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THIRD INSTALLMENT

SYNOPSIS.
In her apartment at the Leland EIl daughter of
Lord Ashleigh, Is murdered and the Ashleigh diamond

ecklace stolen. The New York police

lace the case
n the hands of Sanford Quest, known an

feared ag the
master criminologist of the world. He takes Lenora,
Ella'as mald, to his own apartments .ind through hypno-
tism &nd the use of electro-telapathic appliances dis-
covers her connection with the crl ne, recovers the dia-
monds and arrests the murderer, Macdougal, Lenora's
husband, though nearly trapyed to his death in a tough
tenement house while engaged in the work.' Lenora be-
comes one of Quest's assistants, The detectlve is called
fn to Investigate the theft of the skeleton of an ape,
presented to the museum by Profeiwsor Ashleigh, brother
of Lord Ashleigh, Macdougal e«capes while on his way
to prison. A string of diamopds is mysteriously stolen
from Mrs. Rhelinholde during a raception.

THE POCKET WIRELESS

CHAPTER VIIL

Mr. S8anford Quest sat in his favorite easy chair,
his clgar imclined toward the left-hand cormer of
his mouth, his attention riveted upon a small in-
strument which he was supporting upon his knee.
Ho glanced across the room to where Lenora was
bending over her desk.

“We've done it this time, young woman,” he de-
clared triumphantly. “It's all O. K., working llke
 little peach.”

Lenora rose and came toward him.

“Is that the pocket wireleass?”

He nodded.

“I'vo had Morrison out at Harlem all the momn-
Ing to test it,” he told her. “I've sent him at least
half & dozen messages from this easy chair, and
got the replies. How are you getting on with the
code?"

‘“Not so badly for a stupld person,” Lenora roI
plied,

Laura, who had been busy with some papers at
the farther end of the room, came over and joined
them.

“Say, it'a a dandy little affair, that, Mr. Quest,”
she cxclaimed. *I had s try with it, a day or so
ago. Jim spoke to me from Fifth avenue.'

“We've got it tuned to a shade now.” Quest de-
clared. “Equipped with this simpls littlo device,
you can speak to me from anywhere up to ten or a
dozen miles.”

Quest rose to his feet and moved restlessly about
the room.

“Say, girls,” he confeesed, “this 13 the first time
in my life I have been in a fix like this. Two cases
on hand and nothing doing withh either of them.
Criminologist, indeed! Whoce box is this?"

Quest had paused suddenly in front of an oak
sldeboard which stood against the wall. Occupy-
ing a posltion upon it of some prominence was a
emazll black hox, whose presence there seemed to
him unfamiliar, Laura camo over to his side and
looked at 1t nlso in puzzled fashion.

“Never saw it before in my life,” she answered.

Quest grunted.

“H'm! Nu ona else has been in the room, and
it hasn't been empty for more than ten minutes,”
he remarked. *“Well, let's see what's inside, any-
way.”

Ha lifted off the 1id. There was nothing in the
interior but & sheet of paper folded up. Quest
smoothed it out with his hand. They all leaned
over and read the following words, written in an
obviously disguised hand:

You have embarked on a new study—anthropolcgy.
What characteristic strikesa you most forelbly In con-
pection with it? Cunning? The necklace might be
where the skeletoriis. Why not begln at the beginning?

Thoe note was unsigned, but In the spot where a
signature might have been there was a rough pen
drawing of two hands, with fingers extended, talon
fashion, menacingly, as though polsed to strike
at some unseen enemy. Quest, after their first
moment of etupefaction, whistled softly.

“The hande!” he muttered.

“What hands?" Lenora asked,

“The hands that gripped Mrs. Rheinholdt by the

throct,” he reminded them. “Don't you remem-
ber? Hands without arms?”

There was another brief, almost stupefied
sllence. Then L.aura broke into speech.

“What I want to know i8,” she demanded,
broucht the thing here?"

“A most daring exploit, anyway,” Quest declared.
“If wea could answer your question, Laura, we
could solve the whole riddle. We ars up against
somcthing, and no mistake.’

“The hand which placed that box here,” Quest
continued slowly, “is capable of even more wonder-
ful things. We must be cautious. Hello!”

The door had opened. Thn professor stood upon
tho threshold.

“I trust that T have done right in coming up?” he
inquired.

“Qulte right, professor.” Quest assured him.
“They know well enough downstalirs that I am al-
ways at Lberty to you. Coiue In”

“I am 8o anxious to learm,” the professor contin-
wed, engerly, “wkether there i8 any news—of my

“who

skeleton.’
“Not yet, professor, I am sorry to say,” Quest
replied. “Come in and shut the door.”

“There is a young lady here,” he said, “who
czught mo up upor the landing. She, too, I believe,
wishes to see you"

Ho threw open the door and stood on one side.
A young woman came a little hesitatingly into the
poom. Her hair was piainly brushed back, and she
wore tho severe dress of the Salvation Army.

“Want to see me, young lady?” Quest asked.

8he held out a book.

“My name {s Miss Quigg,™ she sald. “1 want to
ask you for a gubscription to our funds.”

Quest frowned a little.

“Vory well, Miss Quigg, you shall have a dona-
tion. I am husy today, but call at the same hour
gomorrow and my sccretary here shall have a
check ready for yvou.”

The girl smiled her gratitude.

The professor laid his hand upon her arm as she
passed.

“Young Jady,” he observed, “you seem very
much in earnest sbout ycur work.”

“It is only tho people in earnest, sir,” she an-
gwered, “who can do zay good in the world. My
work is worth heing in earnest about.”

“You compel my admiratinn-—my moel resvect-
ful admiration. May I, teo, be permitted?™

Ho drew out a pocketbook and patsed over to-
ward her a little wad of notew.

“1t 13 so kind of you,” she murmured. “We never
have aany hesitalion in accepting money. May |
kuow your namse?"”

*It is not receseary,” the p-ofessor anawered.

“You ean enter me,” he added, as he held open the
door for her, “as a friend—or would you prefer
a pseudonym?”

“A pseudonym, if you please,” she begged. “We
have so many who send us sums of money as
friends. Anything will do.”

The professor glanced around the room.

“What pseudonym shall T adopt?” he ruminated.
“Shall I say that an oak sideboard gives you flve
hundred dollars? Or a Chippendale sofa? Or,” he
added, his eyes resting for a moment upon the
little box, “a black box?"

The two girls from the other side of the table
started. Even Queat swung suddenly around. The
professor, as though pleased with his fancy, nod-
ded as his fingers played with the 1id.

“Yes, that will do very nicely,” he decided. “Put
me down—'Black Box,” five hundred dollars.”

The girl took out her book and began to write,
The professor, with a.little farewell bow, crossed
the room toward Quést. Lenora moved toward
the door.

“Let me see you out,” she sald to the girl plun-
antly.

Lenora opened the door. Both girle started.
Only a few fcet away Cralg was standing, his head
a little thrust forward. For a moment the quiet
self-respect of his manner seemed to have deserted
him He seemed at a loss for words.

“What do you want?” Lenora demanded.

“1 was waiting for my maszter,” Cralg explained.

“Why not downstairs?"’ Lenora asked suspicious-
ly. “You did not come up with him.”

“I am driving the professor in his automobile,"
Craig explained. “It occurred to me that if he wera
going to be long hers 1 should have time to go and

1—“The Hut, Professor! The Hut Is on Fire!"

order another tire. It 18 of no consequence, though.
I will go down and wait in the car.”

Lenora stood at the top of the stalrs and watched
him disappear. Then she went thoughtfully back
to her work. The professor and Quest were talk-
ing at the further end of the room.

“l was in hopes, in great hopes,” the professor
admitted, “that "you might have heard something.
I promised to call at Mrs. Rheinholdt's this after-
noon."”

Quest shook his head.

“There is nothing to report at present, Mr. Ash-
leigh,” he announced.

“Dear me,” the professor murmured,
very disappointing.
no clue at all?”

“Not the ghost of one,” Quest acknowledged. “I
am as far off solving the mystery of the disappear-
ance of your skeleton and Mrs. Rheinholdt's neck-
lace as I have ever been.”

The professor took a courteous leave of them
all and departed. Lenora crossed the room to
where Quest was seated.

“Mr. Quest,” she asked,
epiration?"

“I attribute a large amount of my success,” Quest
replied, “to my profound belief in it.”

“Then let me tell youn,” Lenora continued, “that
1 have one, and a very strong one. Do vou Enow
that when I went to the door a few minutes ago
the professor's rervant, Craig, was there, listen-
ing?”

“Inspector French has had his men watching
Craig ever since the night of the robbery,” fguiet-
ly remarked Quest. “What's that? Answer the
telephone, Lenora.”

Lenora obeyed.

“It's Inspector French,”
wants to speak to yon.”

Quest nodded and held out his hand for the re-
celver.

“this ia
Is there no clue, Mr. Quest—

“do you believe in in-

she announced. “He

"“Hello, French!" he exclaimed. “Anything
fresh?"
“Nothing much,” was the answer. "One of my

men, though, who has been up Mayton avenue way,
brought in something I found rather interesting
this morning. 1 want you to come round and see
ie.”

"Go ‘rlg'ht ahead and tell me about it,” Quest in-
vited.

“You know we've been shadowing Craig,” the in-
spector continued. “Not much luck up till now.
Fellow seems never to leave his master's side. We
have had a couple of men up there, though, and
one of them brought in a curious-looking object he
picked up just outside the back of the professor's
grounds.”

“What is the thing?’ Quest asked.

“Well, I want you to see whether you agree with
me,” French went on.
I'll come to you.”

“No necessity,” Quest replied.
little difficulties of that sort. ~ Laura, just tack on
the phototelesme,” he added, holding the receiver
away for a moment. “One moment, French. There
that's right,"” he added, as Laura, with deft fingers,
arranged what seemed to be a sensétized mirror
to the instrument *“Now, French, hold up the
article just in front of the receiver. There, that's
right. Hold if steady, I've got the focus of it

“If you can’t come round,

“We've got over .

néw. Say, French, where did you say that was
found?”

“Just outeide the professor’s back gate,”
grunted. “But you're not kidding me—"

“It's a finger from the professor's skeleton you've
got there,” Quest interrupted.

Quest hung up the receiver.
toward his two assistants.

“Another finger from the professor’s skeleton,”
he announced, “has been found just outside his
grounds. What do you suppose that means?”

“Craig,” Lenora declared confidently.

“Craig on your life,” Laura echoed.
Quest, I've got an idea.”

Quest ncdded.

“Get right ahead with It.”

“Didn’t the butler at Mrs. RhReinholdt's say that
Craig belonged to a servant's club up town? I
know the place well. J.et me go and see if I can't
join and pick up a little information about the
man. He must have a night out sometimes. Let's
find out what he does. How's that?”

“Capital!” Quest agreed. “Get along, Laum.
And you, Lencra,” he added, "put on your hat.
We'll take a ride towards Mayton aveaus.”

French

Then he turned

“Say, Mr.

CHAPTER iX,

The exact spot where the bone of the missing
skeleton was discovered, was easily located, It was

about twenty yvards from a gate which led into the
back part of the professor’'s grounds. Quest wusted
very little time before arriving at a decision.
“The discovery of the bone so near the pre’ o-
sor’s house,” he decided,

“cannot be coincidence
A

2—Human Yet Inhuman, a Monkey and Yet a Man.

only., We will waste no time out here, Lenora.
We will gearch the grounds. Come on.”

It was hard to know which way to turn. Every
pathh was choked with tangled weeds and bushes.
They wandered about almost almlessly for nearly
half an hour. Then Quest came to a sudden stand-
gtill. Lenora gripped his arm. They had both heard
the same sound—a queer, crooning little cry, half
plaintive, balf angry.

“What's that?"” he exclaimed,

Lenora still clung to his arm.

“l hate this place,” she whispered. "It terrifiea
me. What are we-looking for, Mr. Quest?”

“Can't say that I koow exactly,” the latter an-

ewered, “but I guess we'll find out where that cry
came from. Sounded to me uncommonly like a
human effort. ‘.

They made thelr way up as far as the hedge,
which they skirted for a few yards until they found
an opening. Then Quest gave vent to a little ex-
clamation. Tmmediately in front of them was a
small hut, built apparently of sticks and bamboos,
with a stronger framework behind. The sloping
roof was grass-grown and entwined with rushes,
The only apology for a window was a queer lit-
tle hole set guite close to the roof.

There was a rude-locking door, but Quest, on
trying it, found it locked. They walked around
the place but found no other opening. All the time
from inside they could hear queer scufiling sounds.
Lenora's cheeks grew paler.

“Must we stay?” she murmured.
1 want to see what's inslide.
Queat!”

Bhe clung to his arm. They were opposite the
Iittle aperturs which served as a window, and at
that moment it suddenly framed the faco of a

creatwre, human in features, diabolical in expres-
aion.

“Say, that's some face!" he remarked.
to spoil it.”

Even as he spoke, it djsappeared.

“We've got to get inside there, Lenora,” he an-
nounced, stepping forward,

She followed him-silently. A few turns of the
wrist and the door vielded. Keeping Lenora a lit-
tle behind him, Quest gazed around eagerly, Ex-
aétly' in’ front of him, clad only in a loin cloth,
with hunched-up shoulders, a necklace around his
neck, with blazing eyes and ugly gleaming teeth,
crouched some unrecognizable creature, human
yet inhuman, a monkey and yet a2 man. There
were a couple of monkeys swinging by thelr tails
from a bar, and a leopard chained to a staple in
the ground, welking round and round in the far
corner, snapping and snarling every time he
glanced towards the newcomers. The creature
in front of him stretched out a hairy hand towards

“I don't think
Mr. Quest! Mr.

“I'd hate

a club, and gripped it. Quest drew a long breath.
Hie eyes were set hard.

“Drop that club,” he ordered.

The creature suddenly sprang up. The club was
waved around his head.

“Drop it,” Quest repeated firmly. “You will sit
down in your corner. You will sleep.”

The elub slipped from the hairy fingers. The
tense frame, which had been already crouched for
the spring was suddenly relaxed.

They found nothing unusual until they came to
the distant corner, where a huge plano box lay
on its side with the opening turned to the wall.

“This is where the brute sleeps, I suppose,”
Quest remarked. “We'll turn it around anyway.”

They dragged it a few feet away from the wall,
so that the opening faced them. Then Lenora
gave & little ery and Quest stood suddealy still

“The skeletom!” Lenera shrieked. “It's the
skeleton!”

It was a skeleton me old that the bones had
turned a dull gray. Quest giadced towards the
hands.

“Little fingers both missing,” he muttered.

“Remember the message?” she exclaimed.
“Where the skeleton is, the necklace may be also.”

Quest nodded shortly. =

“We'll search.”

They turned over everything in the place fruit-
lessly. There was no eign of the necklace.

“You get outside, Lenora,” Quest directed. *“T'll
just bring this hn'ut round again and then we'll
teckle the professorn.

Quest ¢ i wards the creature which
C} hed w1l hudlicd up In its eorner.

Qunee more

Tiie creuture oherod, its frame
seemed to grow more virile and nstural.

“You need sleep no longer,” Ques!: said. “Wake
up 2und be yourself.”

The effect of his words was instantaneous. Al-
most as heo spoke, the creature croucticd for a

3—it Was Mrs. Rhelnholdt's Necklace.

ppring. There was wild hatred in its cl-ze-set
eyes, the snarl of something flend-like In its con-
torted mouth. Quest elipped quickly through the
door.

,“Anyone may have that for a pet!"” he remarked
grimly. *“Come, Lenora, there's 28 word or two to
be said to the professor. There's something here
will need a little explanation.”

He ‘lit a cigar as they struggzled back along the

path. Presently they reached the untidy-looking
avenue, and a few minutes later arrived at the
house.

Quest searched in valn for a bell.
round the plazza. There were nuo signs of any
human life., They came back to the front door.
Quest tried the handle and found it open. They
passed into the hall,

“Hospitablg sort of place, anvway,”
marked. “We'll go in and wait, Lenora.”

They found their way to the study, which seemed
to be the only habitable room. Lenora glanced
around at its strange contents with an expreesion
almost of awe.

A small motor-car passed the window, driven by
Cralg. The professor descended. A moment or
two later he entered the room. He gazed from
Quest to Lenora at first in blank surprise. Then
he held out his hands.

“You have good news for me, my friends!” he
exclalmed. “I am =ure of it. How unfortunate
that I wasa not at home to recelva you! Tell me—
don’t keep me in suspense, if you please—you
have discovered my gkeleton?”

“We have found the skeleton,” Quest announced.

For a single moment the newcomer stood as
thouzh turned to stone.

“My skeleton!” he murmured. “Mr. Quest, I
knew it. You are the greatest man alive. Now
tell me quickly—I want to know everything, but
this first of rll: Where did you find the skele-
ton? Who was the thief?”

“We found the skeleton, professor,” Quest replied,
“within a hundred yards of this house.”

The professor’'s mouth was wide open.
looked like & bewlldered ohild.
seconds before he spoke.

“Within a hundred yards of this house? Then it
wasn’'t stolen by one of my rivals?”

I should say not,” Quest admitted;

They walked

he re-

Heo
1t was several
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*"Where? Where exactly 4id you fiad Rt? @#
professor insistcd.

“] found it in & hut,” Quest said, “hidden t» o
plano box. 1 found there, also, a creatare—a hu
man being, I must call him—Iin a state of ecape
tivity.”

“Hidden in a plano box?" the professor repead
ed wonderingly. “Why, you mean in Hartoo’s
sleeping box, then?™

“jt Mr. Hartoo is the gentleman who trisd to
club me, you are right,” Quest admitted. *“Mr.
Ashleigh, before we go any further I must ask yoa
for an explanation as e the presence of that per-
son in your grounds?™

The professor Lesitated for s moment. Thea he
slowly crossed the room, opened the drawer of &
small escritoire, and drew out a letter.

“You have heard of Bir Willlam Raysmere, the
president of the Royal seclety " he ashed.

Quest nodded

“This lotter Is * the profssser con
tizued. “You had »etier read #it."

The criminclogist read 18 aloud. m
over his shoulder: (
To Prof. Edgar Ashleigh, New York. !

My Dear Professor: Your communication and
amazes me. I can say no more. It fell to your lot to
discover the skeleton of the anthropoid, & marvelous
thing, in its way. and needing only its corol to form
the greatest dlscovery since the dark ages. ow you

tell me that in the person of Hartoo, the last of the
Inyamo race of South America, you have found that
corollary. You have supplied the missing link. You
are in & position to give to ths world a deanlt- and log-
fcal explanation of the evolution of man. Let me give
you one word of warning, profeasor, before I write you
at greater length on this mattsr. Anthropologista are af-
fiicted more, even, than any other race of sclentific men,
with jealousy. Guard your secret well, lest the hono®
of this discovery should be stolen from you.

WILLIAM RAYSMORR

The professor nodded dellberately as Quest
finished the letter.

“Now, perhaps, you can understand,” he saild,
“why it was necessary to keep Hartoo absolutely
hidden. In a month's time my papers will be
ready. Then I shall electrify the world. I shall
write not a new page but a new volume across the
history of science. I shall—"

The door was suddenly thrown open. Cralg
sprang in, no longer the self-contained, perfect
man-servant, but with the face of some wild crea
ture. His shout was one almost of agony.

“The hut, profcssor! The hut iz on fire!™ he
cried.

His appearance on the threshold was like s
flash. They heard his flying feet down the hall,
and without a moment’s hesitation they all fol-
lowed. The professor led the way down a marrow
and concealed path, but when they reached the
little clearing in which the hut was situated, they
were unable to approach any nearer. The place
wag & whirlwind of flame. The smell of kerosens
was almost overpowering. The wild yell of the
leopard rose above the strange, half-human gibber-
ing of the monkeys and the hoarse, bass czalling
of another voice, at the sound of which Lenora
and even Quest shuddered. Then, as they cama,
breathless, to a standstill, they saw a strange
thing. One side of the hut fell in, and almost im-
mediately the leopard with a mighty spring. leaped
from the place and ran howling into the wunder-
growth. The monkeys followed but they came
straight for the professor, wringing their hands,
They fawned at his feet as though trying to thow
him their scorched bodles. Then for a sliogle
moment they saw the form of the ape-man as he
struggled to follow the others. His strength failed
him, however. He fell backwards into the burning
chasm.

The professor bade them farewell, an hour later,
on the steps of the house. He seemed suddenly
to have aged.

“You have done your best, Mr. Quest,” he esald,
“but fate has been too strong. Recmember this,
though, It is quite true that the cunning of Hartoo
may have made it possible for him to have stolen
the skeleton and to have brought it back to its hid-
ing-place, but it was jealousy—cruel, brutal, foul
jealousy which smeared the walls of that hut with
kerosene and set light to it The work of a life-
time, my dreams of scientific immortality, have
vanished in those flames."”

He turned slowly away from them and re-
entered the house. Quest and Lenora made thelr
way down the avenue and entered the automobile
which was waiting for them, almost in silence.
The latter glanced toward his companion, as they
drove off.

“Say, this has been a bit tough for you,” he re
marked. I'll have to call somewhere and get you
& glass o wine.”

She tried to smile but her strength was almost
gone. They drove to & restaurant and sat there
for some little time. Lenora soon recovered hor
color. She even had courage to epeak of the
events of the afternoon when they re-entered the
automobile.

“Mr. Quest,”™ Lenora murmured,
euppose burned the hut down?”

“If T don't say Craig, I suppose you will,” he re
marked. “I wonder whether Laura's had any luck.”

They were greeted, as they entered Quest's room,
by a familiar little ticking. Quest esmiled with
pleasure, ’

“It's fhe pocket wireless”
me take down the message.”

He spelled it out to Lenora, who stood by his
side: |

Have joined Bervants' club disguised as your butler. !
Craig frequent visitor here tem Years ago, comesa NoOw
occasionally. 'l'huruy -mlng most likely time. Bbal

wait here oa chance

“Good girl, that,” Quest remarked. “She’s &
rare sticker, too.”

He turned away from the instrumeat and was
crossing the room toward his cigar cabinet. Sud-
denly he stopped. He looked intently towards the
sideboard.

“What is 1t?” Lenora asked.

He did not answer. She followed the directiom
of his gaze. Exactly in the same spot as before
reposed another but somewhat larger black box, of
the same ghape and material as the previous one

“Say, who put that there?” he demanded.

Lenora shook her head.

“I locked the door when we went out,” she u- {
sured him,

Quest took the box Into his hands and removed
the lid. It seemed half full of cotton-wool. On thes
top were a few lines of writing and beneath them

the signature of the parted hands. He read the
form out slowly:

Drop all lnvullpﬂon. The hands that rvetura th=ss
jewels command
Beneath lay Hu,‘

“who do you

he declared. “Let

Quest raised tho cotton-wool.
Rheinholdt's necklace!
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