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Ferrers Locke, the kUp-to-Date

‘The Case of the Moneyiender.

£ ERRERS LOCKE!"
Yes 7
‘“ For Heaven's sake, come at once!

There was fear in the voice that sounded over the wires.
It was a voice that the Baker Street detective knew.

The ring of the telephone-bell had called him_ from the breakfnst!i
table. . Jack Drake, with his cggspoon poised in his hand, glance
at his chief, as the rather tall, slight figure stood at the telephone.

* Who is speaking?” asked Ferrers Locke quietly.

“You know me, Lecke—Stewart—Rufus Stewart——

““ Rufus Stewart, the moneylender?” 3 .

‘“ Yes, yes! You will help me, Locke? Come immediately to my
office in Regent Chambers '

Ferrers Locke smiled rather ironically over the telephone.

‘“ You will excuse me, Mr, Stewart,” he answered. * If you have
nee%l of a detectivé’s services, I advise you to ring up Scotland
Yard.”

“1 want you, Locke.”

“I am sorry! I am very busy.”

“I will double your fees, if you like. ¥
went on the moneylender’s agitated voice.
life or death!”

‘“ Whose life or death?"”

¢ Mine!”

Locke smiled again. %

“My dear Stewart, may I observe that your life and death do
not seem to me matters of the highest importance? The last time
I saw you, in the affair of Lady Thornwood's diamonds, I
remarked that you were an unscrupulous rascal.”’

“ Locke!” =

‘“ But for the sake of her ladyship’s good name, I should certainly
have called in the police to deal with you,”’ resumed Ferrers Locke.
“I am rather surprised at your effrontery in calling me up.
Good-morning, Mr. Stewart—if that is really your name, which I
doubt 1"

* Locke! I—I—"

Ferrers Locke snapped the receiver back on the hooks,
returned to the breakfast-table.

Drake gave him an inquiring look, as he poured out a fresh cup
of coffee for his chief. - ‘-

o

You must come, Locke,”
“It’s a matter of

and

‘“ The impudence of the rascal!” said Locke, frowning.
caught the name, I suppcsé, Drake?”’

“ Rufus Stewart,”” said Drake. -

“The moneylender of Regent Street,”” said Ferrers Locke. ¢ The

man who has a score of wretched victims in his clutehes, and
is- bleeding them white, with interest piled on interest, added to
the threat of expcsure. And he has had the nerve to ring me
up and ask for my services!” .

Drake opened his eyes. - .

“ But what could he want with you, sir?” he asked. *“It’s jolly
queer.that he should eall you up.”

The Baker Street detective shrugged his shoulders

“Perhaps some one of his clients has turned on-: him,” 'he
said. ‘“He may have bheen threatened by some poor wretch
he has skinned. I would-rot move a finger to help him—even if
we were not busy now on the case of the Black Triangle.”

Buzzzzz! - S

It was the telephone-bell again.

“ Take the call, Drake,” said Ferrers Locke, cracking his second
{sgg. ‘. If it-is Stewart, tell him I decline to hear a word from
him,” 5

‘“ Very good, sir!"” .

Jack Drake picked up the receiver.

“ Hallo!” :

“Is that Ferrers Locke?”

‘ His assistant,” answered Drake.

““ Rufus Stewart.

‘“Can’t be done!”

“Call him to the telephofie——"

“ Go and eat coke!” retorted Drake.

‘“ Wha-a-t?"” = 2

There was a laugh_from the direction of the breakfast-table.
Jack Drake had rather dropped into his old schoolboy style in
addressing the persistent Mr, Stewart. :

“ What did you say?” gasped the moneylender.

*“@o and eat coke!”

‘“ Tell Ferrers Locke—""

‘“Rats!"

-

“ Who is speaking?”’
I must speak to Mr. Locke——"

LOGKE'S DEFEAT!

A Grand, Long Complete Datective® Story introducing Ferrers

Locke and Jack Drake.

BY OWEN CONQUEST.

Detective with New Methods.

Drake rang off. Ferrers Locke was smiling as his youthful
assistant rejoined him at the table.

“ You expressed yourself with sufficient emphasis, my dear boy,”
he said. I imagine that Mr. Stewart will be satisfied now.”

But for once the famous detective was mistaken In less than
two minutes the telephone-bell was buzzing again.

Ferrers Locke uttered an exclamation of impatient annoyance.

“Upon my word! If that is Stewart again—'".

‘“ He means business, sir!" grinned Drake.

Locke strode to the telephone, and caught up the receiver. There
was a deep frown on his brow. As he had told Drake, he had no
time to spare for Rufus Stewart’s affairs, even if he had been

dnclined to serve the notorious moneylender, All his thoughts

now were given to the mysterious case of the Black Triangle.
Ferrers Locke was at grips with his old adversary, Count Sazineff,
whose new campaign of crime, since his escape from prison, had
sent a thrill of horror through London. Just then Mr. Stewart’s
persistent application was of no more account than the buzzing
of a bluebottie, and as irritating. 3

b gs tbaIt Rufus Stewart?” demanded Locke angrily.

o8 T ;

“ Cannot you take ‘No' for an answer?"” enapped Locke.

‘“One word, Mr. Locke—"

“I refuse to touch your affairs, Mr. Stewart!
enough for you?”

“ My life is in danger: i

Is that plain

‘“ Honesty is doubtless the best policy,” answered Locke. ¢ May
I suggest that you try it, by way of a change?”

“I am threatened—-""

“ With your deserts?” asked Locke satirically. “ That would

indeed be a serious matter—for you, Mr. Stewart!"

‘“ For Heaven's sake, Locke, be serious!”

“I am quite serious.”’

“It's a case of blackmail!” stuttered the moneylender's voice
over'”t‘he wires. ‘‘ Locke, come and help me! The Black Triangie

Locke started violently.
“ What? What did you say?’ he exclaimed.
£ Igg life is threatened by the Black Triangle gang—-""
« 1oy
“Tt's pretty well known that you are engaged on that case,
Mr. Locke. I've had a letter from the villains: 1

“ Expect me in fifteen minutes!” interrupted Locke.

‘“Oh, good! Thanks! I—"'

Locke replaced the receiver.

His face was very grave as he turned towards Jack Drake, and
there was a scmbre gleam in his eyes.

“ Have you finished your breakfast, Drake?
come with me.”’

o "Iéo Mr. Stewart’s?"” asked Drake, in astonishment.

“ Yes.!

“ But—but—""

‘It is an affair of the Black Triangle,” explained Ferrers Locke.

You had better

“Oh! I understand.”
Within five minutes, Ferrers Locke and his boy assistant were
in the detective’s car, gliding down Baker Street, towards Oxford

Street. And very quickly afterwards the car turned out
Street into the little thoroughfare where Mr. Ruf
office was situated, and stopped before Regent Chambers.

of Regent
Stewart's

The Black Triangle Again!
L OCKE! Thank Heaven!”
Mr. Rufus Stewart himself cpened the office door, as
Ferrers Locke pressed the electric-bell on th: third floor
of Regent Chambers.
The fat, hook-noded man was in a state of flurry and agitation
almost pitiable to witness. 35
In spite of Locke's hard words over the telephone, the money-
lender was obviously glad and relieved to see him Hard words,
probably, were no new experience to Mr. Stewart, and, doubtless, he
was aware that hard words break no bones, while soft words
butter no parsnips. At all events, he almost embracea the Baker
Street detective as he came in, followed by Jack Drake, and he
even bestowed an ingratiating grin on the detective’s boy assistant.
He ciosed the door, and waved his visitors to chairs. He did not
sit down himself; he seemed too agitated to keep still.
‘“ Thank Heaven you've come, Mr. Locke!’’ he stuttered. * I—I—
I—never thought I should be glad to see you here.”” He grinned
rather shamefacedly. “I'm not eo bad a character as you may
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study oi the
feariess young
detective.

Ferrers Locke in Deep Thought,

suppose, Mr. Locke. 1f my interest is sometimes rather &igh, 1
force no one to come to me. My gains are honest ones— "’

“The less said aboub that the better,” said Ferrere Locke curtly.
*“You know my opinion of you, Mr. Stewart—and it is neot
improved by the fact that you have adopted an honourable
Scottish name in the place of your own. If some client whom you
had driven to desperation by your exactions had threatened you,
T should not dream of interfering. But if it is an affair of the
Black Triangle, I will leave no stone unturped to save you.”

*“That is it, Mr. Locke, that is it!"”

* Then let us get to business.”

« Phey—they think I am a Tieh man, Mr. Locke. Evidently
they think so. The real truth is that I am poor—or, if not exactly
poor—-"'

“You are a rich man, Mr. Stewart,” said Locke. “I know
that quite weil, And I am not surprised ihat tbe Black Triangle
gang have considered you fair game. Tell me what has happened.”

A letter from them was among my morning’s mail,” said the
moneylender. * Oh, Mr. Locke, you can't imagine what I felt
when I saw the Black Triangle!”

“1 can!” said Ferrers Locke drily. :

“ You know what has happened in other cases!’’ gasped Mr.
Stewart. * Mr. Builder and Lord Flexwood received blackmailing
demands from this unkmrown gang, and were shot in cold blood
hecause they refused to comply. It’s pretty well known that Sir
Julius Krumm paid up when he was threatemed—and so have
others, I fancy. But I—I could not raise five thousand pounds
if 1 wanted to. Believe me, Mr. Locke.”

“ You could rtaise ffty thousand, without turning a hair,” eaid
Ferrers Locke eoolly. 1 am well informed, and apparently the
Black Triangle gang are well informed also. Don't let us waste
time, Mr. Stewart. Whether you can pay the demand or not, you
do not intend to do so?”

“1 cannot! I—I mean, I will not!” '

* Good! Give me the letter.”

With a trembling hand, the moneylender picked a letter from
his desk, and handed it to the detective. Locke and Drake glanced
at it. It was not the first time they had seen such an epistle.

In the centre of the top of the page was designed a small black
triangle. Beneath it was typed the message:

“ £5,000, OR DEATH!

“On Wednesday 2 wan will pass you in the street and whisper
the word ‘ Triangle.’ You will hand him £5,000 in notes. Fail, or
speak one word to the police, and you die. Remember John Builder

and Lord Flexwood.
“ tigned, THE BLACK TRIANGLE.”

s Queh letters were eent to Builder and to Lord Flexwood and
to Sir Julius Krumm,’ stammered Rufus Stewart. * Those who
did not pay up were ruthlessly assassinated. You know that, Mr.
Locke?”

“1 know it.”

Rufus Stewart wrung his hande.

“ What am 1 to do? Five thousand pounds! It is ridiculous!
Five hundred, perhaps—but five thousand! I cannot pay it!
\Ir. Locke. the police are helpless to deal with these scoundrels,
Can vou deal with thém? Can you save me from thewr hands if
refuse to pay?”

Ferrers Locke knitted his hrows.

T shall try,” he said.

]I could raise the money at a pinch,” said Stewart, with a
haggard look. ‘‘ But a year's profits, Mr. Locke—at one blow!
And—and they might repeat the demand, if it is successful. The
biackmailing scoundrels! I would rather pay the money than be
dealt with like Lord Flexwood. But—but—""

The fat moneylender wrung his hands again, and groaned.

There was no doubt that Mr. Stewart could have raised the
money if he had liked, but it was equally certain that parting
with it would have caused him to suffer as severely as if each
sovereign Liad been 3 tooth drawn from his head.

Between cupidity -and terror, the hapless moneylender was in a
most unenviahle frame of mind

[

“ What do you advise me to de, Mr. Locke?’

“ Refuse t0 pay!’ answered the deteetive curtly.

* But—but. thep—"" : I . .

Locke shrugged hisg shoulders. . .

“You can purchase safety by=allowing yourself to be black:
mailed to the tune of five thousand pounds,” he said. It vou
decide upon that, you do not need my assistance. You are free to
choose. But, by your asking me to come here, 1 conclude that you
have decided to resist.”

“* Yes, yes.”’ .

“1 will help you to the fullest extent of my power,” said
Ferrers Locke, ‘‘ Are you armed?”

1 always carry a revolver.” .

*““ Do you know how to use it?”

‘“Ye-es.”

‘' Good ! To-morrow is Wednesday,” said Ferren
Usually you would be in town—at your office 2
“Yes. But I will lock up the oftice for the day, if you choose,
Mr. Locke, I will do anything you advise.” &
Locke shook his head, i

* Where do you reside, Mr. Stewart?”

“ Stone Lodge, 8t. John's Wood.”

“flow do you reach your office in the morning?”

“ By car.”

* When do you leave home?"

“ Half-past eight.”

* You spend the morning in your office, here

““ Yes, transacting business, or sceing my clients.

“ Where and when do you lunch?”’

“ At the Riccardo, at one.”

* You walk to the restaurant?”’

* Yes—and back to the office.”’

« And tiie car fetches you home, I suppose, in the afternoon?”

“ Yes—at four.”

*No doubt your habits are known to these ecoundrels,”” ratd
Ferrers Locke. “ If you are spoken to in the street by their
agent,sit will doubtless be while you are going to your lunch or
returning from it.” |

“Most likely,” said Rufus Stewart. “And if I do not hand
over the packet of banknotes, I am a dead man.”

Jack Drake watched his chief. He could see that a plan was
already forming in Ferrers Locke’s mind.

Locke was silent for several minutes. Rufus Stewart walked to
and fro in the office, his hands twitehing.

““You have finally made up your mind to dely the Blaek
Triangle?” asked the Baker Street detective at’last

The moneylender shivered.

“Tf you can hold out any hope of safety, yes, Mr. Locke.
not part with my money, if I can help it.”

“ Then that is settled,” said Locke, ‘I will take the matter
into my hands at _once. There is 4 telephone in your house at
St.‘ Johr}"s Wood, I suppose?”’

‘ Who is in charge there?'’

* My housekeeper, Mrs, Isaacs.”

*Can you telephone her instructions to receive your cousin,
Abraham Stewart, and his son, Moses, this afternoon, and put
them up for the night?”

The moneylender jumped. .

“ But—but I have no consin Abraham-—-"" -

Locke made a gesture of impatience.

“ Your cousin Abraham and his son Moses will be myself and my
aesistant, Drake, in disguise.” N

“Qh!” Mr. Stewart gasped. ‘*I—I see! Yes; certainly T can
make the arrangeibent you suggest. You will install yourself in-
my house, and keep guard—-"'

“ Partly, yes; but I have a further plan, which I will explain
to you later. It should be successful, thongh I cannot, of course,

Locie:

T will

VR lunn.

“Y; is my duty to warn you that anything you say may be taken

down to be used in evidénce,”” said the inspector. “If you know

nothing of the occurrence, well and good, Mr. Stewart. A man has

been murdered ip your foffice.” Drake gave a cry, and Rufus
Stewart went as white as death,
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answer for It. T ean only say that I will do my best and that
only the loss of my own life will turn me from the tra‘l‘l Qf the
Black Triangle!” said Ferrers Locke, his eyes gleaming. If that
. satisfies you—="

“It dges, it does!" .gasped Rufus Stewart, * But am 1 to
remain at the office? I fear—" i .

“ You will not be troubled by the Black Triangle until to-morrow.
They will give you a chance of handing over the money, a8
demanded. Return home when you choose to-day; you‘wm find
your cousin Abraham there.”” Locke rose to his feet. ‘Iv is a
charce, at last, at that scoundrel. .If all goes well, the rope
- will be round his neck.” :

“ But—but the risk—"" . , : .

“ s your risk greater than mine, or this boy's, here? exclaimed
Ferrers Locke brusquely, ““ We are setting our 1'1‘ves upon a
cast, and we have no money at stake, as you have.

“ True, true! But—-" i

1t is not too late. You can still obey the command of the
Black Triangle, if you chcose. Five thousand pounds

‘“ Never!”’ gasped the moneylender,

‘“Then it is settled.” - v R

And a few minutes later Ferrers Locke quitted the moneylender's
office with his boy assistant,

‘The Dotective’'s Device. i

ERRERS LOCKE'S car turned westward, and the detective

tock a long turn in the park before returning to Baker

Street. .Jack Drake asked no questioms, hut he was yather

surprised, as the car moved slowly along the drive, amid the

green of the park. It was a rare sunny day of late autumn, and

Terrers Locke seemed to enjoy the keen, fresh air and the glimpse

oi sunshine. Drake enjoyed the drive, too, for that matter, but

lie was puzzled. It was not till nearly time for lunch that Locke
gave the word ““ Home!" to the chauffeur. L

He glanced at Drake's perplexed face, and smiled. .

“You wender why we have been wasting time, my boy?” he
asked.

“N-no!” stammered Drake. ‘ But—"

“We ‘have not been wasting time,” said the Baker Street
detective quietly. **A rest and a turn in the fresh air are
good for us, my boy. And there may be inquisitive eyes mterestegi
in our movements, and by spending a morning driving in the park
we shall certainly have puzzled them. And cur work does nob
hegin #iit the afternoon. You must remember, my oy, t.hbat we
bhave simply no clue to Count Sazineff. I have been walling to
hear of a fresh démand from the Black Triangle. It has come
at las Ard, fortunately, Rufus Stewart's greed is more powerful
than his fear, and he has determined to resist the demand. That
is our cpportunity, and our work begins thiz afternoon in St.
John'e Wocd.” X

Ferrers Locke was very silent over lunch in the rooms in Baker
Strect. He was evidently thinking deeply.

Sncrtly afier lunch, he beckoned Drake into his private den, and
opened the concealed wardrobe behind a bookcase, in which his
almost infinite variety of disguises were hidden from sight.

“ Now we are going to change our characters, my boy,” he
said, with a smile. “I am going to become Abraham Stewart.
and you Moses Stewart, my son. I think we shall look the parts
when we have finished. Sing-Sing!™

Sing-Sing, the Chinese servant. came in to lend his aid.

In a short time, Ferrers Locke was transformed into a faf,
elderly gentleman of the Semitic persuasion, with dark skin and
brows aad lashes. and a black beard. His nose, naturally straight,
was now decidedly hooked, and looked very fleshy. Ferrers Locke
.was a past-master in the art of make-up, and certainly his most
intimate friend would not have dreamed of recognising him now.

Jack Drake grinned as he looked at him.

“Do you think I shall pass muster?” asked the detective,
smiling under his beard. . . .
““Yes, rather, sir! You've given yoursell a likeness to Mr.

Ctewart—a sort of family resemblance.”

“That was my intention, of course, as his cousin Abraham.”

Prake's disguise was soon completed, and he almost gasped as
he surveyed himself in the pier-glass. His appearance fully bore
out his newly adopted name of Moses.

Ferrers Locke packed a black bag, and then all was ready.

He®led the way, by a-back door, into -the little garden in the
rear of the house, There was an exit there upon the mews where
the car was garaged. That exit was known only to Ferrers Locke
and his intimates.

Trem the mews, Locke and Drake gained a street, and walked
rcund into Baker Street.

They walked a little distance, Locke ecarrying the biack bag,
and then the detective hailed a passing taxi.

“ Stone Lodge, St. John's Wood,”” he said to the driver.

The taxi buzzed away.

When the destination was Tteached, TLocke and his boy
assistant alighted, and Abraham Stewart chaffered over the fare
with the taxi-driver. That gentleman declined to abate his claim,
and there was a warm argument When he was paid at last, the
;Jaxi—m:m grunted, and then drove away. Locke smiled under his

eard. .

He rang at the door of Stone Lodge, and was admitted at once
and shown into a stuffv, over-decorated drawing-room. There
Mrs. Isaacs, the housekeeper. came to interview Mr. Abraham
Stewart and his son Moses. The good dame had been apprised by
telephone that they were coming, and she announced that their
rooms, were ready. Evidently she entertained no more suspicion
than the taxi-man that they were cther than what they seemed.

When Mr. Rufus Stewart retarned frem his office that afternoon,
he started at the sight of his new ccusin.

He seemed unable to believe his eves as he locked.

“Is it—is it really——'' he stuttered. .

“ Quite so!” said Ferrers Locke. ’ =
gasped the moneylender. “ It—it is really you,

* Certainiy. But it would be wiser not to use that name here,”
said the DBaker Street detective. * You had better ecall me
Cousin Ahraham. - Walls have ears, you know.! .

“Yes, yes, Cccousin Abrakam,” stuttered Rufus Stewart .

“ You have geen nothing to-day of our friends the enemy?"

“ Nothing. You will remain in the house to-night, Mr.—Cousin
Abraham?” asked the imouneylender anxiously., ‘1 ghall feel safer,
And to-morrow—""' - ; - )

“ Tosmorrow,” said Ferrers Locke quietly, ““ycu wil remain in
the house, Mr. Stewart."” - .

“ And you?” x 4

‘“1 shall go to the City, in your place.””’

The moneylender sbvarted.

“ What?”

‘“That is my plan,” eaid Ferrers Locke quietly. “I have the
necessary materials in my bag, and to-morrow morning I shall
make myself up, not as your cousin Abraham, but as yourself,
Mr. Stewart. I ghall leave this. house—as you. I shall drive in
your car to your office, of which you will give me the key. I shall
walk 0 your restaurant, t0 lunch at your usual table. And the
Black Triangle will accost me, and demand the money, and—"

He paused, his eyes glittering.

Rufus Stewart's face lighted up.

“ Then 'he will not escape?” he breathed.

“1f he speaks t0 me, taking me for you, certainly he will not
escape,’” said the detective tranquilly. ““I can answer for that.”

“You are a wonderful man, Mr. Locke!"" Evidently the money-
lender was hugely relieved to hear that it was Ferrers Locke, and
not himself, who was to face the danger on the morrow. “ You
will succeed, I am sure. And you will not let him escape! If
necessary, you—you will shoot——"

“If he is not taken prisoner. he will be a dead man,” said
Ferrers Locke. ‘* I ehall not stand on ceremony with a blackmailer
and assassin.” ’

Rufus Stewart rubbed his hands.

‘“Good! Good!” Then a troubled look came over his oily face.
‘1 shall give you the key of my office, Mr. Locke. If they are
watehing for me—"’

“ They—or he—will be watching for you.”

“ They will take you for me—all will go well. But—but—there
are private matters in my office,”” stammered the moneylender.
“ You—you will not look into them—you will not interfere—you
will not examine—"" '

His oily voice trailed off under the scorn in Locke's eyes.

“If you cannot trust me, Mr, Stewart, we may as well throw
up the affair at this point,” said Ferrers Locke contemptuously.

“No—no; I—I trust you!" gasped Rufus Stewart, “I-—[ only
meant—-""

“ That will do,” said Ferrers Locke brusquely.

And Rufus Stewart cringed, and said no more.

: Startling News!

N the following morning, anyone who had been passing Stone
O Lodge, St. John's Wood, at” haif-past eight. might have

_seen Mr. Rufus Stewart come down his steps and enter the
; waiting car. It was quite a customary sight at that hour
in the morning, and on this particular morning, certainly, no
observer would have noted any difference. But there was a
difference, and a very considerable one. For the fat, elderly,
bearded, hook-nosed man who stepped into the car was watched,
from behind a curtain, by another {at, elderly, hook-nosed man,
who wae the genuine Rufus Stewart. Tt was Ferrers Locke, in
deep disguise, who rolled cityward in the car.

Jack Drake stood beside the moneylender at the window, and
watched the car depart. There was a slight shade of anxiety on
his brow.

He was left in the house in St. John's Wocd to keep watch
there. In case of the failure of his plan for trapping the black-
mailer, Ferrers Locke did not mean to run any risk with this
client. Well he knew the cunning of Count Sazineff, the master-
criminal, who worked under the sign of the Black Triangle. If
the count guessed, or discovered, the trick that was being played,
the life of Rufus Stewart would be worth little. And it was
Drake's duty to guard him through the day, until Ferrers Locke
returned. Indeed, confident as he was in the Baker Strect detec-
tive’s success, Mr. Stewart would never have dared to remain
unguarded throughout the day. As it was, he shivered a little
as the car disappeared down the streeb.

‘“I4’s all right, eir,” said Drake, taking pity on the miserahle
coward. “1 am armed, and ready for 4rouble. Mr. Locke has
confidence in me.”
- ““Yes, yes; you are a good boy!" said Rufus Stewart, with an
ingratiating, oily emile that made Drake shrink. *“ You are one
very good boy—yes, yes! And if there should be danger, you will
shoot—yes, yes?”’

¢ Certainly.”

‘“ Good, good! But, oh, I wish I could hear news frcm Ferrers
Locke that the villain is taken!"

During the morning, Drake played billiards with 'his host, to
keep him entertained. But Rufus Stewart could put littie thought
into the game. He wandered about the house several times, look-
ing at the fastenings of doors and windows. Mrs. Isaacs, the
housekeeper, stared at him in surprise many times; but Rufus
Stewart did not heed. When there was a ring at the door, he
watched nervously from a window. It was towards noon that he
cculd contain his impatience no longer, and he went to the tele-
phone and rang up his office in Regent Chambers.

‘ Hallo!”" came the reply.

“TIs that you, Mr, Locke?”

“ You should not ‘have rung up,” came the reply, in Ferrers
Locke's well-known tones. *“ You may spoil the whole business.”

“1 was—was anxious for you—-""

“ Nonsense! I ain going out to lunch shortly.

Nothing
happened at your end?”
“No."”

has

Rufus Stewart rang off, somewhat relieved to have heard the
strong, steady voice of the Baker Street detective, even on the
telephone. .

He lunched with Drake, and ate a good deal, and drank much
more than was good for him. His nerves were evidently in rags;
indeed, at times he showed signs of repenting that he had not
paid over the demanded blackmail, and saved. ‘himself from this
terrible stress of fear and anxiety. But it was too late to think
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of that now. And, indeed, f it had come to the pinch, there were.

few risks the grasping man would not have taken for the sake
of five thousand pounds -

After lunch, he reeled into the billiard-room with Drake, but
he was in no state for play. He cut the cloth, and then sank
into an armchair and blinked at the boy detective, g

Drake could scarcely keep in his company. But Locke had warned
him not to leave Mr. Btewart alone, and he stuck to his duty,
repugnant ae it was. .

It was a little later that a ring came at the telephome, and
Rufus Stewart hurried to the instrument, sobering at once. ' Drake
followed him, anxious te hear whether it was the voice of Ferrers
Locke, But, judging by Mr. Stewart’s answer into the transmitter,
it was not the Baker Street detective who had rung up.

““Not a day!” said Mr. Stewart emphatically. *“Neot an hour!
My dear madam, if your house ie sold over your head, that is
surely your bueiness, not mine! You knew what you were about
when you borrowed my money, I presume?”

Drake drew away in disgust,

Evidently it was some hapless cilent of the moneylender who bad
rung him up at his private address, to make some appeal for
nerey—an appeal that might as well have been made to a man-
eating tiger.

Rufus Stewart grinned over the telephone, and then jammed the

receiver back on_the hoaks,

It was not Mr. Locke,” he said. “ It is time we had some
word from Ferrers Locke. He must have returned to the office
after lunch now. I am getting very anxious.”

Drake did not reply, He was beginning to wonder whether it
was worth Ferrers Locke’s while to save this buman vampire, even
from so desperate a criminal as Count Sazineff. .

He turned his back on the moneylender, and stood staring idly
from a window inio the street. Never had a day seemed eo long
to Drake in wearing away. There 'was a whir of a4 taxi-<cab in
the gtreet, and it stopped by the pavement opposite the gate of
3tone Lodge. A man in the uniform of a police-inspector stepped
out, opened tlie gate, and came 5 to the house and mounted the
steps. There was a ring at the door-bell i

The door wae opened by Mre, Isaacs, and the caller shown into
the room., He saluted Mr, Stewart stifly, taking no notice of
Drake, ’

“Mr. Rufus Stewart?” he acked. - : -
** That is my name, Do you come from Mr. Locke?” asked:ihe
moneylender eagerly. 2,
‘1 have come from Vine Street policc-station. You are the
tena‘?t, 3 understand, of No. 10!, Regent Chambers?”
es.

** Have you been. there today?”

‘ No, no!"” :

* FThen you do not knew what lhas happened there?”

The moneylender licked hie dry lips.

‘“ No. What has happened?” -

‘It is my duty to warn you that anything you say may he
taken down to be used in evidence,” said the imspector. " If yuu
know nothing of the occurrence, well and good, Mr. Stewart. A
man has been murdered in your oftice——"

Drake gaye a <ry.

' A man? Who?" he shouted.

The inspector glanced at him indifferently.

“That is not at present known,” ke answered. ‘ Shots were
heard, and the constable on the beat came on the scene and fouml
the man dead on the floor, Mr. Stewart. On examination, he
proved to be in some sort of disguise, His identity is not av
_prosent known., What ever you know about the matter yon had
better explain at the policestation.” "

Drake reeled against the window.

His heart was throbbing violently.

A man—in disguise—murdered in Rufus Stewart's office!
had happened to Ferrers Locke?

Rufus Stewart was as white as death.

‘Are you prepared to accompany me to Vine Street police-
“station?’ asked the inspector, addressing the moneylender.
“ Your explanation may help to clear the matter up.”

©1—1 will come at oncé. T shall be saler there than here, if -
Ferrers Locke is dead!” groaned the maneylender, ““Oh, 1 am
lost—lost 1" :

“I do not understand you, sir.
the sooner we start the better.”

Mr. Stewart put on his coat and hat, shivering as if with the
ague. He clung to the arm of the burly inspector, as they went

(Continued on mext page.)

What

But if you are coming with me,

So comes Sharp’s Super-
Kreem Toffee tothe kiddies and

the grown-ups.  Scrumptious,
luscious, and satisfying,
with wholesome nourish-

ment I every piece
—Sharp’s creates happi-
ness everywhere. lry

a tin to-day.

8d. per +-1b.

Sold loose by weight or in
4-1b, decoraled tins—also
€11/, 16, and 2/9 tins,
E. SHARP & BONS, Ltd
Maidstons.

M)

] OFFEE_g

HOME CINEMATOGRAPH
AND FILMS. -

SEND FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED LISTS.

— Machines from 86, —
Films from 1/6 per 100 feet.
Accessories. - - Enquiries invited.
FORD’S, Dept, A.P., 13, Red Lion Sq., London,W.C.¥

direct from factory at wholesale prices
and SAVE POUKDS. Woild's gnest

massive Table- N, .

Homless and exquisitely coloured ; ~
monster horn Mead-o-phones Ny

to select from. Grand bargains

bia, Regal,

§ in Column|
phone, Pathe,
-and Deccas, Immediate delivery.
Sent on 10 days’ trial, packed free, car- \
riage paid. 25 records (52 tunes) and 400

k. needles
or money refunded, Send postcard now
for the biggest and most beautifully
| illustrated art catalogue ever issued.

‘MEAD CO. (DEPT. G108),

% : \\
Small, weuk boys and men (also women), loarn the secrets, in the privacy
of your own liome of Ju-jitsu, the wonderful Japanese art of Self-Delence.
My Complete Illusirated Home Course will teach you how to be respected
and take care of yourself under all circumstances without the aid of
weapons., A surc cuve f{or uérvousness and lack of comfidence. It also
develops the right kind of supple muscle, Ju-jitsu is fhe tried and
acknowledged science of leverage and balance as applied to defeating a
powerful man, rendering him helpless. BETTER THAN BOXING. Send
four penny stamps NOW for TWO FREE LESSONS, or 3/6 for Large
Portion_of Course, You can call and see if in London. Personal Lessons
given.—Dept. B.H., The Ju-jitsu Scliool, 31, Golden Square, London, WL

Bang! Bang!! Bang!!

=" /
e * Quicfira
Price 1/3 Past Free fL_._

Postage abroad 3d. extra

Perfeetly harmless, but just the
thing for Amateuwr Detectives,
Seouts, ete.  Write your name and
address VERY PLAINLY on a
sheet of paper, attach this adve,
and send with P.O. 1/3 to—

F. GILMAN,

8, Grange Road, Smethwick, Birmingham.

Blaze away, boys. 100

B.H.

FUN F“R ALL' Ventriloguists Voice Instrument. Invisibla, As.
e tonishes, Mystifies. Imitate Birds, Beasts, ete,
1/- P.O. (Ventriloguism Treatise included).—IDEAY, 0O, Clevedon, Somerset.

When answerin.g' advertiserg®és kindly mentiod
this paper,



~ THE BOYS’ HERALD.

Nov. 12, 1921,

J 0UR GREAT
£200

Competition.

YOU CAN ENTER TO-DAY!

In order to give all the new
readers of the ‘“Boys’
Herald” an opportunity of

— . 4 s o b —— o

e, Iy //,,////"/%//’ 7//M entering this entertaining
v, T & //",////,’ /B competition with its mag-
// g/ nificent prizes, the first set
fr's, M of pictures have been re-
: i printed. The full conditions
of the contest, and the second
set of pictures appear on
page 9. Keep these two sets
until the sixth and last lot
appear, when you will be
told where to send your
entries. Don’t miss this
splendid opportunity of win-

i

ning one of our big cash
prizes,

FERRERS LOCKE'S DEFEAT!

(Continued from previous page.)

down the steps. Jack Drake watched them step into the taxi like
one in a dream. He remained at the window, with fixed gaze, till
the taxi had vanished from sight down the street. For fully five
minutes more he did not move. His brain was in & whirl—there
was ice at his heart. -

Ferrers Locke dead! The man he had looked on as a hero, the

. man at whose hands he had received so many kindnesses! Was it
pessible? Had Count Sazineff proved too much, at the end, for
the famous detective? Had Locke, wio had passed through so
many fearful dangers, fallen, at the finish, a vietim to the ruthless
master of crime? Drake could scarcely believe it, and yet—what
else was there to believe?

He stirred at last, a low groan leaving his lips. He remembered
what the inspector had said—that Detective-inspector Riley was
in charge of the case. From him, at least, Drake could learn the
facts, however terrible. He had to know the truth, fearful as it
might be. He almost tottered to the telephone, and rang up the
exchange and gave the number of Rufus Stewart’s office in Regent
Chambers., He faltered a question.

‘“ Hallo!!' came the reply,

It was not Mr. Riley's voice that answered. Drake staggered,
and the receiver fell from ni's hand. For the voice that answered
him over the wires was the voice of Ferrers Locke!

He had arrived at Regent Ciambers, let himself into Rufus
Stewart’s office, and taken the moneylender's place there.
There were several cails on the telephone, and Locke

tmitated the oily voice of Mr. Btewart to perfection when he
answered the ealls of the moaneylender's clients. At noon he
prepared to go out to lunch.

After a leisurely Iunch, the detective quitted the restaurant, and
+walked slowly back to Regent Chambers. -

As the afternoon wore on, Locke nourished a hope that the agent
of the Black Triangle might yet appear, in the office itself. But
there was no caller, and Locke was relieved at last when the
telephone-bell rang. He took up the receiver and answered as he
recognised the vciee of Jack Drake over the wires.

The result of his answer astonished him. . He heard a faint ery—
and then, silence. Witlr a chill of dread at his heart, the detective
spoke again:

“Drake! What has
‘bappened?”’

But it was a
his chiel’'s voice had been 100
answered at last:

“Mr. Locke! Is it really you?"

*“ Yes, yes! Has anything thappened?”’

© You~you are alive?’’ panted Drake, hardly knowing what he
said in his confusion.and glad relief.

“ What do you mean, Drake?™

Deofeat !
ERRERS LOCKE had had an anxicus day.

Is that you, Drake? Answer, my boy!

full minute before an answer came. Tie &ound of
mueh for Drake. But he

“ Who was killed in Mr, Stewart’s office, then?”

Locke started.

‘“ Are you mad,

“ Good heavens! .

“Pu'l yourself together, boy,” said Ferrers Locke, almost
harshly. “ Why do you suppose anything has happened?”

Drake explained in hurried tones. In a few words, he told of
what had passed in the house at St. John’s Wood. Lccke ground
his teeth as he listened. .

“ What does it all mean, sir?”’ gasped Drake, as he finished.

‘Tt means that we have been beaten, Drake,” answered Ferrers
Locke, through his teeth., ‘‘ It means that Count Sazinefl some-
how discovered that I came here as Rufus Stewart to-day. [
have eeen nothing—no one has approached me. But—but ycu
say that”.\',[r. Stewart went with the inspector from Vine Street?”’

Ly

Drake? Nothing has hLappened here!”

“How long ago?"

“ About ten minutes.”

“ 1 warned him not to leave the house,” said Locke. ‘I could
do no more. I will be with you soon, Drake. Wait fer me, and
keep on your guard.”

Locke rang off, and immediately rang up Vine Street police-
station, It did not take him long to learn there that no inspector
had been sent to Mr. Stewart’s house in 8t. John's Wood.

The detective quitted the office, hailed a taxi, and drove away
for Stone Lodge. It was Jack Drake who opened the door.

“ Thank Heaven you are safe, sir!” gasped the boy. ¢ When—
wheh the inspector said you were—were dead—""

Locke preseed his hand.

1 understand, my boy. But the man who came here was not
a police-inspector, No one came here from Vine Street. Ir.
Stewant has not returned?”

‘“No. You think -

“ We have been beaten, Drake, and it was Count Sazineff who
came here, in disguise, while I was waiting for him in Regent
Chambers.” Locke gritted his teeth. ‘“Come! We must give
information to the police at once. The taxi must he searched for.
There may be a faint chance yet of saving the moneylender, though
1 doubt it. The Black Triangle has won this time!”

Ferrers Locke was right!

Tt was not till the following morning that news was received
of Rufus Stewart. And when the news came, it was startling.
The body of an unknown man had been picked up in a lonely
part of Regent's Park. It had apparently been taken there by a
car. And there was marked on the dead man’s forehead the sign
of the Black Triangle. The body was soon identifiled as that of
Rufus Stewart, moneylender. The Black Triangle had struck., and
Ferrers Locke had failed to save its victim. That day Forrers
Locke's brow was dark, and he moved restlessly about the rooms
at Baker Street. Drake had never seen his chief so_disturbed.
But the last chapter had not been written—the struggle between
the Baker Street detective and the master-criminal wae not to end
with Ferrers Locke's defeat! ’

THE END.

Another of these magnificent detective stories next Tuesday.




