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Ferrers Locke,

: Blackmail !

% T'S a shame, Locke. I know that!”’ .
Detective-inspector Riley of the Criminal Investigatior
Department, Scotland Yard, spoke apologetically.
He was seated in Ferrers Locke’s consulting-room in Baker

Street, Jack Drake had just shown him in,

Locke smiled.

“ My dear fellow, I am very giad to see you!” he answered

“Not so glad as I am to see you, I'll bet & pony!” eaid the big,
ruddy inepector. “ I've been round here a dozen times in the
last week, at least, to see whether you were back, and I could
have jumped with joy when that Chinee of yours told me he'd
had a cable that you were coming. But it's a shame—a dashed
si:ame—to drop on you like this, your very first morning!™

““Nobt a bit of it,” Ferrers Locke assured him, ‘1 am quite
ready for work again, Riley. If there is anything I ecan do for
¥Ou "

“You ecan bet there is, or I shouldn't have been haunting Baker
Street looking for you,” said the = *You've heen away a
long time, Lccke—over the water,

“In the South Seas,” said Ferrers

“ Looking for somebody, I suppose?’

“ Yeu't

“ And you've found him?"

“ Exactly.”

“The Scuth Seas!”” said the inspecior. * You're a lucky man.
Locke, to get out of the dust and turmoil of this old town, among
the cocoanuts and—and monkey-nuts, and—and things.” Mr. Riley
seemed rather vague on the subject of the South Seas. *‘ But
youw're back—that's the great thing. You omnly got into your
cld rooms yesterday, I bolieve?”

“That's so.”

“ And here I come bumping in the very next morning, to bhother
vou,”’ said Mr. Riley. “ I say again, it's a shame. But you're
not going to turn me out, as you ought—you're going to lend
sne your ears, as the johnny says in the play. And you're going
to give me your advice about that confounded Black Triangle.”

“The what?”

‘“ The Black Triangle,”
of it

*Net until  tlis moment,” s
terest me, inspecicr.
it mean?"”

* That's what we all want to know,"’ said Inspector Riley,
was rever leard of, so far as I know, until after you had
London on your little jaunt to the South Sea Isiands. But
een heard a good deal of since, I can tell you. The Department
is keeping it as dark as possible. But plenty is known to the
public, and there's something like a scare. sir Julius Krumm has
paid dewn his five thousand pounds, telling us plainly that he's
done it to save his life, because we can't help him, It's a bhit
bitter, but the truth is,” said Mr. Riley, sinking lis voice, though
thete was no one to hear save Ferrers Locke and his boy as it
“ the truth is, Locke, that I think he was wise to shell cut.

Jack Drake looked curiously at the imspector. So far as he
could see, the man from Scotland Yard was speaking in riddles.

Locke raised his eyebrows inquiringly.

“.‘Sl’ir Julius Krumm?" repeated Locke.

o Ves

“ The muaition millionaire?”

“ That’s the johnny.”

“He has paid five thousand pounds to save his life!” said
Ferrers Locke blankly. © Weould you mind telling me, my dear
Riley, what on earth ycu are talking aboui?”

“T'm talking about the Black Triangle,”
. testily.

“ You forget that I am fresh from the South Seas,” said Ferrers
Locke. ‘“The London daily papers de not circulate in Henolulu,
or even in San Francisco. And from there I came direct, without
lrsing time—and I have not looked at a paper yet, my dear
fellow. You wiill have to tell me what London has been saying
and doing."” -

Mr. Riley nodded.

“1 suppose I'd better sfart at the beginning.”

“It is.a good plan,” said Locke, with a slight touch-of irony.
'“Of course, you might begin in the middle, or ever &t the end.
But the beginning is a4 good place.”

“ It’s really not a joking matter, Locke,” said the inspector,
with a rather rueful smile. *“It's no joke on us to be tcld thay
we can't protect the lives of the citizens of Londom from a

gaid the inzpector. “ You've never heard

i1 Ferrers Locke, ‘' But

Vhat iz the Black Trirugle, and

it’s

said the inspecter

THE B
TRIANGLE!
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blackmailing scoundrel who dces not stop short of wilful murder.™
‘80 bad as that?” "
“ Quite. I'll tell you how it started—I've got the data here.
Inspector Riley cpened a-fat pocketbook, and passed a newspaper-
cutbing acrces to the Baker Street detective, * That's an ad. that
appeaTed in the personal column of half-a:dozen newspapersa three
weeks ago. It was repeated a good many times, and attracted
some abtention from its very mysteriousness. Some ot the papers
mentioned it, and joked about if. People talked about it in trams
and Tubes. It grew to he a regular joke, and ncbody guessed
then that it meant tragedy.”
rrers Locke looked at the cutting.
ph, as fclicws:

“ THE BLACK TRIANGLE.

It was a single shord

£5,000, or Death!”

Inspector Riley watehed the detective’s face. Locke looked up,
and. met his eyes, with a slightly puzzled expressior.

“ What would you take that to imply, Locke?”

“ A bad joke on the part of some person, o0i persons, unkncewn,”
answered Ferrers Locke.

“ That was my opinion at the time,” said Mr. Riley. * It might,
of course, be some sort of a cryptogram; but, on the face of it. it
is one of the cabches that practical jokers sometimes insert in
the personal colummns in the papers, to puzzle the public. Lots
people read the persomal paragraphs and try to decipher th
and practical jokers pull their leg scmetimes.”’

** That is so0.”

“No douht the newspaper people th
inspecter. ** Of course, they'd never have inserted the paragraph
if they'd known it was the advertizement of a desperate gang of
criminals.”

* Hardly."”

© Bub it was. It was a week after that paragraph had appeared
several times in a dozen papers that John Builder, the head of
Builder and Company, the stockbrokers, came to see us, In a state
of alarm—not to say, funk. He had received this letter.”

The ipspector laid a letter on the table at Locke's eibow,

Keenly interested now, the Baker Street detective looked at it.

The letter a single s of notepaper, of a good thiek
suajity, Ther o ad: on it. In the centre of the top a
pen. Under the triangle the

ught 0," continued the

typed.
demands £35,0560, Will you pay

‘We  sueceeded reassuring  Mr. Builder,” on  the
ingpector, * The fact iz, 1 looked om it as a practi 1 joke by
somebody who had seen the Black Triangle advertisemen:
Besides, you see, that letter doesn't mention how or whe- t
money was to he paid. I really thought no more of the ma s
But the next day Mr. Builder came again. He had received a
second letter—-they'd given the first notiee twenty-four hours tv
sink in, you ses. Here's the second lettér.”

Locke glanced at it,

The black triangle appeared on the paper again, but the message
was a longer one. It ran:

© You will have £5,000 in htanknotes, fives and tens, on your
person on Wednesday. You will hand them, in a packet, without
a word, to a man who will pass you in the street and whispat
the word *Triangle.’” If vou speak to the police, or if the notes
are afterwards stopped, nothing can save your life.”

© You did not regard this letter as a practical joke, Riley?™
asked TFerrers Lceke quietly.

“No. We took every precaution,’” said the inspector. 6
Wednesday, Mr. Builder came” up from Surbiten to the City by
train, as usual, with two plain<clothes men in th> carriage w
him. He was shadowed to his office, and 2 Yard man was taker
on, under the guise of a new secretary, to the day wita
him.  Another Yard man lunched with him at restaurant, and
walked back to his office with him. The plain-clothes men wen
with him to his train, and travelled back to Surbiton with him.
1f anyons had accosted him that day with the whispered word
< Triangle,” the rascal would have been railed without fail,”

“ But no one did?"” .

© No. It's pretty clear that they spotied that Mr. Euilder was
being watched by us, and they let him alome.”

© And then?”

“ By the next merning's
letter—this.””

Locke glanced at the third lefter

or die?”
+

cst, Mr. Builder receirsd & third
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Again the black-inked triangle appeared, with a written sentenze
below it, in type:
“ PREPARE FOR DEATH!"

“ The poor gentlemian was in a blue funk,” continue! the
inspector. ** The blackmailer—or blackmaijlers—knew that he had
applied for police protection, and that they would have been
nabbed if they had carried on with their stunt., They had sen-
tenced him to death., I—1 more than half thovgnt I pure
bluff. But Mr. Builder eclaimed protection, and three of our
best”men were told off to guard him day and night. And—and

He pansed.
“ And——"" said Ferrers Locke. ’
“ On the Thur:day he wae murdered!” said Mr. Riley.

A WNaster of Crime!

ACK DRAKE gave a start ae the inspector reached his dramatic

conelusion. 'The boy detective had listened with the keenest

interest to the strange story. He stole a glance at his chief,

Ferrers Locke was sitting bolt upright in his ehair now, and
his eyes were gii-tening, Hiz Tace was ae impassive as ever,
but Drake knew that lock is he eyes of his chief. All the famous
detective's interest was roused now.

. ¥urderet1?" repeated Ferrers Loecke quietly,

“ Yes.

“In what way?”

“He was shot through the heagt, through the window of the
dining-room in his villa at Surbiton. A Scotland Yard man
was dining with him, sitting opposite him, at the moment the
shot was fired.”

‘A daring act,” sald Locke.

«1 chould say so. I've had a pretty long experience ol erima
and criminals, but T never came across anything like it,” eaid Mr.
Riley. ‘*The audacity of it fairly took my breath away.”

“ And the assassin escaped?”’

- “He got clean away. The Yard man vicked up My, Builder
23 he fell from bis chair, and iaid him on the rug. He died almott
instanptanecusly. The man did not lcse more than balf a minute.
Then he was in the garden, hunting for the man who fired the
shot. There were tracks feund—signs wherc a man had climbed
a low wall, tyre-marks in the lane at the back, where a motcr-
ecar had waited, And that was all.”

““No clue since?”

«“ None, excepiing this. This postcard was delivered- ab Mr.

. Builder's house on the morning following the crime.”

Locke glanced at the card.

It bore the sign of the Black Triangle, and the word ' One.”’
That was ail.

“ Needless tor say. there was a furore at the Yard,” said Mr.
Riley grimly. “ But the matter was closed; we found out simply
nothing. The villain had not leit a clue behind him. The
censation was tremendous. Some enterprising. journalists got hold
of the Black Triangle, and made a lot of it. Whether some special
enemy of Mr. Builder’s had dealt with him, or whether it was
all part of a huge blackmailing stunt, we did not know—til{ the
second case happened.”

* Then there was a éecond case?”

“The case of Lord Flexwood. He received the two warning
letters, as Mr. Builder had done—facsimiles of these. The whole
afair ran on all fours with the Builder caze. His lordship came to
us as a matter of course, but he was less keen or taking pre-
cautions than the stockbroker had been. He carriel a revolver,
and diedained police protection. But our men kept him under
watch all the same, as you can imagine.”

“Naturally,” said Lccke, ** And be refused to yleld to the
~demand?”’

“He took no notice of the threat at all, excepting to plac:
the threafening letters in our hands.”

** And the resuit?”

“He was shot in his moior<ar on the Brighton rcad. He was
going down to Brighton for the week-end. His chauffeur heard a
shot from the roadside, but did not know till later that it had
struck his cmployer. He supposed that someone was out shoeting,
so far as he noticed it at all, But later on, looking back into
the ear, he noticed his lordship sitting crumpled up in a corner,
stopped the car, and looked at him. He had been shot through
the brain, and killed instantly.”

THE ROGUES' GALLERY:

“ What weapon was used?’ asked Locke. ‘‘Not & revolver?:

“ No; it was a rifle-bullet.”

“ Exactly where did it happen?”

“The chauffeur is positive that when he heard the shot the car
was less than a hundred yards past the village of Ishill.™

“ And what followed?” .

“ This postcard, delivered at Lord Fiexwood's town address on
the following morning.” «

Inspector Riley laid the ecard on the table. Ib bore b
black triangle and tie word  Two.”

“The papers were full of it,” resumed the inspector. “ The
postcard was seen and read by hall-a-dozen servants in Lord
Flexwood’s town house, and they talked, naturally. We wanted
to prevent a scare, so far as possible, but there was little to
be done. And a few days afterwards Sir Julius Krumm received a
letter irom the Black Triangle gang. He ’'phoned us up, and 1
fairly flew round to his house in Park Lane. But the miilionaire’s
nerve had petered out before I reached him.” The inspector
enorted. ““He told me plainiy that, after what had happened
to Mr. Builder and Lord Flexwood, he wasn't taking chances. I
pointed out to him that it was really illegal to hand money to
a blackmailer, kpown to be a murderer, on threats. He answered
that he was going to pay the money to save his life, and that
he was going to consult with his lawyer, to adviee him whether
he could sue Scotland Yard for damages.” Mr. Riley made a
wry face. *‘That was rather a facer for me. I bowed myseif
out.”

*“He paid the money?”

“Ive couldn't get a word out of him afterwards. But we made
some discreet inquiries, and learned that he had drawn five
thousand pounds from his bank, in notes of five and ten,”

“ The inference is pretty clear.”

¢ Quite clear.”

«The bank had the numberse of the mnotes, of course’ &aid
Ferrers Locke. “ Did you obtain them?”
“They had the numbers, of course,” said the inspector. * Buy

Sir Julins had taken measures againet that. You note that the
Black Triangle gang threaten their victHims with death if the
notes are stopped. And there is no doubt that they would kaep

their word, after what bas happened. Sir Julius had warned the
bank manager that under ne circumstances was he to reveal the

he

numbers of that epecial lot of notes to any inguirer, even i
police, The manager knew his reason, and stuek to his sech
Of course, we have ways of compeiling a man to give information,
but—but—you understand, in the present circumstances,
measures to enforce such a communication would have
awkward.”

Locke nodded.

“Quite so. But, with the numbers of the notes, you woulid Lave
had a chance of tracing the man. It would have been btut a
slim chance, however, The man who has planned o desperate a
campaign as this- has, no doubt, taken his measures cavefully.
The notes may not be put in ecirculation for years—and only a
few at a time—and in all probability they will he changed in
foreign countries. A trip to Paris and a visit to a dozen moncy-
changers would do the trick, The French notes received in ex-
change could be changed later. There would be little trace of
the blackmailer. He is evidently a man operating on a large ecaie,
and not in need of ready money.”

The Baker Street detective reflected for a minute.

“Ys the case of Sir Juliue Krumm the last?” he asked.

“ 8o far as we know.”

“ You mean?”

Inspector Riley shrugged his shoulders.

“1 mean that others may bave received Black Triangle letters,
and complied with the demand without notifying the police,” he
aaid. “Qir Julins Krumm's action is pretty well known, amld
others, if threatened, may have followed his example. What hap-
pened to Mr. Builder and Lerd Flexwood scared Sir Julius into
ransoming his life. It may have had the same effect on otbers,
For all we know, hali a dozen victims may have paid ovar five
thousand pounds to the Black Triangle, without. a word being
spoken. Why, it may go on indefinitely, if something is mnot
done!” exclaimed the inspector. ‘ The scoundrel may pile up a
huge fortune by blackmail while we twiddle our thumbs at the
Yard. You've got to help us, Locke! So you understand how
glad 1 was when your Chinee said you were coming back.
pearly dropped in om you last night.”

PAPPASINSPALINPNINI NI PN IN PN N

SOME OF THE VILLAINS FERRERS
LOCKE, THE QREAT DETECTIVE,
HAS BROUGHT TO JUSTICE.

1 =

BARON BURTONHURST.

An impostor who has ¢n-
gineered many big crimes,

“SLICK™ STANLEY.

A racing {rickster cor-
nered by Ferrers Locke.

The  flnancial swindler,
well-known in the City,

BLACK MICBAEL, REVERS BURNLEY,

0f Moscow, the Russian A master of the art of
criminal who defied the disguise,
law for years,
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Ferrers Locke held out his hand, and the ragamuffin placed a sealed

envelope inif, * Who gave you this P » asiked Locke. “ A queer

old customer with bushy whiskers and great big specs., sir,”
answered ke boy.

“1 have missed a good deal by my voyage to the South Seas,”

sald the Baker Bireet detective. “You needn't apologise for
dropping in on me, Riley. I'm only tco glad to get on to this
case.”’

‘“ You'll take it up?"

““With all my heart.'’

DNetective-inspector Riley drew a deep breath of retief.

“1t any man can deal with the Blaek Triangle, Locke, you're
the man,” -he said. “ We're not beaten—not exactly beaten—but
if you can help us, we shall be grateful. We—

The door opened, and admitted Sing-Sing, with a letter on a
ealver.

. ‘* Messengee hling lettee for Missy Locke.
said the Chinee.

Locke nodded, and took the letter from the salver.

Sing-Sing retired, with his noiseless footsteps.

“Is the messenger w. ng, Sing-Sing?"

‘“ No waitee—goey way.

“Very good.”

Six 3¢ closed the door.

‘“ Excuse me a moment, Riley!"”

Sayee velly special!”

“ Certainly,” said the inspector.. I dare say I'm nct the only
man glad to hear that ycu're hack in London, Locke. But, who-
ever it is, yeu ve got to put him off till you've dealt with the

Black '1[‘]9\1’]‘71(’
Ferrers Locke nodded and smiled, and cut open the envelope
with a paperknife.
is face changed a hJIe as “e looked at the lette“ A hard,
lins set in a tight line.

“('er came into his
ke watched him inspector sat upright,

'1-'9

msone hing :tawﬂmu Locke?™
* A little. Lock!
Ferrers Locke toesed the lefter upan the table, and the inspector

and Jack Drake gtanced at it wnultan ously.

In the centre of the. top of a single sheet of ﬂnc». notepaper
was marked a black triangle. Under it was typed:

““ Ferrers Locke,—You are warned not to intervene in this case.
Take one step, and it will be. known to us, and your death
will follow. Remember Mr. Builder and Lord Flexwooc, and take
warning!”’ s ’

That was all!

——

. An Old Foe!
ERRERS LOCKE smiled slightly.
Inspector Riley’'s ruddy face was 2 little pale. Jack Drake
breathed quick and hard.
“ A rather startling epistle on my first morning home,”
drawled the Baker Street detective.
“ Good heavens!” The inspector
know you are on the case, then, Locke.

“You were watched coming here, Riley,”
“ Your sh'adower knew, of course, why you came.
need telling.”

Inspector Riley nodded slowly.

* “You're right, Locke. By hﬂa\ens‘ The daring scoundrel! But
l'the messenger who brought this—it may be pos:‘.b’e to trace
yim—-""

Riley started to his feet.

‘“ Scarcely,” eaid Ferrers Locke, unmoved. ‘I imagine he had
stepped into a car befere Sing-Sing brought the letter in to
me, and he is probably miles away by this time.” -

The inspector sank back into his chair.

“I suppose you're right, Locke, The Black Triangle will nof
be caught so easily as all that.”

Locke turned the letter over im his hand,
attentively, Drake caught his eye.

ticked his dry 1.1
And yet—-"'

said Ferrvers Locke
He would not

examining iy

“ They .

“May I—" began Drake.

‘“ 3peak, my boy.

“ You've often told me, sir, that typewriting can be tr?ced'
said Drake diffidently. * No two machines write exactly alike.”

“ Quite so, my boy,” said Ferrers Locke. “ This note, for
instance, was written uwpon a Remington machine, with Elita
type, which has had a good deal of use. Several of the letters
are slightly out of ah"nmem and the capital ‘L' is a lhittle
battered, Many of the lettef* are worn in places, and the same
traces shcw in all these Black Triangle cummunhat!om They
were all typed on the same machine. It that machine had beel
Iired for temporary use, these clues would have been 1able.
But, undoubtedly, the Black Triangle owns his machin~, ane iv is
never seen hy any eye bub his own. I am afraid thxt the charac-
ter of the typewriting will not, therefore, help us.

Drake nedded,

“No ﬁnger-prints on the paper, sir?"”

‘““ None. It was handled with gloves on, I should say—certainly
sc, if the man knows his business, as he evidently does.”

Inspector Riley fixed his eyes upon the Baker Street detective.

“ You're not allowing that threat to influence you, Locked”

‘“ Scarcely.” .

“You're keepmv on with the cage?
. ““Certainly.

“Good man! 1 teckon he thought he could scare ycu off
hecause you're a private decective,” said the inspector thsught-
fully. “ They haven't tried this game on us at the VYard.”

Jack Drake smiled behind the inspector’s head,

The thought was in his mind that the Black Triangle dia not
’Iclhreaten Inspector Riley because the blackmailer did not fear

im.

The threat to Ferrers Locke had only one meaning to Drake's
mind—that Locke was feared, and was considered wortit powder
and shot by the desperate rascal who used the sign of the
Black Triangle.

Such a thought was not likely to cccur to Mr. Riley, however.

“When are you beginning on the Lecke?™ asked the -
inspector, after a thoughtful pause.

“ This minute!” answered Locke, gt

“Good man! And the first step?’

‘““ A big think,” said the detective. ‘‘Leave me to it, Riley.
At prcsent there is not a single clue that is worth while. I have
the glimmering of a plan in my head. Is 8ir Julins Krumm in
town now?"’ >

“Yes, at his house in Park Lane. He will tell yeu nothing,
however,” said Mr. Riley. ‘ He is scared to death, and as
close as an oyster, You can ask him on the telephone 'and sce..

“T think I will call.”

“ The 'phone will save your time, for he will
want, and most likely refuse to see you."

case,

Iy.

guess what you

“ Which will net matter in the least,” said Ferrers Locke
“tranquilly. ** I only want to he seen entering his house.”

“ But why?

“ 80 that the Black Triangle wili know that his threat has

had no effect on me, and will krow that I have taken up the
case.”

‘““You think ycu will be ghadowed, then?”

“T know it.”

The inspector rubbed his hands.

“Thats an opening, Locke. If you are foilowed when youn
leave this house, I sha'n't be far away, and if I don’t spat your
shadower, I'll resign my position at the Yard, and go into the
country and grow turnips.”

Leeke smiled, and shook hands
man frem Scotiand Yard tock
his satisfaction at the interview.

After he was gone Leocke made a sign to Drake, who febched
the tobaces-jar and placed it at biz chief's elbow, and then sat
down guietly at his des vas a long silence in the room,

Ferrerz Leocke 4 refited it again and again,
‘vll the rocm w He was hardly comseious of
noked little— was
t when he had a
forgot his usual
ed while he t"wu"ht it cut—and sometimes Dirake
tobacco that disappcared

with the inspector, and the burly
leave, his ruddy face expressing

problem
are, and em-
was a little startled by the amosunt of
on such cccasiops.
It was a good hour before the Baker Strect
Then he laid down his pipe, and glanced at Drake, and smiled

detective stirred.

The boy detective met his cyes eagerly,
oy,” said Ferrers
under the s

slightly.
““ A very curicus case, DPrake, my b
his quiet tones. ‘“ The man who Wwof
Black Triangle is a criminal in a thousand—a fceman worthy
of cur steel, my hoy! A more ruthless. villain has seldom been
mentioned in the annale of crime. He seems to have committed
two cold-blooded murders, simply as a warning to his cther
victims not to resist his attempts at blackmail. And the warning
has evidently been successful. We shall he doing the public a
service, Drake, if we sclve the mystery of the Black Triangle.”

“ And we shall, sir, if you take it in hanf!" eaid Jack Drake
confidently.

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“1 hope so0, Drake. As I said, the criminal is a man in a

thousand for coolneéss, duermlnatxon, resource, and utter ruthless-
ness. In my career I have come upon one man who answers to
the description—and one man only.”

He paused.

“ And that man, sir?”

“You have met him, Drake.

Drake started.

““ Count Sazineff!”

‘“ He escaped from prhon. some months ago, after we succeeded
in sending him there,” said Ferrers Locke. ‘I have been expecting
to hear of him again. He has been lying low. The police believe
that he has succeeded in escaping from England.”

“But you do not think go, sir?”

“1 do noct thmk he would desire to e;,cape from Engian,.'
sald Locke, . ‘‘London is the natural home of the counu
the richest city in the world, where he finds his prey, where

It is Count Sazineff!'
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there 1s unlimited wealth to be had for the taking. I have no
ciue to guide me at present, Drake, but, unless my instined
Jeceives me, the Black Triangle will prove to be the new campaign
I have been expecting Count Sazineff to begin. If it ie not so,
ihere i3 evidently another criminal in London as desperate, ae
ciever, and as ruthless as the count—whieh I doubt.”

1t will not be easy to find him, sir/2

Locke shook his head.

* My theory as to hix identity, Drake, does not help us. The
ecount, if he iz in London, is lying low in deep disguise and under

another name. We have to proceed as if the criminal were totally .
unknown to us-—as, in fact, he is.” Locke glanced at his watch.

- We have time to make a call before lunch. Tell Wootton 1o
bring round the car,™

rake quitted the room at once.

His heart wuas beating with excitement now. Tf the cnemy

Ferrers Locke had to tackle was indeed Count Boris Sazineff, the
master criminal, Drake knew that there was a long and desperate
conftict before the famous detective. It was a conflict of which
tihe end could not he foretold, in which death lurked in every
shadow. But vhere was no fear in the hoy detective's heart. Where
icerrers Locke led he was ready to follow even into the valley of
the shadow of deaih.

Ten minutes later Locke and his hoy assistant were seated in the
ear, and ihe chauffeur drove rapidly to Park Lane,

’ ‘The Last Warning. )

IR JULIUY KRUMM’S mansion in Park Lane was a statcy

building. Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake were admitted to a

spacious hall by a butler as stately as the mansion. As a

matter of fact, the butler had been taken over at tho

same time as the mansion, frem an impoverished nobleman, hy
the munition millionaire. . .

Locke's card was taken in to Sir Julius, the callers being shown
into a reom to wait.

In a tew minutes the butler returned. .

«gir Fulins is sorry that ke cannot see you, Mr. Locke!”

“ One moment,” said Locke. .

He wrote on the back of one of his profesa_mna] ‘cards,
« Important business in connection with the Black Triangle.”

< Pake that to your master, please,”” he said,

“ Yery well, sir”

Locke smiled to his boy aseistant as the butler left them.

“7 suppose he's in a blue lunk, sir,” remarked Drake.

* Obviously,”’ gaid Locke. ** He fears the vengeance of the B_lac‘.(
Triangle if ke has any dealings with potice or detectives.
Perhaps he is right, from his own point of view.:

The hutler returned. -

d Locke.
declines to see you, sir, and he says that he does
interest yourself in his affairs in any way

“Well 7"

“ 8ir Julius
notv desire you to
whatever, sir,”

(Continwed on next page.)
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“ Thapk you!" said Ferrers Loeke imperturbably.

The Baker Street detective and his istant were shown out.
As they descended the steps to Park Laze, Ferrers Locke's eyes
were very keenly about him.

On the opposite side of the park railings, a dozen pedestricns
could be seen, and any one of them inight have been watching the
detective’s car,

Lecke and Drake stepped into the car,

“ Home'!" said Ferrers Lceke, briedly.

The car rolled away.

“N.G., sir!” gaid Drake, glancing at his chief.

<1 did not expeet Sir Julius to see me,” said Locke. T simply
dezired to let my shadower kncw for certain that 1 am on the
case.”’

““You think we are shadowed, sir?”

©{ am sure of it. But it is done cunningly, and I confess that
1 cannct zpot the shadower,” said Lecke. E
© But what is the object of letting the Black Triangle know

that e are working against him, eir?” asked Druke, puzzled.
s Isn't it giving away a peint®”

“'You forget the threat in his letter, Drake, It T take the
case, he threatens me with death., He will certainly attempt to
carry out his threat—partly because he is a determinel villain
who does not make idle thrcats, and partly because he undoubtedly
fears me as a pursuer.” Locke si d griml “In that case,
Drake, he will make the first move, and in making it, my boy,
he will have to show his hand. And it will go hard but that
I shall lsarn something of him frem what he dces.”

“I—1 understand.”

Drake drew a deep hreath, He understoed clearly enough now.
Ferrers Locke was sebting his life upon the cast. If the unknown
blackmailer attempted his life and failed, there might be =2
clue.  If he succeeded——  But Drake drove that dark thought
from his mind.

The car stcpped at the house in Baker Street.
of Inspector Riley leomed up zs Locke alighted.

“You here?” said Locke.

“I've been on guard,” explained the inspector.
shadowed when you left, Locke.”

“Yecu think not?” smiled Locke.

“Not o far as I could see,” anawered the inspector, “and 1
fiatter myself I'm fairly kecn-eyed.”

“No doubt,” assenfed Loeke. “But I am f
the Black Triangle knows before this that T have
Julius Krumm, and knows, therefere, that 1 am on
definitely.”

Inspector Riley smiled incredulously.

“You give him too much credit, I think, Locke. He isa cunning
and clever scoundrel, certainly; but there are limits "

A little ragamufin came along Baker Street, whistiing sheilly,
Ie stopped before the group of three by the motor-car, and
teuched a ragged cap and grinned.

“ Which of you gents that there car belong to?” he asked.
“1 got a note for the gent it belongs to:”

“To me,”’ said Ferrers Lecke guietly.

He held out his band, and the ragamufiin placed a sealed
envelope in it.

“YWhen was this given to you, my boy?” asked Locke, without
cpening the envelope. .

“ Pive minutes ago, sir. Geunt says it's for .the -gent in this ‘ere
car, sir, and said it would stop abcut ‘ere, sir. So I followed. He
give me ’arf-a-crown.”

“ What was he like?"

The bey grinned. )

“ Queer old customer, with bushy whiskers, sir, and great big
specs., sir. Looked about a hundred years old.”

“Did you sec where he went?”

“ e got into a car, sir.”

“ Thank  yvou!” seaid Locke, and he gave the Loy a shiliing.

And the ragamuffin etrolled away very cheeriully.

“1What dces all this mean?’ asked the inspector. “ Do you
1hink it has a hing to do with the case in hand, Locke?”

[ think so0.”” said Ferrers Locke qguietly.

He opened the envelope. There was a card inside, and on the
card the sign of the Black Triangle caught the eyes of the
ingpector as Locke held it up. There was a centence under it—
net typewritten this time. but printed, in capital letters, with a
pencil :

“ FERRERS
WARNING!

The portly figure

“You wers not

iy sure that
called on Sir
the casec

LOCKE! YOU HAVE DISREGARDED THE
PREPARE FOR DFATH!™

Shot for Shot.

“' v Gad!’ muttered the inspecter thiekly. ¢ By gad! This
B js—is—"" He pansed, -and looked round him, - almost

rervously, into the traffic of Baker Street. Wootton, at a
sign from Ferrers Locke, moved the car on to the garage.

The detective thrust the letter into his pocket. .

“ e knows!” said Riley. “ You were watched, alter all.””

“ Evidently.”

“ You're going to take care, Locke?’'

¢ he host of care, you may depend on it said Ferrers Locke,
with @ smile. * We have a dangerous man to deal with.”

« At least, we have some description of him,” muttered the
inspector.

“ A description of a pretty complete

“ Yes—I suppose 80.” Mr. Riley lecked dise red. ¢ Well. the
best of luck, Locke! T ehail be anxious about you. Good-day!”’

Ferrers Locke and Drake entered tire house. Locke was rather
silent and thcughtful at lunch, but his appetite was quite un-
impaired. .

< And now to work, Drake,” eaid Locke, when they rose from
lunch. B
“ Ready, svi”
¢ You have your revolver?”
‘¢ Yes, sir.” X
Locke opraed a tall cupboard in the wall, and drew from it

t looked 20 Drake like a dressmaker’s model—a life-size figure.
t was built of wires, and cleverly jointed.

you mean.”

Dra_ke watched the detective in silence and growing wonder.

_ Locke preceeded to dress the figure in clothes similar to these
he was wearing himself. A wax mask, strangely life-like, and
bearing a startling resemblance to Locke's own features, and a
wig resembling the detective’s dark, thick air, turced the figure
into Ferrers Locke's double.

Drake looked from one o the other, .

At a dozen feet distance he could hardiy have told the difference
bef‘ween Loeke and the life-like figure.

The detective placed the figure in an armechair, in an easy
attitude, leaning back, with a pipe in the mouth. He wheeled the
chair into a direet line with the window locking on Baker Street.
Drake lecked at him questicningly.

“If you should pass in a ecar, Drake, and glance into this
, would .you not think that vou saw Ferrers Locke sitting
re?” asked the detective, with a
“1 should be sure of it, sir,” sal rake. “ But
window clesed, no_one can see in, as the panes are cl ed.

“On a warm alterncon it is naturai for the window to he
opened,” said Ferrers Locke. ** Take up your stand at the side
of the window, Drake, and be careful to keep in cover of the
curtain. Watch the street” without betraying yoursell.”

1 catch on, sir.”

‘“ The Black T

with the
S

. gle has proved himsell a deadly shot, with
rifle and revolver,’ id Locke, “ Keep in cover.”

Drake tock up his station, and then Ferrers Locke, taking care
to keep: out of t from the street, opened one leaf of the
}‘rench window, which locked on a low -balcony over the area
steps.

Locke drew back to the side of the w
curtains he had a clear view of the stre

From the tdps of motor-'buses that passed, people glanced into
the famous detective's consulting-room carelessly. Anycue who
krew Ferrers Locke hy sight could have had no doubt that the
Baker Street detective was sitting in the armchair, smoking, and
enjoying a breath of fresh air at the same time. The opening was
not wide at the window, but it was wide enough to give a
glimpse of the seated figure.

Strict orders had been given to Sing-Sing to admit no one to
the house. There was no danger of interruption from callers.

Locke waited.

An hour passed—two hours—three hou Jack Drake sank into
2 chair by tiie side of the curtained dow. But Ferrers Locke
;‘emained standing, hardly stirring. He scemed like some statue in
Dronze.

Tt was about half-past four when a ecar, which had passed the
house at a good speed, was seen returning at a slower pace.

ide windows; through the

- It was a large, green-painted Mercédes, closed, though the aftet-

noon was fine and mild. The chauffeur was capped and goggled,
and little could be seen of him.

The car glided by, and for a moment a face looked out. Then
the Mercédeés was gone,

1t had paesed the hcuse twice—first fast, then slow.
mean ncthing, or it might mean much.

Ferrers Locke .waited.

The car had glided on towards Maryiebone.
fater the same car was seen returning—more slowly still.
almost crawling when it passed the detective's house.

Just as it came opposite the open window on the grounc floor. a
f:)u:tet apgenred at the car window, and 2 hand, in which scimething
glittered.

A sharp report rang across Baker Streef.

To most of the crowd that heard it, it seemed probably the
popping of & burst tyre. But it was the crack of a revelver, and,
in an instant, the figure in the chair in Locke’s consulting-room
rfelll sideways. Through the bead, from ear to ear, passed a buliet-
hole.

The instant the shot Lind rung out, the green car started ferward
at a furious pace,

Ferrers Locke leaped through the cpen window to the narrow
balcony. Drake, dazed by the suddenness of the happening, did
not stir.

But Locke was more alert. He was on the balcony in 2 flash,
his revolver in his hand. The grecn car was leaping foward like

It might

But five minutes
It was

a thing of life, amid shouts frem startled dmvers of other
vehieles,
Crack! Crack!

Locke was firing with an aim as deadly as that of the unseen
man in the green car. The first bullet sinashed the car window,
tne sccond grazed a tyre. Had it struck the tyre fairiy, the
puncture would have heen all that Locke needed. But the speed
of the car, and its swdden windings in the traflic, saved the
“tyre. The bullet only grazed it. A third shot would have dene
the work, but the green car was on the other side of a slow
motor-lorry now, and Locke had to hold: his hand.

There was a shout in the street, a rcar of voices. Pedestriuns
stopped, three or four policemen Tushed up from different diree
tions. Ferrers Locke leaped clear from the balcony, across th
area railings, to the pavement, and Jack Drake, recovering kim-
self, was after him in a flash, He was at the Leels of tne
detective as Locke rushed acrcss the street, heedless of the
trafiic. .

But- the green car was gone.

1t had fairly whizzed round the nearest corner, ané by tae
time Ferrers Locke reached the corner it was out of sight.

Locke stopped, and set his lips. s

“ A mear thing, my boy!"” he said quietly, as Drake came panting
up. “ A very near thing! But I saw him as he fired, Drake, and
I knew his face—changed, disguised, but I knew it!”

:‘ g’ount 8azineff?” asked Drake. B

Yes.'

The first round was over—and it was drawn—between Cound
Sazineff, the master-criminal, and the famous detective of Baker
Qtreet. But the struggle had only begun, and Ferrers Locke and
his boy assistant were soon to see more of the Black Triang.e.

THE END.

Get next Tuesday’s “Boys’ Herald ** for another of these
splendid stories.



