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SYNOPSIS.

Sanford Quest, master criminologist of 
^ the world, finds that In bringing to Jus- 
'ttaj Macdougal. the murderer of Lord 

Afhlelgh's daughter, he has but Just be­
gun a Hfe-and-death struggle with a mys­
terious master criminal. In a hidden hut 
in Professor AshMgh’s garden he lias 
seen an anthropoid ape skeleton and a 
living inhuman creature, half monkey, 
half man. destroyed by fire. In his rooms 
have appeared from nowhere black boxes 
containing diamonds that had been torn 
from tile owner's throat by a pair of arm­
less. threatening hands and sarcastic, 
threatening notes signed by ,the inscruta­
ble hands. Laura and Lenora. his assis­
tants. Eu:-pet-t Craig, the professor's valet, 
of the d-iuble murder of Ross Brown. 
Quest'* valet, and a Miss Quigg. 
trap-. Craig, hut h- escapes t- 
on n tramp steamer. The bl; 
continue to appear in uncanny 
Notif. <i of Craig's recapture by Scotian- 
Yard men Quest and th • professor g.» to 
Hu mb’, in bous». I.nrd Ash! dt-ii's Lome In

y to find that Craig !iu.> again

NINTH INSTALLMENT

CHAPTER XX.

LOST IN LONDON.
Quest, notwithstanding the unusual 

nature of his surroundings, slept that 
night as only a tired and healthy man 
can. He was awakened the next morn­
ing by the quiet movements of a man­
servant who had brought back his 
çlothes carefully brushed and pressed, j 

"Breakfast is served at nine o'clock, j 
sir. It is now half-past eight."

‘Tî! be right there.”
The man withdrew and Quest made j 

a brisk toilet The nameless fears of j 
the previous night had altogether dis- , 
appeared. At the last moment he ! 
stretched out his hand to take a hand- ' 

kerchic-f from his satchel. A sudden ! 
exclamation broke from his lips. He j 
stood for a moment as though turned 
to stone. Before him. on the top of 
the little pile of white cambric, was ! 
a small black box! With a movement j 
of the fingers which was almost me-

there.'
As though inspired with a common 

idea, both Quest and the professor hur­
ried out of the room and down the 
broad stairs. Their inspiration was 
a true one. The gamekeeper wel­
comed them with a smile or triumph. 
By his side, the picture of abject mis­
ery. his clothes torn and muddy, was 
Craig!

*Tve imagined this little job, sir,” 
Middleton announced, with a smile of 
slow triumph.

"How did you get him?” Quest de­
manded.

"Little idea cf my own.” the game- 
n^ian.r keeper continued. “I guessed pretty 

lack bo*, s j well what he'd be up to. He'd tumbled 
iy fashion; j tQ jt that the usual wav off the moor 

was pretty well guarded, and he'd 
doubled back through the thin line 
of woods close to the house. 1 dug 
one of my poachers" pits. sir. and cov­
ered it over with a lot of loose stuff. 
That got him all right. When I went 
to look this morning I saw where he'd 
fallen through, and there he was. walk­
ing round and round at the bottom like 
a caged animal. Your servants have 
telephoned for the police. Mr. Ash- 
leigh.”

Quest suddenly whispered to the pro­
fessor. Then he turned to the keeper.

"Bring him upstairs, Middleton, for 
a moment." he directed. “Follow us, 
please.”

They passed into the bedchamber. 
Quest signed to the keeper to bring 
Craig to the side of the four-poster. 
Then he drew down the sheet.

"Is that your work?” he asked, 
sternly.

Craig, up till then, had spoken no 
word. Ho had shambled to the bed­
side. a broken, yet, in a sense, a stolid 
figure. The sight of the dead man, 
however, seemed to galvanize him into 
sudden and awful vitality. He threw 
up his arms. His eyes were horrible 
as they glared at those small black

oegaa. Alter ail, though.'* she went 
on thoughtfully. 'T am not sure wheth­
er she could, have had the letter. But 
if she went up to Hampstead, anyone 
would till h?r where I had moved to. 
There's no secret about me.”

“Lenora eld go up to 157 Elsmere 
road yesterday," Quest told her. "They 
gave her y dur address here, as they 
have just given it to me "

“Then v.I: ts become of the child?" 
Mrs. Wil’c: demanded.

Quest, whose brain was working 
quickly, scribbled upon one of his 
card; .ike aedrerj of the hotel where 
he had tul:: n rooms and passed it

“Why Lenexa didn't come on to you 
here I c: n't imagine.” he said. "How­
ever, I'll go back to the hotel where 
she was to spend the night after she 
arrived. She may have gone back 
there. That's my address, Mrs. Willet. 
If you hear anything I wish you'd let 
me know. I^enora's quite a particular 
friend of mine and I am a little anx­
ious."

Quest had already opened tlie front 
door for himself and passed out. He 
sprang into the taxi, which he had 
kept waiting.

"Clifford's hotel in Payne street.” 
he told the man.

He lit a cigar and smoked furiously 
all the v. ay, throwing it on to the pave­
ment as he hurried into the quiet pri­
vate hotel which a fellow passenger 
on the steamer had recommended as 
being suitable for Lenoras one night 
alone in town.

“Can you tell me if Miss Lenora 
Macdougal is staying here?” he asked 
at the office.

The woman shook her head.
"Miss .Macdougal stayed here the 

night before last.” she said, “and her 
luggage is waiting for orders. She left 
here yesterday afternoon to go to her 
aunt's, and promised to send for her 
things later on during the day. There 
they stand, all ready for her.”

“What time did she go?”
"Directly after an early lunch. It 

must have been about two o'clock."
Quest hurried away. So after all 

there was some foundation for this 
queer sense of depression which had 
been hovering about him for the last 
few days!

"Scotland Yard,” he told the taxi 
driver.

He thrust another cigar between his 
teeth, but forgot to light it. He was

chanical, he removed the lid and drew , rnarks i!is lips moved backwards and
__* .v, _________  h,,i„ 1 forward; . Vz’plcssly at first. Then at

last he spoke.out the customary little scrap of pa­
per. He smoothed it out before him 
on the dressing case and read the mes- "Strangled!” he cried. "One more!” 

“That is your work,” the criminolo­
gist said, firmly

Craig collapsed. He would have 
fallen bodily to he ground if Middle­
ton's grip had nci kept him up. Quest 
bent over him It whs clear that he 
had fainted. They led him from the 

j room.
It possible that harm was intended for ; We d better lock him up until the 
her? He put the idea away from him I,olice arrlve- j"631 «“Sgested. I 
almost as soon as conceived The^ 
thing was unimaginable. Craig was

"You will fail here as you have 
failed before. ^ett°r go back There 
is more danger for you in this country 
than you dream of.”

His teeth came fiercely together and 
his hands were clenched. His thoughts 
had gone like a flash to Lenora. Was

safe place some-

awoke fromhere, must be here. In the close vi­
cinity of the house

The susoepb*** «t the pleasant 
ersorkiast gtvatto Whlcl in due course 
he descended, wns cb-erful enough.
Lady Ashleigh had already taken her 
place at the head of the table.

She touched an electric bell under 
her foot and a moment or two later 
the butler appeared

"Go up and see how long your mas­
ter will be?” Lady Ashleigh directed.

“Very good, your ladyship.”
The man was backing through the 

doorway in his usual dignified manner 
when he was suddenly pushed on one 
side. The valet who had waited upon 
Quest, and who was Lord Ashleighîs 
own servant, rushed Into the room.
He almost shouted to Lady Ashleigh:

“Your ladyship—the master! Some­
thing has happened! He won’t move!
He—he—”

They all trooped out of the room . . . , . ,
and up the stain, the professor lead- i at the slip of paper which Lenora had 
lag the way. They pushed open the Stven him There was no possibility 
door of Lord Asbleigh's bedchamber. ! »f any mistake :
In the tar corner of the large room
was the four-poster, and underneath I 157 Elemere Road,
the clothes a silent figure. The pro- Hampstead,
lessor turned down the sheets. Then This was 167 and the houae was 
he held out hi. hand. Hi. face. too. ; «“Pt>'- After a moment a hesitation 

blanched he rang the beI1 at the adj°ininK door.
A woman, who had h$en watching

suppose ther<* is 
where?’*

The professor 
stupor.

"I vt me show you,” he begged. "I 
ow the way. We've a subterranean 

.iding place which no criminal on this 
earth could escape from.”

They led him down to the back part 
of the house into a dry cellar which 
had the appearance of a prison cell.

"This place haa been used before 
now. In the old days, for malefactors,” 
the professor remarked. “He'll be 
safe there. Craig,” he added, his 
voice trembling, “Craig—I—I can't 
speak to you. How could you!”

There was no answer. Craig’s face 
was buried in his hands. They left 
him there and turned the key.

CHAPTER XXI.

Quest stood, frowning, upon the 
pavement, gazing at the obviously 
empty house. He looked once more

“Julia, don't come,” he begged.
"I must know,” she almost shrieked. 

I must know!"
"George Is dead,” the professor said 

slowly.
There was a moment’s awful silence, 

broken by a piercing scream from Lady 
Ashleigh. She sank down upon the 
sofa, and the professor ledned over 
her. Quest turned to the yttle group 
of frightened servants who/were gath­
ered round the doorway.

"Telephone for a doctor,” he or­
dered; “also to the local police sta­
tion.

“He, too, approached the bed and 
reverently lifted the covering. Lord 
Ashleigh was lying there, his body a 
little doubled up, his arms wide out­
stretched. On his throat were^ two 
black marks.

They had led Lady Ashleigh from 
the room. The professor and Quest 
stood face to face. The former’s ex­
pression, however, had lost all his! 
amiable serenity His faoe was whltei 
and pinched.

"Quest! Quest!” he almost sobbed, 
"My brother!—George, whpm I loved 
llle nobody else on earth! Is he real* 
ly dead?”

"Absolutely !**
The professor gripped the oak pillar 

of the bedstead. He seemed on the 
point of collapse.

"The mark of the Hands Is upon 
his throat,” Quest pointed out.

"The Hands! Oh, my God!” the 
professor groaned.

, “We must not eat or drink or sleep,” 
(Quest declared, fiercely, “until we have 
'brought this matter to an end. Craig 
•must be found. This la the supreme 
■horror of all.”
j The butler made an apologetic ap­
pearance. He spoke In a hushed whla-

: aTTou are wanted downstair* sentie-

him from the front room, answered the 
summons at once.

“Can you tell me,” he inquired, 
“what has become of the lady who 
used to live at 157—Mrs. Willet ?”

“She’s moved,” was the uncompro­
mising reply.

"Do you know where to?” Quest 
asked, eagerly.

"West Kensington—No. 17 Princess 
Court road. There was a young lady 
here yesterday afternoon inquiring for 
her.”

Quest raised his hat. It was a relief, 
at any rate, to have news of Lenora.

"I am very much obliged to you, 
madam.”

“You’re welcome!” was the terse re­
ply.

Quest gave a new address to the 
taxi driver and was scarcely able to 
restrain his Impatience during the long 
drive. They pulled up at lpst before 
a somewhat dlngy-looking house. He 
rang the bell, which was answered by 
a trim-looking little maidservant.

"Is Mrs. Willet In?” he Inquired.
The maidservant stood on one side 

to let him pass. Almost at the same 
moment the door of the front room 
opened and a pleasant-looking elder­
ly lady appeared.

"I am Mrs. Willet,” she announced.
"I am Mr. Quest,” the criminologist 

told her quickly. "You may have 
heard your niece, Lenora, speak of 
me.”

"Then perhaps you can tell me what 
.haa become of her?" Mrs. Willet ob­
served.

"Isn't she here?" 
i Mrs. Willet shook her head.

“I had a telegram from her from 
Plymouth to say that she was coming, 
but I've, seen nothing of her as yet.”

• "You’re changed your address, you 
know,” Quest reminded her, after a 
moment's reflection.

‘1 wrote and told her.” Mrs. WJllet

Craig Escapes From the Cellar.

amazed at his own sensations, con­
scious of fears and emotions of which 
he would never have believed himself 
capable. He gave In his card, and 
after a few moments’ delay he was 
shown into the presence of one of the 
chiefs of the detective department, 
who greeted him warmly.

"My name Is Hardaway." the latter 
announced.

"My*assistant, a young lady, Miss 
Lenora Macdougal, has disappeared! 
She and I and Professor Ashleigh lëft 
the steamer at Plymouth and traveled 
up in the boat train. It was stopped 
at Hamblin road for the professor and 
myself, and Miss Macdougal came on 
to London. She was staying at Clif­
ford’s hotel in Payne street for the 
ni<ht, and then going on to the aunt. 
Well, I’ve found that aunt. She was 
expecting the girl, but the girl never 
appeared.

"Where did this aunt live?” Harda­
way inquired.

"No. 17, Princess Court road. West 
Kensington,” Quest replied. “She had 
Just moved there from Elsmere road, 
Hampstead. I went first to Hampstead.! 
Lenora had been there and learned 
her aunt’s correct address In West 
Kensington. I followed on to West 
Kensington and found that the aunt 
was still awaiting her”

A new interest seemed suddenly to 
have crept into Hardaway’s manner.

“Let me see,” he said, “if she left 
Clifford’s hotel about two, she would 
have been at Hampstead about half­
past two She would waste a few min­
utes in maklng^lnqulries, then she 
probably left Hampstead for West 
Kensington, say, at a quarter to three. 
Give me at once a description of the 
young lady,” he demanded.

Quest drew a photograph from hla 
pocket and passed It silently over.

“Mr. Quest,” he said, ‘it Is Just pos­
sible that your visit here haa been an 
exceedingly opportune one.”

’Come along with me,” he con­
tinued. “Weil talk aa we go.”

They entered a taxi and drove off 
westwards.

“Mr. Quest,” he went on, "for two 
months we have been on the track of 
a man and a woman whom we strong­
ly suspect of having decoyed half a 
dozen perfectly respectable young 
women, and shipped them out to South 
America.”

“The white slave traffic !” Quest 
gasped

“Something of the sort,” Hardaway 
admitted. “Well, we've been closing 
the net around this interesting couple, 
end last night I had Information 
brought to me upon which we are act­
ing this afternoon. We've had them 
watched and It seems that they were

sitting in a tea place snout tnree 
o’clock yesterday afternoon when a 
young woman entered who was ob­
viously a stranger to London. You 
see. the time fits in exactly. If your as­
sistant decided to stop on her way to 
Kensington and get some tea. She 
asked the woman at the desk the best 
means of getting to West Kensington 
without taking a taxicab. Her de­
scription tallies exactly with the pho­
tograph you have shown me. The wom­
an whom my men were watching ad­
dressed her and offered to show her 
the way. They left the place together. 
My men followed them. The house 
has been watched ever since and we 
are raiding it this afternoon. Yon and 
I will just be in time.”

He stopped the cab and they got 
out. A man who seemed to be stroll­
ing aimlessly along reading a newspa­
per suddenly joined them.

“Well, Dixon?” his chief exclaimed.
The man glanced around.
“I’ve got three men round at the 

back. Mr. Hardaway," he said. “It’s 
impossible for anyone to leave the 
place."

Hardaway paused to consider a mo­
ment.

“Look here." Quest suggested, “they 
know all of you, of course, and they’ll 
never let you in until they're forced 
to. I'm a stranger. Let me go. I'll 
get In all right.”

"All right.” he assented. “We shall 
follow you up pretty closely, though.”

Quest stepped back into the taxi and 
gave the driver a direction. When he 
emerged in front of the handsome gray 
stone house he seemed to have be-1 
come completely transformed. There 
was a fatuous smile upon his Ups. He 
crossed the pavement with difficulty, 
stumbling up the steps, and held on ! 
the knocker with one hand while he j 
consulted a slip of paper. He had 
scarcely rung the bell before a slightly 
parted curtain in the front room fell 
together and a moment later the door 
was opened by a man in the livery of 
a butler, but with the face and phy­
sique of a prize-fighter.

“Lady of the house,” Quest demand­
ed. “Want to see the lady of the 
house.”

Almost immediately he was con­
scious of a woman standing In the hall 
before him.

“You had better come in,” she in­
vited. "Please do not stand in the 
doorway."

Quest, however, who had heard the 
footsteps of the others behind him, loi­
tered there for a moment.

“You're the lady whose name Is on 
this piece of paper?” he demanded. 
“This place Is all right, eh?”

“I really do not know what you 
mean," the woman replied coldly;“but 
if you will come inside I will talk with 
you in the drawing room."

Quest, as though stumbling against 
the front door, had it now wide open, j 
and in a moment the hall seemed full j

The woman shrieked. The butler sud- i 
denly sprang upon the last man to en- | 
ter and sent him spinning down the ( 
steps. Almost at that instant there { 
was a scream from upstairs. Quest ' 
took a running jump and went up the | 
stairs four at a time. The butler, who | 
had so far defied arrest, suddenly , 
snatched the revolver from Hard- | 
a way’s hand and fired blindly in front I 
of him, missing Quest only by an Inch | 
or two.

"Don't be a fool, Karl!” the woman j 
called out. "The game’s up. Take it i 
quietly.”

Once more the shriek rang through 
the house. Quest rushed to the door 
of the room from whence it came, tried 
the handle, and found it locked. He 
ran back a little way and charged it 
From inside he could hear a turmoil of 
voices. White with rage and passion, 
he pushed and kicked madly. There 
was a shot from inside, a bullet came 
through the dodr within an inch of his 
head, then the crash of broken crock­
ery and a man's groan. With a final 
effort Quest dashed the door in and 
staggered into the room. Lenora 
was standing in the far corner, the 
front of her dress torn and blood upon 
her lips. She held a revolver in her 
hand, and was covering a man whose 
head and hands were bleeding. Around 
him were the debris of a broken jug.

“Mr. Quest!" she screamed. “Don't 
go near him—I’ve got him covered. 
I'm all right.”

Quest drew a long breath. The man 
who stood glaring at him was well 
dressed and still young. He was un­
armed, however, and Quest secured 
him in a moment.

“The girl’s mad!” he said sullenly. 
“No one wanted to do her any harm.”

Hardaway and his men came troop­
ing up the stairs. Quest relinquished 
his prisoner and went over to Lenora.

“I’ve been so frightened," she 
sobbed. “They got me In here—they 
told me that this was the street In 
which my aunt lived—and they 
wouldn’t let me go. The woman was 
horrible. And this afternoon this man 
came. The brute!”

Quest turned to Hardaway.
•Til take the young lady away.” he 

said. "You know where to find us.”
Lenora had almost recovered when 

they reached the hotel. Walking up 
and down they found the professor

“My friend!" he exclaimed—"Mr. 
Quest! It Is the devil Incarnate 
against whom we fight!”

"What do you mean?” Quest de­
manded.

The professor wrung his hands.
“I put him In our James II pris­

on," he declared. “Why should I 
think of the secret passage? No 
one has used It for a hundred years. 
He found It. learned the trick—”

"You mean,” Quest cried—
“He has escaped!” the professor 

broke In. “Craig has escaped again! 
They are searching for him high and 
low, but he has gone!”

Quest’s arm tightened for a moment 
In Lenora's. It was curious how he 
seemed to have lost at that moment 
all sense of proportion. Lenora was 
safe ... the relief of that one 
thought overshadowed everything else 
In the world.

"The fellow can’t get far," he mut­
tered.

“Who knows?” the professor re­
plied, dolefully.

They had been standing together In 
a little recess of the hall. Suddenly 
Lenora, whose face was turned to­
ward the entrance doors, save a little

cry. She took a quick step forward.
“Laura!- she exclaimed, wonder- 

ingly. “Why. It’s Laura!”
They all turned around. A young 

woman had just entered the hotel, 
followed by a porter carrying some 
luggage. Her arm was in a sling and 
there was a bandage around her fore­
head. She walked, too. with the help 
of a stick. She recognized them at 
once and waved It gayly.

“Hullo, you people!" she cried. 
“Soon run you to earth, eh?”

They were for a moment dum- 
founded. Lenora was the first to find 
words. “But when did you start. 
Laura?" she asked. “L thought you 
were too ill to move for weeks."

The girl smiled contemptuously.
“I left three days after you, on the 

Kaiser Frederic.” she replied. “There 
was some trouble at Plymouth, and

we came Into Southampton early A is 
morning, and here I am. Say, before 
we go any further, teU me about 
Craig.”

“We’ve had him." Quest confessed* 
“and lost him again. He escaped last 
night”

“Where from?" Laura asked.
“Hamblin house.”
“Say, is that anywhere near the 

south coast?" the girl demanded ex­
citedly.

“It’s not far away." Quest replied, 
quickly. “Why?"

“I'll tell you why,” Laura explained. 
“I was as sure of It as anyone could 
be. Craig passed me in Southampton 
water this morning, being rowed out 
to a steamer. Not only that, but he 
recognized me. I saw him draw back 
and hide his face, but somehow I 
couldn’t believe that it was really he.
I was just coming down the gangway 
and I nearly fell into the sea, I was 
so surprised.”

Quest was already turning over the 
pages of the timetable.

"What was the steamer?” he de­
manded.

“I found out.” Laura told him. "I 
tell you, I was so sure of it’s being 
Craig that I made no end of inquir­
ies. It was the Barton, bound for 
India, first stop Port Said."

“When does she sail?" Quest asked.
“Tonight—somewhere about seven,” 

Laura replied.
Quest glanced at the clock and 

threw down the timetable. He turned 
toward the door. They all followed 
him.

"I’m for Southampton." he an­
nounced. “I’m going to try to get on 
board that steamer before^ she sails. 
Lenora. you'd better gb upstairs and 
He down. They’ll give you a room 
here. Don't you stir out till I come 
back. Professor, what about you?”

"I shall accompany you,” the pro- ! 
fessor declared.

"And nothing," Lenora declared, j 
firmly, as she caught at Quest's arm. 
“would keep me away.”

“1*11 telephone to Scotland Yard, in 
case they care to send a man down,” 
Quest decided.

They caught a train to Southamp­
ton. where they were joined by a man 
from Scotland Yard. The little party 
drove as quickly as possible to the 
docks.

"Where does the Barton start 
from?" Quest asked the piermaster.

The man pointed out a little way 
down the water.

“She's not in dock, sir.” he said. 
“She's lying out yonder. You'll bare­
ly catch her. I'm afraid,” he added, 
glancing at the clock.

They hurried to the edge of the 
quay.

"Look here.” Quest cried, raising 
his voice, “1*11 give a ten-pound note 
to anyone who gets me out to the 
Barton before she sails."

The little party were almost thrown 
Into a tug, and In a few minutes they 
were skimming across the smooth 
water. Just as they reached the 
steamer, however, she began to move.

“Run up alongside,” Quest ordered
The captain came down frdm the 

bridge, where he had been conferring 
with the pilot.

“Keep away from the side there," 
he shouted. “Who are you?”

“We are in search of a desperate 
criminal whom we believe to be on

Quest Secures Him In a Moment.

•board your steamer,”. Quest explained 
“Please take us on board."

The captain shook his (Head.
“Are you from Scotland Yard?” he 

asked. “Have you got your warrant?”
"We are from America,” Quest an­

swered, “but we’ve got a Scotland 
Yard man with us and a warrant, 
right enough.”

The captain shook his head.
“I am over an hour late," he said, 

“and It’s costing me fifty pounds a 
minute. If I take you on board, you’ll 
have to come right along with me. un­
less you find the fellow before we’ve 
left your tub behind.”

Quest turned around.
"Will you risk it?" he asked.
"Yes!” they all replied
“We’re coming, captain," Quest de­

cided.
A rope ladder was let down. The 

steamer began to slow down.
The captain spoke once more to 

the pllet and came down from the 
bridge.

*Tm forced to go full speed ahead 
to cross the bar," be told Quest. “I’m 
sorry, but the tide’s Just on the turr

They looked at one anoiner a uth 
blankly.

The professor, however, beamed 
upon them all.

“I have always understood." he
lid. “that Port Said is a most Inter­

esting place."
CHAPTER XXII.

THE SHIP OF HORROR.
Quest leaned a little forward and 

gazed down the line of steamer chairs. 
The professor. In a borrowed overcoat 
and cap. was reclining at full length, 
studying a book cn seagulls which he 
had found in the library. Laura and 
Lenora were both dozing tranquilly. 
Mr. Harris of Scotland Yard was deep 
In a voluroo of detective stories.

“As a pleasure cruise.” Quest re­
marked grimly, “this Uttle excursion 
seems to be a complete success.”

Laura opened her eyes at once.
"Trying to get my goat again, eh?” 

she retorted. *T suppose that's what 
you’re after. Going to tell me, I sup­
pose, that it wasn’t Craig I saw aboard 
this steamer?’

“We are all liable to make mis­
takes.” Quest observed, “and I am In­
clined to believe that this is one of 
yours.”

Laura's expression was a little dog­
ged.

“If he's too clever for you and Mr. 
Harris,” she said, *T can’t help that. 
I only know that he came on board. 
My eyes are the one thing In life I do 
believe.”

"If you’ll excuse me saying so. Miss 
Laura.” Harris ventured, leaning def­
erentially towards her. “thrre isn’t a 
passenger on board this ship, or a 
servant, or one of the crew, whom we 
haven’t seen. We’ve been Into every 
stateroom, and we’ve even searched 
the hold. We’ve been over the ship, 
backwards and forwards. The cap­
tain’s own steward has been our guide, 
and we've conducted an extra search 
on our own account. Personally. I 
must say Î have come to the same 
conclusion as Mr. Quest. At the pres­
ent moment there fs no such person 
as the man we are looking for on 
board this steamer.”

"Then he either changed into an­
other one.” Laura declared obstinate­
ly. "or else he jumped overboard.”

“Come on. Harris, you and I prom­
ised to report to the captain this 
morning. I don’t suppose hell be any 
too pleased with us. Let’s get through 
with it.

The two men walked down the deck 
together. They found the captain 
alone in his room, with a chart spread 
out In front of him and a pair of com­
passes in his hand. He turned round 
and greeted them.

“Well?”
“No luck, sir,” Quest announced. 

"Your steward has given us every as- 
elstance possible and we have 
searched the ship thoroughly. Un­
less he has found a hiding place un­
known to your steward, and not appar­
ent to us, the man Is not on board.”

The captain frowned slightly.
"You are not suggesting that this is 

possible. I suppose?’
“Quest did not at once reply. He 

was thinking of Laura’s obstinacy.
“Personally." he admitted. "I should 

not have believed it possible. The 
young lady of our party, however, who 
declares that she saw Craig board the 
steamer. Is quite Immovable.”

“Brown," said the captain, turning 
to the steward, “I understand that you 
say that you have taken these gentle­
men Into every corner of the ship, that 
you have ransacked every possible 
hiding place, that you have given them 
every possible opportunity of search­
ing for themselves?”

“That is quite true, sir," the man 
acknowledged.

"You agree with me that It is im­
possible for anyone to remain hidden 
In this ship?"

"Absolutely, sir.”
“You hear, gentlemgn?” the captain 

containued. “I really can do no more. 
What the mischief are you hanging 
about for. Brown?" he asked, turning 
to the steward, who was standing by 
with a carpet-sweeper In his hand.

“Room wants cleaning out badly, 
sir.”

The captain glanced distastefully at 
the carpet-sweeper.

“Do It when I am at dinner, then," 
he ordered, "and take that damned 
thing away.”

The steward obeyed promptly. Quest 
and Harris followed him down the 
deck.

“Queer-looking fellow, that,” the lat­
ter remarked. “Doesn’t seem quite at 
his ease, does he?”

"Seemed a trifle overanxious, I 
tnougnt, when be was showing ue 
round the ship,” Quest agreed.

“Mem.,” Harris murmured, softly, 
“as the gentleman who wrote the vol­
ume of detective stories 1 am reading 
puts it, to keep our eye on 
Brown.” . . .

The captain, who was down to din­
ner unusually early, rose to welcome 
Quest’s little party, and himself ar­
ranged the seats.

They settled down into the places 
arranged for them.

An elderly lady, dressed in some­
what oppressive black, with a big 
cameo brooch at her throat and a 
black satin bag In her hand, was being 
shown by the steward to a seat by 
Quest's side. She acknowledged the 
captain’s greeting acidly.

“Good evening, captain,” she said. “I 
understood from the second steward 
that the seat on your right hand would 
be reserved for me. I am Mrs. Fes­
ton Rowe.”

The captain received the annouqce- 
ment calmly.

“Very pleased to have you at the 
table, madam,” he repUed. “As to the 
seating, I leave that entirely to tho 
steward. I never Interfere myself.”

Laura pinched his arm, and Lenora 
glanced away to hide a smile.' Mrs. 
Foeton Rowe studied the menu disap­
provingly.

“Hors d’oeuvres,” she declared, “I 
never touch. No one knows how long 
they've been opened. Bouillon—I will 
have some bouillon, steward.”

“In one moment, madam.”
The professor came ambling along 

towards the table.
"I fear that I am » few momenta -, 

late," he remarked, aa he took the! 
chair next to Mrs. Foeton Rowe. I of­
fer you my apologies, captain. I con­
gratulate you upon your library. I have! 
discovered a moat Interesting book ap-| 
on the habita of eeaaulla. It kail *•

engrossed until the very last moment, 
and I am hungry."

“Well, you’ll have to stay hungry a 
long time at this table then,” Mrs. Foe- 
ton Rowe snapped. "Seems to me 
that the service is going to be abomin­
able.”

The steward, who had just arrived, 
presented a cup of bouillon to Quest. 
The others had all been served. Quest 
stirred it thoughtfully.

"And as to the custom.” Mrs. Foeton 
Rowe continued, “of serving gentle­
men before ladles, it la. I suppose, pe­
culiar to this steamer."

Quest hastily laid down his spoon, 
raised the cup of bouillon and pre­
sented it with a little bow to his neigh­
bor.

“Pray allow me, madam,” he begged. 
“The steward was to blame.”

Mrs. Poston Rowe did not hesitate 
for a moment She broke up some 
toast In the bouillon and commenced 
to sip It

The spoon suddenly went clattering 
from her fingers. She caught at the 
sides of the table, there was a strange

•A Message From the Hands! Look!” 
look In her face. With scarcely a! 
murmur she fell back in her seaLi 
Quest leaned hurriedly forward.

There was a slight commotion. The| 
doctor came hurrying up from the oth-; 
er side of the saloon. He bent over: 
her and his face grew grave. i

“What is it?” the captain demanded. 
The doctor glanced at him mean­

ingly.
"She had better be carried out,” he, 

rhlspered.
“Was It a faint?” Lenora asked.
“We shall know directly," the cap-: 

tain replied. “Better keep your places 
I think. Steward, serve the dinner as 
usual."

The man held out his hand to with-: 
draw the cup of bouillon, but Quest 
drew it towards him.

‘Let it wait for a moment,” he or­
dered.

He glanced at the captain, who nod­
ded back. In a few moments the doc­
tor reappeared. He leaned down and 
whispered to the captain.

"Dead!”
Quest turned around. *
“Doctor,” he said, "I happen to have 

my chemical chest with me, and some 
special tearing tubes. If you'll allow 
me. I'd like to examine this cup of 
bouillon. You might come round, too, 
if you will.”

Tho captain nodded.
“I’d better stay here for a time,” he 

decided. “I’ll follow you presently.'
The service of dinner was resumed. 

Laura, however, sent plate aft?r plate 
away. The captain watched her anx­
iously.

“I can t help it.” she explained. “I 
don’t know whether you’ve had any 
talk with Mr. Quest, but we’ve been 
through some queer times lately. I 
guess this death business is getting 
on my nerves. ’

The captain was startled.
“You don’t for a moment connect 

Mrs. Foston Rowe’s death with the 
criminal you are in search of?” he 
exclaimed. t

Laura sat quite still for a mpment. 
“The bouillon was offered first to 

Mr. Quest, ’ she murmured.
The captain called his steward. 
“Where did you get the bouillon 

from you served—that last cup, espe­
cially?” he asked.

“From the pantry just as usual, 
sir,” the man answered. “It was all 
served out from the same caldron.”

“Any chance of anyone getting at 
It?”

“Quite Impossible, sir.”
In Quest’s stateroom the doctor, 

the professor, Quest and Lenora were 
all gathered around two little tubes, 
which the criminologist was examin­
ing with an electric torch.

“No reaction at all," the latter mut­
tered. “This Isn’t an ordinary poison, 
anyway.”

The professor, who had been stand­
ing on one side, suddenly gave vent to 
a soft exclamation.

“Walt!” he whispered. “Wait! I 
have an Idea."

He hurried off to his stateroom. 
The doctor was poring over a volume 
of tabulated poisons. Quest was still 
watching his tubes. Lenora sat upon 
the couch. Suddenly the professor 
reappeared He was carrying a small 
notebook In his hand, his manner be­
trayed some excitement. He closed 
the door carefully behind him.

"I want you all,” he begged, “to 
listen very carefully to me. You will 
discover the application of what I am 
going to read when I am finished. 
Now, If you please. ’

“This,” he began, “Is the diary of a 
tour made by Craig and myself In 
northern Egypt some fourteen years 
ago. Here Is the first entry of Im­
port:

MON DAT-Twenty-nine miles southeast 
of Port Said. We have stayed for two 
days at a little Monger village. I have 
today come to the definite conclusion that 
anthropoid apes were at one time denl- 
sens of this country.

(To be continued)
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