LA GRANDE EVENING

Shown at the Arcade theatre on

Wednesdayvs and Thursdays

8YNOPSEIS,

Banford Quest, musier oriminologlat of
the world, Ands that In bringing To Jus-
Macdougul Lord

tice ugul, the murcerer of
Anlilelgh's daughter, Lo hus but 1181 be-
n u'fll'mnm!- et h atrugile sdth u

rlous master oriminsd In o hiddes
Professor  Ashlvigh's gnrden
n &n anthropold” ape Akeh* d a
ving Imhuman creature, haf sonkey,
half man, destroved by Are. In his ruoms
have sppeared from nowhere bliok hoxes
containing diamonds that had b-'n
from the awner’'s throat by n J""" of Wrm-
Jops, threatening hunds  on surcagtic,
threatening notes xlgned by the inseruts.
ble hands, Luura and fenors, his aesls-
tunis, suspect Craly, the professor’s vilet,
of the douvle murder of can  HEawn,
Quest's valet, and & Mias Quizg. guest
trapk Cralg, bt he esoases U 1-:nr:nul
on & tramp steamer. ‘The bluek ba
continie to appear in uncirny TR
Notiflod of Cralg'n recapliire by Scoil ind
Yard men Quest and the fhasa! go o
Hamblin house, Lord Ash i'm e In
Enginnd, only to Aind that Cralg P2 agadn
encapéd.

NINTH INSTALLMENT

CHAPTER XX.
LOST IN LONDO:.

Quest, notwithetanding the unusial
nature of his surroundings, sicp. Luut
night as only a tired and healthy s1an
can, He was awakened the next imorn.

ing by the quiet movements of & »on. |

servant who had bronght back his
clothes carefully brushed and presssd.

“Hreakfast {s served at nine o'clock,
sir. 1t is now half-past elght”

“i be right there.”

The fmn withdrew and Quest mnds
n brisk tollet. The numeless fears of
the previous night had altogether dis-
appeared, At the last moment he
Btretehed out his hond to take a hand-
kerchlef from his satchel,
exclamation broke from his lps,
atood for & moment as though turned
to stone. Before him, on the top of
the little plle of white cambrid, was
s small black box! With & movement
of the fingers which was almest me-
chanical, he removed the Hd ang drew
out the customary little scrap of pa
pér. He smoothed it out before him
on the dressing case and read the mes.
Bnge!

“You will faill here as you have
falled before. Hetter go back. TI -re

i more danger for you in this envatry |

than you dream of."

His teeth came flercely together and
bls handas were clenched. His thoughts
had gone llke & flash to Lenors. Was

it ponsible that harm was Intended for |
He put the idea away from him |

her?
almost as soon as concelved. The
thing was unimaginable, Craig was
here, must be here, In the close vi-
clnity of the house.

The atmosphere of the pleasant
breakfast room to which In due course
he deacended, was chearful enough
Lady Ashlelgh had already taken ha:
place 8L the hgad of the table.

Bhe touched mu electric bell unde:

her fool and a moment or two Inler]

the butler appeared.

"“Go up and see how long your mac
ter will be?" Lady Ashlelgh directed,

"Very good, your ladyshlp."

The man was backing through the
doorway in his usual dignified manner
when he was suddenly pushed on one
elde. The valet who had walted upap
Quest, and who was Lord Ashleisbhs
own servant, rughad Into the room,
He almost shouted to Lady Ashlelgh:

“Your ladyship—tlie master! Some-
thing has happened! He won't move!
He—he—"

They all trooped out of the room
and up the stalrs, the professor lend.
Ing the way. They pushed open the
door of Lord Ashlelgh's bedchamber.
In the far corner of the large room
was the four-poster, and underneath
the clotliea w eilent figurs. The pro-
fessor turned down the sheets. Then
he beld out his hand, His face, too,
was blanched.

“Jullp, don’t come,” he begged.

“I must know,” she almost shrieked
I must know!"

“George 168 dead,” ®he professor sald
glowly.

There was a moment's awful ellence,
broken by aplercing screnm from Lady
Ashlpigh. She sank dowp upon the
#ofn, and the professor leaned over
her. Quest turned to the little group
of frightened servants who were gath-
ered round the doorwny.

“Telephone for a doctor,” he or
dered; “also to tha local police sta-
tlon.

“He, too, approached the bed and
reverently lfted the covering. Lord
Ashleigh was lylng there, his body a
little doubled vp, his arms wide out:
etretched. 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 face was whltar

and pinched.
“"Quest!
“My brother!—George, whom [ Joved

torn |

e |

A sudden
He !

Quest!" he almost sobbed,

| ike nobody else on earth! Is he res.

Iy dead?™

“Absolutely!"

The professor gripped the cak pillar
| of the bedstead. He seemed on the
1 point of collapse,

“The mark of the Hands I8 upon
his throat," Quest pointed out.

“The Hands! Oh, my God!" the
' professor gronned.

“We must not eat or drink or sleep,”
Quest declared, flercely, "until we have
| brought this matter to an end, ‘Cralg
+ must be found. This Is the supreme
! horror of all.”

i The butler made an spologetic sp-
pearance. He spoke in m hushed whis-
per,

“You are wanted downstairs, gentle-
men.  Middleton, the head keeper, Is
there.”

As though |nspired with & common

| idea, both Quest and the professor hur-

ried out of the room and down the
broad siairs. Thelr Ipsplration was
a true opne. The gamekeecper wel
comed them with a smile or triumph,
By his side, the picture of abject mis-
ery, his clothes torn and muddy, was
Cralg!

| "I've Imagined this little job, sir,”
| Middleton announced, with & smile of

| slow trlumph. -
| “How did you get him?" Quest ‘de-
mauded.

|_ “Little ldea of my own,” the game-
Ikenper continued. "1 guessed preity
| well what he'd be up to. He'd tumbled
to'it that the usunl way off the moor
was pretty well guarded, und 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 looke stuff,
That got him all right. When I went
1o look this morning I saw where he'd
fallen through, and there he was, walk-
ing round and round et the bottom like
A caged animal, Your servanits have
telephoned for the police, Mr. Ash-
| lefgh.

Quest suddenly whispered to the pro-
fessor, Then he Lurned te the keeper.

“Bring bim upstairs, Middleton, for
a momont,” he directed, “Follow us,
pléass,"”

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

“Is tasl your work?' he asked,
| Bternly.

Crilg, up tlll then, had spoken no
word, He had shambled to the bed-
side, a broken, yet, in a sense, a stolld
i!‘.sure. The sight of the dead man,
s hiowever, seemed to galvanize him into
| sudden and awful vitality. He threw
| up his arms. His eyes were horrible

8 they glared at those small black

marks. His lips moved backwards und
| forwards, helplessly at first. Then at
ldst he spoke.

| “Sirangled!" he cried.

“One more!"

“I'nat is your work,"” the eriminolo-

| &'l sald, fArmly,

¢ CUrzlg collapsed, He would have
falien bodily to the ground ir Middle-

I Lon's grip had not kept him up, Quest

ol over him, 1t was clear that he

had fainted. They led him from the

room,
{ “We'd better lock him up untll the

poilee arrive,” Quest suggested. I
sUppose there is a safe place some-
wheral"

The professor awoke
stupor,

“Lat me show you," he begged. "I
know the way. We've a subterranean
bl place which no eriminal on this
edrth eould escape from."

They led him down to the back part
of the house into a dry cellar which
had the pppeéarance of & prison cell,

“This place has been used belore
uow, in the old duys, for malefactors,”
the professor remarked. “He'll' be
sife there. Cralg,” he added, his
voice trembling, “Craig—I—1 can't
speak to you, How could you!"

There wae no answer. Cralg's face
was buried in his baude. They left
him there and turned the key.

from his

CHAPTER XXI.

Quest stood, frownlug, upon the
bavement, gazing at the obvioualy
empty house, He looked once more
at the slip of paper which Lenora bad
Eiven him. There wus no possibility
of any mistake:

Mre. Willet,
157 Elsmere Road,
Hampstead,

This was 167 and the house was
empty. After a moment's hesitation
lie rang the bell at the adjoining door.
A woman, who hnd been watehing
him from the front room, answered the
fUmmons at once,

"Can you tell me he I[nquired,
“whet has become of the lady who
used tu live at 167—Mre. Willet?”

"She's moved,” was the uncompro-
mising reply.

“Do you kmow where tol”

Quest

Court rosd. There was & young lady | at Hamblin rosd for the professor and 1'
::;gmhﬁlu afternoon inquiring for i mysell, Maecdougal

and Mha came on

to London. She was staying at Clif

Guost raised his hat. 1t was a reliet, | ford's hotel in Payne street for the

4k any rate, to have newn of Lenora
“I ame¥ery much obliged to you,
madam."
“You're welcome!" was the terse re-

duul guve a new nddress to the

taxi driver and was scarcely able to
reptrain his impatience during the long
drive. They pulled up at last before
a somewhat dingy-looking house. He
rang the bell, which was answered by
& trimJooking little maldservant,

“Is Mrs, Willet {n?" he Inquired.

The maldservant stood on one side
to let him paas, Almost at the same
moment the door of the front room
opened and a pleasant-looking elder-
ly lady appeared.  °

“I am Mrs, Willel," she announced,

“I am Mr. Quest,” the criminologist
told ber quickly. “You may have
heard your niece, Lenora, speak of
u‘

“Then perhaps you ¢an tell me what
bas become of her?' Mrs. Willet ob-
served,

“lsn't she here?

Mrs. Willet ahook her head,

“l had a telogram from her from
Plymouth to say that she was coming,
but I've seen nothing of her aa yet."

' “You've changed your address, you
know," Quest reminded her, after a
moment's reflection.

“T wrote and told her,” Mrs, Willet
began. "After all, though," she went

on thoughtfully, “I am not sure wheth: |

er she could have had the letter. Bot
if she went up to Hampstead, snyone
would tell har where 1 had moved to.
There’s no secret sbout me,"

“Lenorn did go up to 167 Elsmere
roand yeaigrday,” Quest told her, “They
gave her your address here, as they
have just glven it to me*

"Then what's become of the child?"
Mra. Willet demanded,

Quest, whose braln was working
quickly, scribbled upon one of his
cardn the address of the hotel where
he hsd taken rooms and passed it
over.

"Why Lenora dldn’t come on to you
here I ean’t Imagione,” he sald. “How.
ever, T'll go bunck to the hotel whero
#lie was to spend the night after she
arrived.
there., That's my addreas;, Mrs. Willet.
If you hear anything 1 wish you'd let
e know. Lenora's quite & particular
Iriend of mine and 1 am a lttle anx-
loun.”

Quest had already opened the front
door for himwelf and passed out. He
Bprang Into the taxi, which he had
kept waiting.

“Clfford's hotel in Payne street.”
he told the man.

He lit a clgar and smoked furlpusly
all the way, throwing It on to the pave-
ment as he hurried Into the qulet pri-
vate hotel which a fellow passenger
on the steamer had recommended aa
belng enitable for Lencra’s one night
nlone in town.

“Can you tell me If Miss Lenora
Macdougal ia staylng here?” he asked
&t the ofMce.

The woman shook her head.

“Miss Macdougal stayed here the
night before last,” she sald, "and her
luggage Is walting for orders. She left

here yesterday afternoon to go to her |

She may have gone back |

night. and then going on to the aunt
| Well, I've found that aunt. Ehe waa
!umz{nl the girl, but the girl never
| appeared. -

“Where did (his aunt live?” Harda-
way inquired. :
| *No. 17, Princess’ Court road, West
Kenaingtol,” Quest replied. “8he had
just moved there from Elsmere road,
Hampstead. 1 went first to Hampatead.
Lenora had been there and learned
her aupt’s correct address fn West
Kensington. T followed on to Weat
Kensingion and found that the sunt
" was still awalting ber."

A new Interest seemed suddenly to
have crept into Hardaway's manner.

“Lot me sce,” he sald, “If she left
Clifford’s hotel about two, she would
bave been at Hamputead about halft-
past two. Bhe would waste u few min-
|utes n muking inquirles, then she
! probably left Hampstead for West

Kensington, say, st a quarter to three,

Give me at once A& description of the
+young Indy,” he demanded.

Quest drew a photograph from his
pocket and passed it silently over,

“Mr. Quest.,” hé sald, "it ls just pos-
sible that your visit here has been an
exceedingly opportune one."

“Come nlong with me,” he
tinued. “We'll talk as we go.”

They entered & taxi and drove off
westwards,

“Mr. Quest,” he went on, “for two
months we have been on the track of
& man and & woman whom we strong.
Iy suspect of huviog decoyed half a
dozen perfectly respectable young
women, and ahlpped them out to SBouth
| America.”

“The white slave trafc!™ Quest
gasped.

“Something of the sort,” Hardaway

con

| admitted. “Well, we've been closing
! the net around this Interesting couple,
and last night I had information
brought to me upon which we are act-
ing this afternoon,
watched and it seems that they were
gitting !n a tea ploce about three
lo'clock yesterduy afternoon when a
| young woman cntered who was ob-
| viously a stranger to Loudon. You
fee, the time fits in exactly, If your as-
nintant declded to stop on her way to
Keosinglon and get some tea. Bhe
nsked the woman at the desk the best
means of getthig to West Kensington
without taking o taxicab, IHer de
scrigtion tallies exactly with the pho-
tograph you have shown me. The wom-
| an whom my men wers watching ad-
dressed her and offered to show her
the way. They left the place together,
My men followed them. The bouse
has been watched ever since and we
are raiding it this afternoon. You dand
I will just be in tUme.”

He stopped the eab and they got
oul. A man who seemed to be stroll
ing aimlessly along rending a newspa.
per suddenly joined them,

“Well, Dizon?" hin chlef exclalmed.

The man glanced around.

“I've got three men round at the
back, Mr. Hardaway," he sald. “It's
Impossible for anyune to leave the
place.”

Hardaway puused to consider a mo

sunt's, and promised to send for her ! vl

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 wus some foundation for this
queer menue of depresslon which had
been hovering about him for the last
few days!

“Scotland Yard," he told the taxi
driver.

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

Cralg Escapes From the Cellar,

amared at his own sensations, con-
sclous of fears and emotions of which
he would never have belleved himsell
cepable. He gave In his card, and
after a few momants' delay he was
shown into the presence of one of the
chiets of the detective department,
who greeted him warmly.

"My name {s Hardaway."” the Iatter
announoced, ‘

"My asslstant, & young lady, Miss
Lenarn Macdougal, has digappeared!

She nnd 1 and Professor Ashlelgh Jaft [

e

“Look hore,” 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. Lgt me go. I'll
get in all right”

\ “All right," ho assented. “We shall
follow you up preity closely, though

Quest stepped back into the taxi and
gave the driver a direction. When he
emerged in front of the bandsome gray
slone house he seemed to have be-
come complstely transformed. There
was & [atuous amile upon his lps. He
crossed the pavement with difeulty,
stumbling up the steps, and held on
the knocker with one hand while he
consulted & slip of paper. He had
scarcely rung the bell before a slightly
parted curtaln in the front room fell
together and & moment later the door
wan opened by n man In the lvery of

We've had them '

"uskod, engerly. " | the stedmer at Flymouth an traveisd
“West Kensington—No. 17 Princeas | 0p n the boat train. It was atopped

The Master Builts

‘Are Here

600 PAIR FOOTSCHULZE & CO.’S SAMPLE
SHOES DISPLAYED IN OUR STORE. EVERY-

THING IN NEWEST FOOTWEAR, ALL PRICED
AT A WONDERFUL SAVING.

THE HUB

The Drummers' Sample Store

Irrigation -- Specialities

LET US FIGURE YOUR WANTS

ELECTRIC MOTORS
GASOLINE AND OIL ENGINES

Fresh from the well Auto-Pneumatic Water Systems

WINDMILLS AND WATER WHEELS

General |
Agents !

Fairbanks Morse & Co.

Byron Jackson Pumps
Oakland Automobiles

J. J. QUINLAND CO. Inc.

Salesroom & Shops
Island ' City,

BERTRIZ MICHELENA

in
MIGNON

Operatic Mastzrplece in Photoplay
SHERRY'S—MONDAY AND TUESDAY
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(Continued on Page 8.)

CURREY
INSURANCE

WANTS TO

WRITE YOUR

Fire, Life,

Accident, Health’

Plate Glass, :
Automobile @ Bonds

La Grande, Ore.,
108 . Elm Street
Phone Black 2001
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George Huntington Currey,

Geo. H. Currey

Agent for Palmer Logged Over Lands—$1

“If Its Insurable; Currey Can Insure It”

Manager Insurance
Department

He Who Moves

Real Estate

5 per acre, $1.50 per year—Investigate
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