no
intention of glving him the map in!
quegtion. Bhe fought againet him, |
with all tha gtrength at her command, |
knowing that sny moment now would |
bring the needed help, 4

But Legar. with his hand on her |
throat, burled her back against the
heavy vault door, shook her ns n tor-
rler shakes a rat, snatched the yellow
sheet frow bher fingers, lung her stag.

Confederatea.

gering Into the maw of the open vault,
and with a throaty and beastifke crml
of triumph swung the great steel door!
shut, even as the partly-dressed Wil
son ran gaping in through the lbrary
Yet Logar took time to throw
back the tumbler lever and spin the

dial bofors turning to confront that

wide-eyed servant. ‘Then, hearing
he dove
through the second daor, scurried llke
& pelted hound through shadowy
rooms, slipped eellike through a
quickly opened window end escaped
to the street.

Thera he ran for & dark-bodied car
|tandwg in the deep tree shadows,
and with a gasp of rellef flung himself
up into the cusliloned seat.

As he did so o masked figure sitting
erouched close back In the hooded
gloom of that seat suddenly threw out
o hand and gorroted the startied Le-
gar against the leather upholstery, on
which he began to writhe ilke a cater-
pillar on & cabinet pin. But with an
equally deft second movement the
man in the yellow mask snatched the
oblong manilla paper from his oppo-
nent’s hand.

“This," blandly announcad the man
of mystery as his garroting fingers re-
laxed and he stepped down to the run-
ning board, "is one of the rare mo-
monts when I have the pleasure of
trumping your ace!”

And the all but apoploctic Legar lay
back gasping for broeath as that stran-
ger dropped lightly from the speeding
cir and vanished ghadowlike lnto the
night.

At the home of Enoch Golden, in the
meantime, the terrifled Wilson had re-
gulned both his feot, his presence of
mind and & pregentable portion of his
dignity. His fruntic shouts for help
had brought the rest of the servants
flocking to the library, and his cqually
frantie efforts to describe what had
taken place did not add to the poace
of that litle group from below stairs.

“I tell you, Tibbins, Miss Margory's
locked {n that vault, and there's no
;mu in tho 'ouse a8 knows ‘ow to open

L

Criea of horror burst from that sud-
donly arrested eclrele.

“Someone telephone for the pollce!™
cried tho "second man, as Wilson
shouldered out through the group
swarming and gestlculating snbout the
vault door. “Yeos, the pollca!"

He had the instrument in his shak-
fug hand when the door opened and
David Manloy steppod quickly in, with
Tito, the green-bodied parrot, on his

arm,

“What's wrong here?"” was the new-
comer's sharp demand,

“It's Miss Margory, sir, began the
quavering-volced butler.

"Well, what about Miss Margory?™

“Bhe's locked In that vault, slr, and
no ono In the 'ouse knows the combie
nation!™

"Good God!" erled Manley, sudden-
ly tranafixed. "Then he ran to the
vault door, flinglng the others aside.

Flinging off his coat, he bont over
the dinl. The sllent group ecircled
about him, And still ho worked,
workeéd with every nerve on edge,

[evmr}‘ sense alert, for thme, he knew,

wiis preclous.

"I padd dllence there!™ he called
out sharply, for his whole mind was
directed to the faint elick of metal
agninst maotal in front of him. But
louder than before the green-bodied
bird on Its broken perch repoated Ita
cry.

“Twenty-one — thirty—forty-two—
Blxty!" was the shrill and monotonous
ery of the parrot, with one eye cocked
cellingward
Manley suddenly wheeled about.
“What in God's name doos that par-
rot mean? , , . Wait! , .. Itis. ..
it must he"—Dut Instead of finlshing
that declaration he repested the
bird's ery. 'Twenty-one, thirty, forty-
two, sixty.”

In the next bréath he was facing the
yault door, with his trembling fingera
turning and spinning the gllmmering
dinl.

Then, without breathing, and with
colorless face, his hand grasped the
tumbler lever. And not one of that
group moved as he put on that lever
the pressure that would tell the tale,

It was Colestine the parlor mald
who Indorsed her Latin temperament
by falling back in a dead faint as the
metal door swung open.  But no o
ut that moment, was thinking of Celags
tino, .
“It's all rlght,”" Munloy called from
the darkneds of the Inner vault, "She's
wlive—gho'll be around In a minute—
only somebody got fome water)*™

(To Be Continued)

A )



