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| SYNOPSIS,

Sanford Quest, master eriminologist of
the world, finds that In bringing to jus-
tice lltrdou'nl. the murderer of Lord
+Ashleigh's duughter, he has but :Ilul ba-
&un a life-and-death ulruxlcle with a mys-
iterious master criminal n n hidden hut
in Professor Ashlelgh’s garden he has
‘seen an anthropold ape skeleton and a liv-
Ing Inhumsan creature, half monkey, half
man, destroyed by fire. In his room have
appeared from nowhere black boxes, one
containing diamonds torn from a lovely
throat by a palr of armless, threatening
hands, both with sarcastic, threatening
notes algned by the Incrutable handa, On
Jhis return from finding the body of Mac-
ﬂou:nl who had escaped on his way to

ﬁ s#on. he Is arrested for the murder of
Is valet, Ross Brown, and a Miss Quigg,
in his roems. Laura end Lenora, his an-
eiftants, suspect Cralg the professor's
valet, trap Cralg and rescus Quest from
the Tombs Lo hypnotige Cralg Into confes-
glon, but when Quest arrives he finda that
Cralg and Lenora have both disappearad.
He dodges Pollca Inspector French, who
has dlacu\.ered his eacape..

SIXTH INSTALLMENT
THE UNSEEN TERROR.

CHAPTER XIV.

With 2 lttle gesture of despair
Quest turned away from the instru-
ment which secemed suddenly to have
become eo terribly unresponsive, and
looked across the vista of square
roofs and tangled masses of telephone
wires to where the lights of larger
New York flared up agalnst the gky.
From his attic chamber the roar of
the city a few blocks away was al-
ways In his ears. He had forgotten
in those hours of frenzled solitude to
fear for his own safety. He thought
only of Lenora. He paused once more
before the little instrument.

“Lenora, where are you?” he sig-
naled. “I have taken a lodging in the
fervants’ club. I am still in hiding,
hoping that Cralg may come here. I
am very anxious about you.”

Still po reply! Quest drew a chair
.up to the window and sat there with
folded arms looking down into the
.streel. Bnddenly he sprang to his
‘feét. The Instrument quivered—there
;was n message at Inst! He took it
'down with & little choke of relief.

“I don't know where 7 am. I am ter-
jrifled. I was outside the garage when
't was selzed from beatnd. The ‘Hands’
'held me, I was unconsclous until I
found myself here, I am now in an
‘attic room with no window except tha
‘skylight, which I cannot reach. I can
‘see nothing—hear nothing. No one
‘has hart me, no one comes near me.
{Food is pushed through a door, which
‘In locked again immediately. The
house seems empty, yet I fancy that I
am being watched all the time. I am
terrified!”

-Quest drew the instrument towards
him.

“l have your message,” he signaled.
“Be brave! I am gwatching for Cralg.
Through him I shall reach you befare
long. Bend me a mesage every now
and then."

Quest again took up his vigil In
front of thé window. Onte more his
oyes gwept the narrow street with its
constant. stream of passers-by. Then
suddenly. he found himself. gripplag
the window aill in & momentary thrill
of rare. excitament. - His vigil was:
rewardéd at last" The man for whom
he wis walting was there! Quest
'ntehud mu-tllp street, glance
mrlinly 10 the' uld to the left,

enter tho elub,  Hé turned back
to the ltle’ wln!mtuhh ﬁnsou
'worked ms though-ingpired.
oW am onm’l‘&uh" huumlea
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“In just the same way,” he ex-
vlained, “that I am gending her this
megsags at the present moment——a
'message which she will receive and
understand wherever she is hidden,
‘Would you like to kmow what I am
telling her?”

The man shivered. His eyves, as
though fascinated, waiched the little
instrument.

“I am saying this, Cralg,” Quest
continued. “Craig s here and in my
power. He Is sitting within a few
feet of me and will not leave this
room until he has told me your where-
abouts. Keep up your courage, Le-
nora. You shall be free in an hour.”

The trapped man looked away from
the Instrument into Quest’'s [face.
There was a momentary flicker of
something that might have passed for
courage in his tone,

“Mr. Quest,” he sald, “you are a
wonderful man, but there are limits to
your power. You can tear my tongue
out from ray mouth, but you cannot
force me to speak.”

Quest leaned a little farther for-
ward in his chair, hls gaze became
more concentrated.

“That is where you are wrong
Cralg. That is where you make a mis-
take. In a very few minutes you will
beo telling me all the secrets of your
heart.”

Cralg shivered, drew back a little
in his chalr, tried to rise and fell
back again, helpless.

“My God!" he cried.
alone!"

“When you have told me the truth,”
Quest answered swiltly, “and you will
tell me all I want to know In a few
minutes. . . . Your eyelids are get-
ting a little heavy, Cralg. Don't re-
sist. Something which is like sleep is
coming cver you. You see my will
has yours by the throat.”

Cralg shook his head. A very weak
smile of triumph filckered for a mo-
ment at the corners-of his lips.

“Your torture chember trick won't
work on me!" he exclalmed. “You
can never—"

The whole nmut of emotions
seemed already to have spent’ them-
selves in the man’s face, but at that
moment there was a new element, an
element of terrified curlosity in the
expreasion of his oyes as he stared
towards the door.

“Is this another trick of yours?” he

“Leave me

‘muttered.

Quett, too, turned his head and
sprang Instantly to his feet. From un-
derneath the door came a little puff
of smoke. . There was a queer sense
of heat of which both men were si-
multaneously consclous. Down In
the street arose a chorus of- wain-
ing shouts, Increasing momentarily in

at fhe mupn house. They killed 1"
lisnal ‘man, who ' could have b -a

hundred willing hands to release him.
Quest drew up the rope quickly,
warned by & roar of anxlous volces.
Then he commenced to descend, let-
1ing himself down hand over kand, al-
waye with one eye upon that length
. of rope that swung below. Buddenly,
as he reached the second floor a lit-
tle cry from the erowd warned him
of what bad happened. Tongues of
flame curling out from the blazing
‘bullding had caught the rope, which
was belng burned through not a dogen
feet away from him. He descended
a little farther and paused in mid-
air.

A ashout from the crowd reached
him.

*The cables! Try the cables'”

He glanced round. Seven or elght
feet away, and alimost level with him,
was a double row of telegraph wires,
Almost a8 he saw them the rope below
him burned through and fell to the
ground. He swung a little towards
the side of the house, pushed himeelf
vigorously away from it with his feet,
and at the farthest point of the out-
ward swing jumped. His hands grap-

in that tense moment he heard a little
sob of rellef from the people belaw.

Hand over hand he made his way
to the nearest pole and silpped easily
to the ground. The crowd immediate-
ly surged around him.

* J“Where !u the man who came down
before me?’ he asked a bystander. *

“Talking to the police In the car
over yonder,” was the hoarse reply.
“Say, guv'nor, you only just made
that!"

Cralg pushed his way through the
crowd to where Cralg was speaking
eagerly to French. He stopped short
and stooped down. He was near
enough to hear the former’s words.

“Mr, French, you saw the man come
down the ropes and swing on the ca-
bles? That was Quest, Sanford Quest,
the man who escaped from the Tombs
prison. He can't have got away yet.”

Quest drew off his coat, turned it in-
side out and replaced it swiftly. He
coolly plcked up a hat someone had
lost in the crowd and pulled it over
his eyes. He passed within a few
feet of where Craig and the inspector
were talking.

“8ay, boys, Sanford Quest is in the

jumped on the cable lines.
dred dollars for his arrest!"”

Quest turned reluctantly away. Ifen
were rushing ambout in all directions
for him.

A hun-

CHAPTER XV.

The professor gwung round in his
chair and greeted Quest with some
'surprise, but also a lttia disappoint-
ment.

“No news of Craig?” hs asked.

“I got Cralg, all right,” he replied.
“He came to the Servants' club, where
I was waiting for him. My luck's out,
though. The place was burned to
the ground last night. I sazved his
life and then the brute gave me away
to the police. I had to ‘'make my es-
cape as best I could."” =

The professor tapped the table pee-
vishly.

“This is Insufferable,” he declared.
“I have had no shaving water; my
coffee was undrinkable; I can find
nothing. I have a most: important lec-
ture to prepare and I cannot find any
of the notea I made upon the sub-
Ject.”

Quest smoked in ellence for & mo-
ment.

“Any mall for me. professor 1" ha
asked abruptly.

The professor opened a drawer and
handed him a telegram.

“Only this!"

Quest opened It and rend it through.
It was from the sheriff of a small
town in Connecticut:

“The men you inquired:for are both
here. They have sold an automobile

';"un- s unm- mmuung. pro-
‘he- remarked. *These ar
the " two thugs’ who eet upon - 4

my nlihl. and swiped my car, in
which, as it cannot be found, French

supposes thatt I returned to New York.

With- thelr' str+st the -case 'against
me collapeen. [ tell you frankly, pro-
fesgor,” Quest continued frowning. “I

" hate to leave the city without having

mcmt;m-bmlmnmm

| right wold not bé, to'go* down, ‘arrest
these and,
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pled the telegraph wires safely. Even]

crowd somewhere. He's the man who |-

“Fut It Away; You Know You Daren't Use IL"

in the road. It's for you to say wheth-
er it can ba identified.”

Quest drew a eigh of rellef.

“That's mine, rlght enough,” he de
clared. "Now for the mea.”

™“Bay, I want to tell you some
thing,” the sheriff hegan dublously.
“These two are real thugs. They ain't
golng to take It lying down."”

“Where are - they?' Quest
manded. ;

“In the worst saloon here,” the sher-
Iff replied. “They've been there pret-
ty well all night, drinking, and they're
there agein this morning, hard at fit.
They've got firearms, and though I

de-

ain't exaclly a _ Rervous man, Mr,
Quest—"

“You leave it to me,” Quest inter
rupted. “This is my job mand I want
1to take the men myself.”

“You'll never do it,"” the sheriff de-
clared. .

“Look here,” Quest explained, “if

I let you and your men go in, thers
will be a fred fight, and as likely as
not you will kill one, il not both of
the men. I want them alive"
“Well, it's your show," the sherill
admitted, stopping before a disrepu-

table locking bullding. “This Is the
‘galoon.”
“Well," Quest decided, “I'm going

in, and I'm gofng o unarmed. You
can bring your men in later, if I call
for help or if. you hear any shoot-
ng."

“You're ukins for trouble,” the
sheriff warned him,.

“I've got to do this my own way,”
Quut insisted. “Btand by now.”

He pushed open; the door of the sa-
'loon. There were § dg ‘men drink-
JAng around the tw: : in the cen-
ter of them Red Gallagher and his
‘mate. Quest walked right up to the
twe men. .

“Gallagher,” he 'eeld, “you're my
prisoner. Are you coming quietly ?

Gallagher's mate, who was half
-drunk, swung round and fired a wild
‘shot in Quest's direction. The result
was a general stampede. Red -Gallo-
gher alorie remained motionless. Grim
and dangerously silent, he held a ple-
tol within a few Inches of Quest's
forehead.

“If my number's up " he exclaimed
ferociously, “it won't be you to take
me."

“I think it will,”
“Put that away.”

Gallagher hesitated, Quelta infiu-
ence over him was indomitable.

“Put it away,” Quest repeated firm
ly. “You know you daren't use it.
Your account's pretty full up, as it
1s.”

- Gallagher's hana -avered. From out-
slde came the shouts of the sherlff and
his men, struggling to fight their way
in through the little erowd who were
rushing for safety. ‘Suddenly Quest
‘backed, jerked the pistol ap with his
right elbow, and with almost the same
‘movement' struck Hed Gallagher un-
der the JAw. The 'man went over
with. a ‘crash. - His mate, who hsd
‘boen ataggeriig about, cursing viclouns-
1y, fired another wild “shot at ‘Quest,
who ﬂn;rpd.lnﬂ foll MCM.

! T've- dohq'jl;nl" tu‘ﬁan lhoned
“Gat’ up, Red!. I'vé done him,’ all
right! rfnhb your drink.  We'll get
[otit“of ‘this!

He bcit uim.eadtly ovdp Qﬂqn. Bud-
denly {hé lalter sprang up,’
by Jez and gent him' wling.

sTx unimu hin’ hand.  Quest
plm tupnum it firmly out, cov-

‘Quest answered.

mnm
knees, ui'smrorm- owli redpon.

hﬁmﬁ ‘ii» sherifr,

hmﬂ’
waa WiN bis men

‘at last. wu:ummA

m,ﬂm ‘the ubon

Rt "Q‘.

out ‘a final, despaliring message. .
"mthnhapmqmmf:‘ '

-duin:“u hear all the time.
where I am? I am

wolged him |-

| to look at. I can ses you sitting there,

The thoughts formed themselves
mechanically in her mind. Her eves
‘Bought the ball which had come crash-
(ng Into the room. There was lile
once more in her pulees. She found
& scrap of paper and a pencil in her
pocket. With trembling fingers ghe
wrote a few words:

“Pollce headquarters. 1 am Sanford
Quest’s asslstant, abdocted and im-
prisoned here in the roc.m where the
ball has fallen. Help! 1§ am going
mad!"

Bhe twisted the paper, looked
around the ropm valnly for string, and
finally tore a thin plece of ribbon
from her bosom. She tled the mes-
sage round the ball, set her teeth and
threw It at the empty skylight. The
first time she was not successful and
the ball came back. The second time
it passed through the center of the
opening. Bhe heard it strike the sound
portion of the glass outside, heard it
rumble down the roof. A few seconds
of breathless sllence! Her heart al-
most stopped bealing. Had it rested
in some ledge or fallen into the street

below? ‘Then she heard the boy's
volece:

“Gee! Here's the ball come back
again!”

A new light shone into the room.
She seemed to be breathing a different
atmosphere—the atmosphere of hope.
Bhe listened no longer with horror
for a creaking upon the stairs. She
‘walked backwards and forwards until
she was exhausted. Curlously
enough, when the end came she was
asgleep, crouched upon the bed and
dreaming wildly. She sprang up to
find Inspactor French, with a police-
man behind him, standing upon the
threshold.

“Inspector!” she cried, rushing to-
wards him. “Mr. French! Oh, thank
God|”

Her feelings crrried her away. SBhe
threw hersell at his feet, BShe was
Iaughing and crying and talking inco-
herently, ali at the same time. The
inspector assisted her to a chalr.

" “Bay, what's all this mean?" he de-
manded.

Bhe told him her story, incoherent-
ly, in broken phrases. French listened
with puzzled frown.

Then he realized that she was on
the uoint of a nervous breakdown
and in no condlition for interrogations.

“That'll do,"” he said. "T'll take care

ask you a few questions later on. My
men are searching the house. You
tnd I will be getting on, if you can
tear yourself away.”
[ - ] L L ] L] L]

The plain-clothes man, who wayo
lounging In Quest's most comfortable
easy chair and smoking one of his
best clgars, suddenly lald down his
paper. He moved to the window. A
large, empty automobile stood !a the
street outside, from whkich the occu-
pants had preaumably just descend-
ed. He hastened t{owards the door,
which was opened, however, before he
was halfway across the room. Ths
cigar slipped from his fingurs. It was
Sanford Quest, who stood there, fol-
lowad” by the sheriff of Bethel, two

and ' his mate, heavlly handcuffed.
' “Bay, aren't you wanted down yon-
‘der, Mr. Quest?’ the man inguired.
“Thatl’s all right now,” Quest told
him. “I'm ringing up Inspector French
mysell. You'd better stand by the
other fellows there and keep your
eye on Red Gallagher and his mate.”
. "I guess Mr. Quest {s all right,” the
gherif* Intervened. *We're ringing up
headquarters ourselves, anyway.”
The plain-clothes man djd-as he was

told. ~ Quest took up the recelvar from
his telephone m-u-umntm-ph.-a

) | the ‘phototelesme.

“Police station No. 1, mtnl" he
nld-—"lhmm to Mr. . Freuch's of-
‘fice, " If you please. ~Mr. Quest
wants to speak to him. Yes,- San-
ford Quest. No need (o get exeited!
All right I'm ‘hrough, am I?
s« . Hello, inspectore?”

A rare nprouloi of joy suddenly
tranafigured s faco. He was
m downward lnl.n the llule mir-

“You‘vo fmnl Lenora, tlnn.a in-
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spector?’ bhe exclaimed.. “Bully for

you! . . . What do I mean? What
I say?! 7onlomtthlzmund-
-entifi¢ man, French. No end of ap-
pliances here you haven't had time

_.,t“t-eaon-ud ‘Laury looking wa |
._wmmmmm%mkm~

| followed by Laura and lL.enora.

of you for a time, young lady, and I'll | |

country policemen and Red Odllagher

m.mnsr!mw. ulncn that nrrnp He
can tell you what time he saw me
last. Bring the girls along, French—
and hurry!™

Quest hung up the receiver.

Inspector French was as good, even
better than his word. In a surpris-
ingly short time ho entered the room,
Quest
gave them a hand each, but it was
into Lenora's eyes that he looked,

“I mustn't atop to hear your story,

Lenora,” Quest said. “You're safe—
that’s the great thing.”
“Found her In an empty house,”

French reported,
way. Now, Mr. Quest, 1 don't, want to
cume the official over you too much,
but if you'll kindly remember you're
an escaped prisoner—"

There was a knock at the door. A
young man entered in chauffeur'sliv-
ery, with his head still bandaged.
Quest motioned him to come in.

“I'll just repeat my story of that
morning, Mr. French,” Quest sald. “We
went out to dnd Macdougal, and suc-
ceeded, as you know. Just ns I was
starting for home those two thugs
#et upon me. You know how I made
/my escape, They went off in my au
tomobile and sold it in Bethel. [ ar-
‘reated them there niyself this morn-
ing. Here's the sheri who will bear
'out what I say, also that they arrived
at the place in my autcmoblle.”

Inspector French held out his hand,

“Mr. Quest,” ho gaid, "I reckon we'll
ihave to.withdraw the case against
iyou. No hard feelings, I hope?"
 “None at all,” Quest replied prompt-
i1y, taking his hand.

Quesat stood upon the threshold
watching the sheriff and his prison-
ers leave the house. The former
turned round to wave his adleux.

“There’'s an elderly guy out’here,”
‘he shouted, “‘seems to want to come
Hn.” :

Quest leaned forward and saw the
\prefessor.

! “My dear Quest,"” he exclaimed, sa
'he wrung his hand, “my heartiest con.
‘gratulations! As you know, I slways
|believed your innocence. I am delight-
«ed that it has been proved.”

. The professor sank wearily into an
easy chalr,

“I will take a little whisky and or:
[ot your excellent cigars, Quest,” he
sald. "I must ask you to bear with
e if I seem upset. After more than

twenty rears' se-vice from one whom
|I have always trested as a friend this
'sudden separatiou, to & man of my

“Inspectorl” She criod, Rushing To-
wards H

uo. ie somewhat trying. I do not al-
Jude, as you perceive, Mr. Quest, to
‘the horrible suspicion you seem to
have formed of Cralg.” e

“All the same” the Inspector re-
marked thoughtfully, “someone who 'ls
‘atill at large committed those murders
and stole those jewels. What s your
theary about the jewels, Mr. Quest?"

“I haven't had time to frame.ons
yet,” the eriminologist replied, “You've
been keeping me too busy looking
after myself. Hoveéver,” he added,
“it's time someth' g was done.”

He took a magullying glass from
his pocket and examined very closely,
the whole of the front of the safe.

“No elgn of finger prints,” he mut-
tered.  “The
‘probably wore gloves.”

‘He fitted the combination nad swung

open the door. He stood there for a

lnomt speechiess. Something in his |

attitude . aum:tea the inspector's at-
tention.

“What s lt.nr Quut*“ uum
eagerly.
Quest drew a lIttlo bmth. mmr

facing him, In the spot where the jew- |
-els had been, was a soall black box. |

H.mlﬂ‘otbﬂuu.m."

“out Grayson avenue |

Sure
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moved the 11d. Inalde was & sheet of | =

paper, which he ' quickly unfolded.

‘They al} three read the few. lines to- |

"‘ i
“Pitted against the Mherited cun-
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