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SECOND INSTALLMENT

SYNOPSIS.

In_ her apartment at the lLeland Ella, daughter of
Lord Arhlelgh, I8 murdered and the Ashleigh diamond
necklace stolen, The New York police place the case
in the hands of S8anford Quest, known and feared as the
inaster criminologist of the world. He takes Lenora,
Ella's mald, to his own apartments and through hypno-
tiam eand the use of electro-teiepath'~ appliances dis-
covers her connectlon with the erime, reccvers the dla-
mondr and arrests the murderes XIacdougel, Lenora's
ausband, though nearly trappsd to %.s “eath in a tough
tenement house while en~azed in the work.

“THE HIDDEN HANDS”

——

CHAPTER VI.

Sanford Quest and Lenora stood side by slde
apon the steps of the courthouse, waitiag for the
automobile, which had become mcmentarily en-
tangled In a string of vehicles. A Jitue crowd of
people were elbowing thelr way ort on to tha
Bidewalk. The faces of most >f them were egtill
thadowed by the three hours of tense drama from
vhich they had just emerged Quest, who hac lit
& cigar, watched them curiously,

"“INo need to go into tho court,” he remnrked. *“I
could have told you, from the look of these people,
thet Macdougal had escaped the deat. sentence.
They have paid their money—or rather their time,
ond they havo been clieated ol the one suprems
thrill.”

“Imprisonment for iifc seems terrible enough,”
Lenora whispered, «huddering.

“Can't seec th of keeding such a man
alive myselr™ lselared, with purposeful
brutality. °'l( I murder, fiendishly com-
mitted.”

They were on the paoint
ment toward the when Quest felt a
touch upon his shoulder., e turned and found
Lord Ashleigh standing by his side. Quest glanced
towards Lenora,

“Run aud get in tho cer,” he whispered.
be thero in & moment.”

“l would not have stopped you just now, Mr.
Quezt,” sajd Lord Ashleigh, “but my brother is
very snxious to renew his acouaintance with you.
I thiakk you met years ago.”

sSanford Cuest held out his hand to the man who
had been eianding a little in the background. Lord
Ashlelgh turned towards him.

“Ihis {s Mr. Qnest, Edegar. You may remember
my hrother—rofessor Ashleigh—as a man of scl-
etnce, Quest? He has just returned from South
Amcrica.”

The two ghool handsa, curiously diverse in type,
fn exprecgion, in all the sprurtenances of man-
hood.

“I am very proud to make vour acqualntance
egain, profossor.” Quest said. “Glad to know, too,
th<t vou hadn't forgotie:. me.”

Ay olcar zir,” the prafessor declared, as he re-

tho other's hand with seeming reluctance,
ve thonsht about vou many times. Your do-
vve plwayvs been of interest to me.”
ain Queost remarked “that our first
riceling here chonld be unde such distressing c'r-
cumstinees”

The profczoor nodded pravoely.

“If ver'll excusa me, professor,™ =ald Quest, “T
think. I mus<t be gectting wleng. We shall meet
genin, 1 trust”

“Orgs moment,” the nrofee or berzed, eagerly,
“Tell me, IIr. Quesl—i vant yeur honest opinfon.
Whal do von toinlk ot my are? ‘

"Or vour what?" Quest inguized dubiously.

"O! my anthropoid ape which I have just sent 1o
the miseum, You know my <lalm? But perhaps
you weuld preicr to postpona your final decision
until sfter you hove exantined the skeleton itself.”

A light brole iu upon the eriminologist.

"Or coursc!”™ he exclolmed. “For the moment,
rrofessor, 1 couldn't foilow you. You are talking
chout the skeleton of the apo which you brousght
homo [rom South Amcriza, and which you have
presented to the museum hore?’

“Naturally.,” tho profesror anssented, with mild
surprise. “To what elze? [ am stating my case,
Mr. Quest, in the Moarth Ameriean Review next
month, I max tell you, however, ns a follow scl-
ertis?, the preat and abeniato trith, My claim is
fncoatestable. My elelcion will prove to the world,
without p doubt, the abzglute truth of Darwin's
great theoory.”

“That s0?"

“You must go snd see {1," (Yo professor insisted,
“¥ou shall ba ve-niiiled a epeeini oxamination.”

*Wery Lird «f veu,”
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They entered ilis ocieah arnd weorse
In =ilencoe to the prefeszer’s home—a large, ram-
bling old houee, «ltuatad in =omewhat cxtensive but
fll-kent zrounds en the cutzlirts of New York. The
Englishman rluneed around him, as they passed up
the drive, with aa erpression of disapproval.

“A more uatidy loching placa than yours, Ed-
ar, 1 never saw,” ho deelared. “Your grounds
liave beeovwne o jungle. Non't yeu keep any gar-
dencrs 7

“1 koep other thing:"” he said serenely. “There
is something in nwy guardea which would terrify
your niece Scoteh gardrners into fits If they found
their way lhiere io ds a little tidvinz up. Come into
the library ond i'll give 3cu one of my cholce
cizars. Here's Craiz walling to let us in. Any
uews, Craig?”

“Mothing bhas happeued, sir,” he replied. “The
telephone is ringing fn the study now, though.”

“1 will nt.swer it myself,” the professor declared,
Lustling cif.

The profescor took up the reeceiver from the tele-
phone. Hia “"Hello!" was mild and inquiring. He
Lad ne doubl that the call was from some admiring
disciple. The chansa In his face as he listened, how-
ever, wos smozing,

“George " h» gaoped, “the greatest tragedy In
the world hias .appened! My ape is stolen!”

His brodhes locked at him blankly.

“Your cpo ia stolen?' he repeated.

“The ohkeletor of my anthropoid ape,” the pro-
ferzar coatinved, his veice _rowing alike in sad-
1toas and firmness. "It Is the curator of the museum
whou o gpealing. They have just opened the box,
It has lain for two days in an anteroom. It is
cmnpiy!”™

Leard Ashleigh muttered something a little vague.
Wilc tliefi of a skeleton scarcely appeared to his
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unscientific mind to be a realizable thing. The pro-
fessor turned back to the telephone.

“Mr. Francis,” he sald, “I cannot talk to you. I
can say nothing. I shall comé to you at once. 1
am on the point of starting. Your news has over-
whelmed me.”

He lald down the receiver.
him like a man in a nightmare.

“The taxicab is waiting, sir,”” Craig reminded
him.

“That is most fortunate,” the professor pro-
nounced. "] remember now that I had no change
with which to pay him. “I must go back. Look
after my brother. And, Craig, telephone at once
to Mr. Sanford Quest. Ask him to meet mc at the
museum in twenty minutes. Tell him that nothing
must stand in the way. Do you hear?”

The taxicab man drove off, glad enough to have
a return fare. In about half an hour's time the
professor strode up the steps of the museum and
hurrled into the office. There was a little crowd of
o:licials there, whom the curator at once dismissed.
He rose slowly to his feet, His manner was grave
a.ad bewildered,

"Proiessor,’ he eald, “we will waste no time in
Look here!”

He threw open the door of an anteroom behind
his office. The apartment was unfurnished except
for one or two chairs. In the middle of the un-
carpeted floor was a long wooden box from which
the lid had just been pried,.

“Yesterday, as you know from my note,” the
curator proceeded, “I was away. I gave orders

He looked around

e

1—"Stolen!"” Mrs. Rheinholdt Shrieked. *“Stolen

that your case should be placed here that I myself
should enjoy the distinction of opening it. An
hour ago 1 commenced the task. That is what I
found.”

Thet professor gazed blankly at the empty hox.

“Nothing left except the smell,” a voice from the
open doorway remarked.

They gianced around. Quest was standing there,
and behind him Lenora. The professor welecomed
them eagzerly.

“This is Mr, Quest, the great eriminologist,” he
sxplained to the curator.

Quest  etrolled thoughtfully eround the room.
glancing out of each of the windows in turn. He
liept close to the wall, and when he had finished he
drew out a magnifying glass from his pocket and
made a bhrief examination of the box. Then ho
asked a few questions of the curator, pointed out
cne of the windows to Lenora and whispered a fow
directions to her. She at once produced what
seemed to be a foot rule from the bag which she
was carrying, and hurried into the garden.

“A little invention of my own for measuring foot-
prints,” Quest explained. “Not much use here, 1
am afraid.”

Quest stood over the box for a moment or two
and looked once more out of the window. Pres-
ently Lencra returned. She carried in her hand a
small object, which she brought silently to Quest.
He glanced at it In perplexity. The professor
peered over his shoulder.

“It is the little finger!” he eried—*the little fin-
ger of my ape!”

Quest held it away from him eritically.

“From which hand?"' he asked.

*“The right hand.”

Quest examined the fastenings of the window be-
fore which he had paused during his previous ex-
amination. He turned awa with a shrug of the
shoulders,

“See you later,
laconically.

A newsboy thrust a paper at them. Quest
glanced at the headlines. Lenora clutched at his
arm. Together they read it in great black type:

ESCAPE OF CONVICTED PRISONER!

Mr.

Ashleigh,” he concluded

Macdougal, on His Way to Prison, Grapples With
Sheriff and Jumps From Train! Still at Large,
Though Searched for by Posse of Police.

CHAPTER VIL

The windows of Mrs. Rheinholdt's town house
were ablaze with light. A crimson drugget
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stretched down the steps to the curbstone. A long
row of automobiles stood walting, Through the
wide-flung doors was visible a pleasant impression
of flowers and light and luxury. In the nearer of
the two large reception rooms Mrs, Reinholdt her-
self, a woman dark, handsome and in the prime of
life, was standing receiving her guests. I’y her
side was her son, whose twenty-first birthday was
being celebrated.

“l wonder whether that professor of yours will
come?"” she remarked, as the stream of incoming
guests slackened for a moment.

“He hates receptions,” the boy replied, “but he
promised he'd come. I mnever thought, when he
used to drill science into us at the lectures, that
he was going to be such a tremendous big pot.”

Mrs. Rheinholdt's plump fingers toyed for a mo-
ment complacently with the diamonds which hung
from her neck.

“You can never tell, in a world like this,” ghe
murmureal.

“Here he is, mother!™ tha young man exclaimed
suddenly. “Good old boy! 1 thought he'd keep his
word.”

Mrs. Rheinholdt assumed her most encouraging
and condescending smile as she held out both
hands of the professor.

“It is perfectly sweet of you, professor,” Mrs,
Rheinholdt declared.

Mrs. Rheinholdt breathed a sigh of relicf as she
greceted her new arrivals.

The professor made himself univerzally agree-
able In a mild way, and his presence created even

In the Ceonservatory.”

more than the sensation which Mrs. Rheinholdt had
hoped for. In her desire to show him ample honor
siie geldom left his slide.

“I am going to take you Into mn¥ husband's
study,” ghe suggested, later on in the evening. “He
has some specimens of beetles—"

“Deetles,” the professor declared, with some ex-
citement, "“occupied preclsely two months of my
time while abroad. I'y all means, Mrs. Rhein-
holdit™ °

“We shail have to go quite to tha back of the
houee,” sha explained, as she led him along the
darkened passage,

The professor smiled acquiescently.
rested for a moment upon her necklace.

“Ton must really permit me, Mrs. Rheinholdt,”
he exclaimed, “to admire your wonderful stones!
I 2m a judge of diamonds, and those three or four
in the center are, I should judge, unique..”

She held them out to him. The professor laid
the end of the necklaco gently in the palm of his
hand snd examined them through a horn-rimmed
eyeglass,

“They are wonderful,” he murmured, “wonder-
ful! Why—"

He turned away a little abruptly. They had
reached the back of the house and a door from
outside had just been opened. A man had crossed
the threshold with a coat over his arm and was
standing now looking at them.

“How extraordinary!”
“Is that you, Craig?"

“Yes, sir!” he replied. “There is a rain storm,
g0 I ventured to bring your mackintosh.”

“Very thoughtful,” the professor murmured ap-
provingly. “I have a weakness.,” he went on, turn-
ing to his hostess, “for always walking home after
an evening like this. In the daytime [ am content
to ride. At night 1 have the fancy always to
walk.”

“We don’t walk half enough,” Mrs. Rheinholdt
sighed, glancing down at her somewhat portly fig-
ure. '‘Dixon,” she added, turning to the footman
who had admitted Craig, "take Professor Ashleigh's
servant into the kitchen and see that he has some-
thing before he leaves for home. Now, professor,
if you will come this way.” '

They reached a little room in the far corner of
the house. Mrs. Rheinholdt apologized 2s she
switched on the electric lights.

“It is a queer little place to bring you to,” she
said, “but my husband used to spend many hours
here, and he would never allow anything to be
moved. You see, the specimens are in these
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2—Measuring the Foot-Print.
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The professor nodded. Hlis general attitude to-
ward the forthcoming exhibition was merely one of
politeness. As the first case opened, however, his
manner completely changed. Without taking the
slightest further notice of his hoitess, he adjusted
& pair of horn-rimmed spectacles and commenced
to mumble ecagerly to himself. Mrs. Rheinholdt,
who did not understand a word, strolled around the
apartment, vawned and finally interrupted a little
stream of eulogies, not a word of which she under-
stood, concerning a green beetle with vellow spots.

“I am so glad vou are interested, professor,” she
sald. “If you don’t mind, I will rejoin my guests.
You will find a shorter way back if you keep along
the passage straight ahead and come through the
conservatory.”

“Certainly! With pleasure!” the professor agreed,
without glancing up.

Mrs. Rheinhold’t reception, notwithstanding the
temporary absence of its presiding spirit, was with-
out doubt an unqgunlified success. In one of the
distant rooms the younger people were dancing.
Thilip Rheinholdt, with a pretty young debutante
upon his arm, came out from the dancing room
and leooked around amongst the little knots of
poeonte

“I ~oinder where mother {3?" he remarked.
told ese—"

The young man broke off In the middie of his
sentence. He, too, like many others in the room,
felt a sndden thrill almost of horror at the sound
which rang without warning upon their ears—a
woman's ery, a cry of fear and horror. Mrs. Rheln-
holdt, her hands elasping her neck, her splendid
composure a thing of the past, a panie-stricken,
terrified woman, stumhbied into the room. She
seemed on the point of collapse. Somehow or
other. they got her into an easy chair.

“My jewels!” ghe eried. “My diamonds!"™

“What do vou mean, mother?” Philip Rhelnholdt
asked quickly., “Have you lost them?”

“Stolen!™ Mrs, Rheinholdt ehrieked.
there in the conservatory!”

They gazed at her open-mouthed,

“She

“Stolen

incredulous.
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3—*“Come and Tell Us Your Sins.”

Then a still, quiet volce from the outside of the
little eircla Intervened.

“Instruct your servants, Mr. Rheinholdt, to lock
and bar all the doors of the house,” the professor
suggested.  “No one must leave it until we have
lLieard your mother's story.”

“I had just taken the professor into the Ilittle
room my husband used to call the museum,” Mrs.
Rheinholdt explained, her voice still shaking with
agitation. "I left him there to examine some speci-
mens of beetles. [ thought that T would come back
through the conservatory, which is the quickest
way. I was about half way aeross it when sudden-
Iy T heard the switeh go behind me and all the
electric lights were turned out. I couldn't imagine
what had happened. While I hesitated I saw—"

She broke down again, There was no doubt about
the genuineness of her terror.

“I saw a palr of hands—just hands—no arms—
nothing but hands—come ouat of the darkness!'
They gripped me by the threat, T suppose it was
just for a second, I think—1 lost consciousness for
a moment, although T was still standing up. Tha
next thing 1 remember is that T found myself
ehrieking and running here—and the jewels are
gone!™

“You saw no one?” her son asked incredulously.
“You heard nothing?”

“T heard no footsteps, T saw no one,” Mrs. Rhein-
holdt repeated. The professor turned away.

“If you will ellow me,” he begeed, “I am going
to telephone to my friend, Mr. Sanford Quest, the
criminologiet, An affalr so unusual as this might
attract him. You will excuse me.”

Tha professor met the great eriminologlst and
his aseistant in the hall upon their arrival. He
took the fermer at once by the arm.

“Mr, Quest,” he began, “in a sense I must epolo-
gize for my peremptory message. [ am well aware
that an ordinary jewel robbery does not interest
you, but in this case the circumstances are extraor-
dinary. I wventured, therefore, to summon your
aid.”

Sanford Quest nodded shortly.

“As a rule,” he said, “I do not care to take up
one affair until T have a clean slate. There's your
skeleton still bothering me, professor. However,
where's the lady who was robbed?"

“I will take you to her,” the professor replied.

Mrs. Rheinholdt's story, by frequent repetition,
liad become a little more coherent, a trifle more
circumstantial, the perfection of simplicity and
utterly incomprehensible. Quest listened to it with-
out remark and finally made his way to the con-
servatory. ITe requested Mrs. Rheinholdt to walk
with him through the door by which she had en-
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tered and stop at the precise spot where the as
sault had ben made upon her. There were one
or two plants knocked down from the tiers on the
right-hand side, and some disturbance in the mold
where some large palms were growing. Quest and
Lenora together made a close inwestigation of the
spot. Afterwards, Quest walked several times to
each of the doors leading into the gardens.

“There are four entrances alogether,” he re
marked, as he lit a cigar and glanced around the
place. “Two lead into the gardems—one Is locked
and the other isn’'t—one connects with the back
of the house—the one through which you came,
Mrs. Rheinholdt, and the other leads into your re-
ception room, into which you passed after the as-
sault. I shall now be glad if you will permit me to
examine the gardens nutside for a few minutes,
alone with my assistant, if you please.”

For almost a quarter of an hour Quest and Le
nora disappeared. They all looked eagerly at the
criminologist on his return.

“It seems to me,” he remarked, “that from the
back part of the “wouse the quickest way to reach
Mayton avenue would be through this conserva
tory and out of that door. This 1s a path lu‘?:r
from just outside straight to a gate in the
Does anyone that you know of use this means of
exit?”

Mrs. Rheinholdt shook her head.

“The servants might occasionally,” she remarked
doubtfully, “but not on nights when I am receive
!u‘."

The butler stepped forward. He was looking &
little grave.

“I ought, perhaps, to inform you, madam, and
Mr. Quest,” he said, “that I did, only a short time
&go0, suggest to the professor’s servant—tho man
who brought your mackintosh, sir,” he added, turn-
ing to the professor—"that he ecould, if he chose,
make use of this r eans of leaving the house. Mr.
Cralg is a personal friend of mine, and a member
of a very select little club we have for social pur-
poses.”

“Did he follow your suggestion?" Sanford Quest
asked.

“Of that T am not aware, sir,” the butler replied.
“T left Mr., Craig with some refreshment, expeacting
that he would remain until my return, but a few
minutes later I discovered that he had left. I will
inquire In the kitchen if anything is known as to
his movements.”

He hurried off. Quest turned to the professor.

“Has he been with you long, this man Craig, pro-
fessor?” he asked.

The professor’'s smile was {lluminating, Lis man-
ner simple but convinecing.

“Craig,” he asserted, “is the best scrvant, the
most honest mortal who ever breathed.™

“You think it would be out of ths question,
then,” Quest asked, “to associate him with the
crime?”

The professor's confidence was sublime.

“l could more readily associate you, myself or
young Mr. Rheinholdt here with the z2falr,” he de-
clared.

His words carried welght. The littla breath of
suspicion against the professor’s servant fided
away, In a moment or two the butler returned.

“It appears, madam,” he announced, “that Mr,
Craig left when there was only one person in the
kitchen. He sald good-night and closed the door
behind him. It is impcssible to say, therefore, by
which exit he left the house, but ¢ onally I am
convinced that, knowing of the recepiion here to-
night, he would not think of using the conserva-
tory.”

Quest nodded absently.

“My assistant and I,” he announced, “"would be
glad to make a further examination of the conser-
vatory, if you will kindly leave us alone.”

They obeyed without demur. Quest took a seat
and smoked calmly, with his eves fixed upon the
roof. Lenora went back to her examination of the
overturned plants, the mold, and the whole ground
within the immediate environs of the assault. She
abandoned the search at last, however, and came
back to Quest’s side. He threw away his cigar
and rose.

“Nothing there?” he asked laconically.

“Not a thing,” Lenora admitted.

Quest led the way toward the door.

“Lenora,” he decided, “we are up against somes
thing big. There's a new hand at work some
where,"”

. . . L] L] L] L]

Along the rain-swept causeway of Mayton avenn®,
keeping close to the shelter of the house, his
mackintosh turned up to his ears, his hands buried
in his pockets, a man walted swiftly along. At
every block he hesitated and looked uround Lim.
Suddenly he paused. He was passing a groast
building, brilliantly lit. For a moment he thought
that it was some piace of entertainment. The
thought ¢f entering seemed to oceur to him. Thea
ho felt o firm touck upon his arm, 2 man in unis
form gpoke o Him.

“Step ipside, brotue=" he invited earncstly, sk
most eagerly, =notwitbstanding his monotonous
nasal twang. “Step inside and find peace. Btep
inside and the Lord will help yor. Throw 3our
burden away on the threshold.”

The mean’s first impulse at being addressed had
seemed to be one of terror. Then he recogmized
the uniform and hesitated. The man took him
by the arm and led him in. There were the bout
rart of a hundred neople taking their piaces s.ter
the singing of the hymn. A giil was standing up
before them on a platform. She wos commencinez
to speak, but suddenly broke off. She heid out
her arms toward where the professor’s confidential
servant stood hecsitating,

“Come and tell us your sins™
“Come and have thewn forgiven.
o new life in a new world.
who thinks of the past.
ness."

For a moment this wulf from the raln-swamped
world hesitated. The li-at of an inflnite desira
flashed in his eves. Then he dromwped his head.
These things might be for others. For himn there
was pn hope. Hé shoow his head to the girl, but
sank into the nearest seat and on to his knees.

“He repents!” the girl called out. “Some day he
will come! Brothers and sisters, we will pray for
him.”

The rain dashed against the windows. The amly
other sound from outside was the clanging of the
street cars. The girl's voice, frcnzied, exhorting,
almost hysterical, pealed out to the roof. At every
pause the little gatherng of men aud worwman
groaned in sympathy. The maz's frame v .8
shaken with sobs. :

(To Be Conlinued.)

she called sut.
Come nnd start
There is no one here
Come and seek forgive-
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