FERRERS L@@%E ABROAD

in a hazardous search for a missing heir to a great fortune.

perils beset his path!
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Across two mighty oceans and a
continent journeys Ferrers Locke

And at every step grave

3

A GRAND LONG COMPLETE STORY OF FERRERS LOCKE, DETECTIVE, AND HIS ASSISTANT, JACK DRAKE!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Strange Interview !

“ R. VERNON PULTENEY !”

Jack Drake’s voice was

quiet, as usual, but there was

just a trace of excitement in

his face as he showed the visitor into

IPerrers Locke’s consulting-room in
Baker Street.

Ferrers Locke was seated in his arm-
chair, and his keen, clear cyes were
ixed on Vernon Pulteney as he entered
the room.

But the famous detective did not rise.

Generally the most courteous of men,
Ferrers Locke evidently had no polite-
ness to waste upon Mr. Vernon
Pulteney.

The young man came across the room
{&wards him, his dark eyes mecting
those of the detective.

He seemed about to extend a hand to
Ferrers Locke, but it was so clear that
the Baker Street detective did not
intend to shake hands with him that
Pulteney let the half-raised hand fall
to his side again. A faint flush glim-
mé2ed in his rather sallow cheeks for
a moment.

He stood slightly at a loss, and
Locke’s eyes remained on him, cool and
penetrating.

Pulteney was a young man, not over
thirty-five, with rather handsome
features, though his nose was too
aquiline, his brows too dark and heavy,
and his sharp eyes too close together.
e was elegantly dressed, his clothes of
the most fashionable cut, his linen of
the finest. He was in black, but there
was a glitter of diamond studs and cuff:
links scarcely in keeping with mourning
garb. In spite of his expensive-clothes
and his careful bearing, there was about
him an air of suppressed black-
guardism, the air of a man whose life
was reckless, and evil.  and self-in-

he was
serious

dulgent, though at present
constrained to a manner of
gravity.

Ferrers Locke waved his hand to a
chair.

“Will you sit down, Mr. Pulteney?”
he asked.

Vernon Pultency sat down.

“Possibly you know why I have called
to see you, Mr. Locke,” he said.

The detective nodded.

“I] am quite aware of it,” he an-
swered..  “Your cousin, Sir Henry
Pulteney, is dead, and you have un-
expectedly found that you are not the
heir to TFriardale Court and the
Pulteney thirty thousand a year. A
very disconcerting discovery indecd, con-
sidering the measures you have taken,
Mr. Pulteney.”

The young man’s eyes gleamed.

“I fail to follow you, Mr. Locke.
What measures do you allude to?”

“You would like me to explain?”

“T insist upon your explaining!” ex-
claimed Vernon Pulteney angrily.

“I will do so,” said Ferrers Locke
grimly, “Four holders of the Pulteney
title and . estates met with violent
deaths in the course of the last three
years, and Mr. Henry Pulteney, an
elderly pgentleman who had never
expected to 'succeed, inherited the
baronetcy, and the fortune that went
with it. Sir Henry was found dead at
the foot of a cliff in his own woods at
Friardale, a couple of weeks ago. The
coroner’s jury returned a verdict of acci-
dental death. As I was visiting Friar-
dale at the time, on business of Sir
Henry’s, I joined in the search for the

unfortunate gentleman, and, .in fact,
found the body. I attended the
ingquest. - I stated my suspicions of foul

play at the inquest.”

“A very extraordinary suspicion,”
said Vernon Pulteney. *1 was abroad
at the time, but I have read the report

‘be returned, in

of the inquest. Your statement was, so
far as I can see, utterly groundless,
though it is true my unfortunate cousin
was on bad terms with a gang of
poachers in the neighbourhood——"’

“My.spuspicions.did not fall upon the
poachers,” said I'errers Locke. “The
coroner and the jury took the view that
Sir Henry had fallen over the cliff while
walking there in the evening; the local
police, who looked into the matter, took
the same view. I had no choice but
to admit that there was no evidence to
the contrary; but it was my duty to
state the suspicion I felt, and I did so.
However, a verdict of accidental death
was returned.”

“The only verdict that could possibly
the circumstances, I
imagine,” said Vernon Pulteney.

“1 do not dispute it.’

“Upon what, then, was your suspicion
founded, might I ask?”

“1 will tell you, sir,” said Ferrers
Locke. “Sir Henry was the fifth holder
of the Pulteney title and estates to die
a violent death, which was attributed to
accident. So remarkable a series of
accidents, Mr. Pulteaey, is too much out
of the common to satisfy me. Five
mysterious deaths brought you, sir, next
to the inheritance.”

Vernon Pulteney drew a deep breath.

“You do not mean to insinuate—you
do not dare——"" he exclaimed.

“I insinuate nothing,” said Ferrers
Locke coldly. “Sir Henry Pultency was
my client; I knew that he was in danger
of assassination, and did my best to
save him, but he would not be warned.
He is dead, and I intend to bring his
murderer to justice.”

“You persist, then, that he was mur-
dered, in spite of the verdict of the
coroner’s jury?”’

“Undoubtedly !”

“Am I to understand, Mr. Lecke, thak
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you are so absurd as to allow your sus-
picions to fall upon me?”

The Baker Street deiective shrugged
his shoulders.

“You ‘may understand anything you
please, Mr. Pulieney,” he answered.

“You may be aware, sir, that I was
abroad at the time of the late baronet’s
unfortunate death. I was apprised of
the news while I was staying at Monte
Carlo. A hundred witnesses could prove
that I was dining at the Hotel Riviera,
#t Monte Carlo, in the very hour when
Sir Henry met his death in his park at
Friardale.”

“T am quite aware of that, M.
Pulteney. No alibi could be more com-
plete and satisfactory.”

“Does not this, then, disabuse your
mind of the fearful suspicion you have
alluded to?”

“Not at all. Sir Henry was hurled
from the clif by a murderous hand,”
said Ferrers Locke. *“Of that I .am
assured. The wretch who did the deed
was employed by another, who had
already failed to effect his purpose by
his own hand.”

“You talk in riddles, Mr. Locke.”

TLocke made a gesture towards Jack
Drake.

“Have vou seen this boy before, Mr.
Pulteney 7”7

Pulteney glanced at the famous detec-
tive’s assistant.

e started a litile as his eves rested
on Drake’s handsome, boyish face. But
Lie shook his head.

“T do not remember to have seen the
Jad,” he answered. ‘“Why do you ask
such a question?”

“PBecause, a few weeks before Sir
tlenry’s death, this lad was on a holiday
at Friardale,” said Locke. “He saved
Sir Henry’s life on that occasion by
intervening when a man was taking aim
at him in the woods. The man he saw
with a gun was a man of your age, Mr.
Pultency, with thick, dark brows and
an aquiline nose.”

“What nonsense!” said * Vernon

Pulteney. *“Docs the boy claim {o ve-
cognise me?”

“Speak up, Drake,” said I'errers
Locke quietly.

Jock Drake fixed his eyes on the

voung man.

“Yes,” he said; “I believe you are
the same man, Mr. Pulteney. 1 should
not care to swear to it in a court of
law, because I saw you only for a
moment or two. But I am practically
certain on the point. You are the man
who was firing at Sir Henry Pulteney
in the Friardale Woods when I threw
my stick and stopped you.”

“ And you believe this balderdash, Mr,
Locke 7”7 asked Vernon Pulteney, turn-
ing contemptuously from Drake, though
there was a pallor in his face now.

“1 believe it,” said Locke.

Pulteney smiled ironically.

“Then why do you not make a charge
against me?”’ he asked.

“Beeause there is no proof to offer,”
said Ferrers Locke. “Sir Henry him-
self refused to believe in his danger;
he was positive that the man who
sought to shoot him was a poacher.
He refused to take the precautions I
urged upon him. and he suffered for it.
He believed it impossible that a man of
itho Pulteney blood could be guilty of
a series of fearful crimes for the sake
of gain. My assistant saw you in the
woods, but his evidence would not be
enough to conviet you, Mr. Pulteney,
even of the aftempted murder, while
the actual crime a few weeks later was
committed after you had carefully
established a very complete alibi.”

Vernon Pulteney set his teeth.

“You accuse me~—-"" he began.
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“I do not accuse
you,” said Ferrers THE HOLD-UP!
Locke. “You ask me

to explain, and I have of quick
explained. That is all.” @rack!
“If you care to re-
peat what you have targets
said, Mr. Locke, in
publie, and in the
presence of witnesses, I
should know what
action to take.”
Locke shrugged his
shoulders.

“I am as well posted
in the law of libel as
you are yourself, Mr,
Pulteney,” he answered.
“A spade must not be
called a spade unless
proof can be given. I
am not in a position at
present to give proof. I
shall, therefore, say
nothing—until 1 have
the proofs.”

“Which you hope to

obtain 77 sueered Pulte-
ney.

“YWhich I hope to
obtain,” assented Fer-
rers Locke calmly.

There was a long
silence. ¥errers Locke
filled his pipe, slowly
and methodically, and
lighted it waiting

quietly for his visitor to
speak.

THE SECOND
CHAPTER.

War to the Knife!

ERNON PULTE-
‘/ NEY sat silent
ios

minutes.
was evidently at a loss,
and greatly teken back
by his strange recep-
tion in the Baker Street
consulting-room.

He broke the silence
at ‘last.

“You have surprised
me very much, Mnr,
Locke,” he said.

“No doubt.”

“It scems that you warned my late
relative against me?”

“That was my duty, and T did it.”

Vernon Pulteney gave a shrug.

“I suppose it is iscless for me to
assure you-—" he began.

‘Quite useless.”

“1 will not attempt an impossible

task, then, Mr. Locke,” said the young
man coolly. **You are making me out
to be a sort of Borgia and Machiavelli
rolled into cne—quite a unique speci-
men in the records of crime. You are
welcome to your opinion, so long as
vou keep it to yourself. If you venture
to utter it* in public I shall take the
necessary legal measures to make .you
pay dearly for it.”

“Have you anything else to say to
me ?” asked Ferrers Locke calmly.

“I have. I came Lere with a special
object, and we have been wasting
time,” said Vernon Pulteney. in
spite of your very extraordinary opinion
of me, Mr. Locke, it is necessary for
me* to speak of the business which
brought me here. As you are well
aware, I was supposed to be the heir
of the DPulteney estates and
According to all expectation I should
now be Sir Vernon Pulteney, master of
Friardale Court. But the late baron’s
will revealed a very unexpected state
of affairs. It appears that his son, who
was supposed to be dead many years

heading for his car, and Ferrers Locke
did not stand on ceremony.
shooting.
Locke opened fire and wild yells
came from the railway track as he found
in the oncoming rustlers.

title.’

“cousin,

The rustlers were
it was a case
Crack! Crack!

(See
Chapier 4.)
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ago, may still be living, and in that
case he is the heir.”

“Exactly.”

“ As the {ellow has not been heard of
for so long it is a moot point whether
he may not be presuimed to be dead,”
continued Pulteney. “But I am advised
by the family solicitors that there may
be difficulties in the way. From Sir
Henry’s papers, which T have examined,
I learn that his son was known to be
alive, ten years ago, in a Pacifie island
near Honolulu, called Lai-Lai. He was
a beachconiber, and known as Toffy
Jack. Sir Henry, shortly before bhis
death, retained your services to search
for this wastrel and find him.”

“That is correct.”

“He has left instructions that you are
to be supplied with money for the
search, from the estate, up to the sum
of five thousand pounds,” said Vernon
Pultency, his eyes glittering. “You
are, of course, aware ot this, Mr.
Locke 27

“Sir Henry was very explicit,” as-
sented the Baker Street detective.

“This is naturally a great surprise
to me,” went on Vernon Pulténey. “It
seems that I have a cousin, or second
who is now Sir Walter Pul-
teney, if he is living, and that you are
engaged to search for him, and inform
him of his good [fortune, and that my



Every Tuesday.

THE POPULAR.

Price 2d.

money is
search 77
“His
detective.
“Tt is not his own money if it turns
out that he is dead.”
“The late Sir Henry’s money in that

to pay the expenses of the

own money,” corrccted the

case. The baronct had a right to leave
his own money for any purpcse he
pleased.”

Pulteney bit his lip.

“The money, at least, that I expected
to be mine,” hé said. ‘~“Having
learned all this from Sir Henry’s memo-
randa, Mr. Locke, I decided that I
had better see you at once, and so made
my appointment with you this morning.
I certainly did not expect to be greeted
here with hostility.”

“You have come across more than
one unexpected incident of late, Mr.

Pulteney,” said the Baker Street detec-
tive. “It proves the truth of the say-

ing that the best laid schemes of mice
and men oft gang agley, dees it not?”

“T’m not here to bandy proverbs with
you, Mr. Locke. I want to come to
some arrangement. 1 have to ask you
your intentions.”

“I have no desire to conceal them,”
answered Ferrers Locke. “1 am in-
tending to carry out my duty towards
my client, now dead. T am going to
find Sir Walter Pulteney, if he is still
alive, and I am going to make quite

»

sure that he does not
die an accidental death,

like so many of the
Pultencys.”

Vernon Pulteney’s
eyes glittered.

“In spite of  Sir

Henry’s death you in-
tend. to carry on?”

“All the more be-
cause of Sir Henry’s
death.”

“From a sense of

duty ?” asked Pulteney
ironically.

“Exactly.”

“Not from a desire to
draw the five thousand
pounds which Sir Henry
had left in his solici-
tor’s hands for the pur-
pose of the search?”

13 NO;”

“You expect me to
believe +hat,  Mr.
Locke?

“I am quite indiffer-
ent on that point, Mr.
Pulteney.”

There was a pause.

“We must come to an understanding,
Mr. Locke,” said the young man at
last. “May I ask you to dismiss your
boy while we talk the matter oger?”

“My assistant is fully in my confi-
dence, and I prefer him to remain.”

“The matter is delicate, sir.”

“You can have nothing to say to me
that my assistant may not hear,” an-
swered Ferrvers Locke, unmoved.

Pulteney was silent again.

“Let us understand one another, Mr.
Locke,” he exclaimed at length. “If
Walter Pulteney still lives he is un-
doubtedly a degraded wretch, probably
in the iast stages of drunkenness.”

“It is possible.”

“Such a character is not fit to assume
a title and become a master of a great
estate and one of the largest fortunes
in England.”

“That is not my business or yours,”
said Ferrcers Locke. “I may say that
drunken wastrel as Walter Pulteney
may be, he is better than a man whose
hands arc stained xith crime.”

“That again!” cxeclaimed Pulteney
angrily. “I repeat, let us understand
one another. You stand to handle five
thousand pounds in ‘this matter, and I
fully expect that yon will run up the
cxpenses to precisely that figure. But
it does not suit me that a wastrel should
be discovered in ilie ends of the earth

=
In

and broughi home to England to dis-
pute my inheritance. Five thousand
pounds is a large sum, Mr. Locke—bhbut
ten thousand pounds is larger, Do you
catch my meaning?”

“Perfectly !”” said Ferrers Locke. “If
I undertake the searech and make ii a
point to fail, you will pay me ten thou-
sand pounds for acting like a scoundrel.”
:That is not how I should have put

97

“That is your meaning, I take it?
“Let us be plain,” said Pultenéy im-
patiently. “If the drunken rotter still
lives he knows nothing of his inberit-
ance—he does not even know that his

father ever became a baronet. IHe is
probably satisfied with his life as a
loafer on the beach ‘at Lai-Lai. eavo®

him alone, and leave me aloue, and it
is worth ten thousand pounds to you.
1 think that that is a generous offer.”

TFerrers Locke rose to his feet. He
touched a bell, Pulteney watching him
with angry impatience.

Sing-Sing, the  Chinese
enter

servant,

ling?” he a
“Yes, Sing-Sing. Show
man out at once.”
“Yes, Missa Locke.”
Vernon Pulteney ground Lis teeth.
“Then it's war between us, Ferrérs
B

this gentle-

said the Baker Strect

is war!” ) B
“(Good-morning, Mr.

detective quietly.
Vernon Pulteney !”

Vernon Pulteney took up his hat and
stick. His grip closed on the latter as
if it were in his mind to slash ihe Baker
Street detective across the face with it.

Ferrers Locke smiled slightly.

“Tt is war, Mr. Pulicney,” he
“But go in peace! I recommend you
to keep your temper until you are out-«
side this house.” ;

“You hound!” said Vernon Pullency
thickly. “You paid spy and rascal, you
dare to——"

“You had better go!” said Ferrers
Locke quietly.

“Take that—before I go!”

Vernon Pulteney’s rage
him, and he swept p the
made a savage slash at the
temptuous face before him.

But the blow never reached its mark.
Ferrers Locke was en his guard.

Before Vernon rPulteney knew what
was happening, his uplifted arm was
gripped and forced back with a power
that wrung a cry of pain from his lips.
A moment more and he was swept from
his fect in the grasp of the detective.

“You will open the door, Sing-Sing,”
said Ferrers Locke.

i Missa Locke,?”
Chinaman.

“Relecase me!” roared Vernon Pulte-
ney, struggling in vain in the grip of
the Baker Street detective. ““By
heavens——""

T.ocke made no answer.

He strode through the hall, with the
rascal struggling savagely, furiously in
his grasp; and in a moment more -Ver-
non Pulteney was rolling down the steps
into Baker Street.

His bhat and stick were to
him by the grinning Sing-Sing.

Vernon Pulteney struggled dazedly to
his feet.

He shook a furious fist at Ferrers
T.ocke—calm, unmoved, framed in the
doorway. Then, jamming his hat on his
head, he strode savagely away.

Ferrers Locke returned to the consuit-
ing-room. He smiled slightly as he met
Jack Drake’s glance.

“It .is _war now, Drake,” he
“You will finish your packing to-dayi
we start fo-morrow !”

“¥eor Honolulu?” said Drake.

Tuz Popvrar.—No. 465.
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overcame
stick and
cool, con-

Yes, grinned the
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“For Honolulu,”
“And before we reach the isles of the
Pacific I fancy we -hall’ sco our friend
Vernon Pulteney again. It is war now
—war to the knife!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Across the Atlantic!

MONG the numerous passengers
A on the Ruritania, Liverpool to
New York, were Ferrers Locke

and Jack Drake. :

Ferrers Locke glanced back with &
curious expression when the great liner
quitted the Mersey. —

“Well, we are off, my boy!” he
remarked. S
- “And we’re off first, I should think,
sir,” said Drake. “If Vernon Pulteney
is going to Honolulu—"

“There is not wmuch doubt on that
point, Drake. He knows that I am
going to scarch for Sir Walter Pulteney;
and he is pretty certain to work against
me. Neither of us know, so far,
whether the new baronect is living or
dead. If he is dead, Vernon Pulteney
wants to know the facts at the ecarliest
possible moment. If he is living—"

Ferrers Locke paused, with a grim ex-
pression on his clear-cut face.

Drake shivered a fittle.

‘ After what the man has done already
he will not hesitate at another crime,
sir,” the boy detective remarked.

“Not likely! If he can get ahead of
us in the search ne will take care, if he
can, that I do not find Walter Pulteney
living,” said Locke.

“But we are ahead, sir.

“1 am not so sure.”

“We had all arrangements made for
starting,” said Drake. “And Vernon
Pulteney never - even knew of Walter
Pulteney’s existence until he read the
papers left by Sir Henry.”

“But he will not lose a moment,
Drake. I am sure fhat he laid his plans
to visit the islands and search for the
missing beachcomber within an. hour
after leaving Baker Street.” Locke
smiled. ‘“We are taking the most direct
route, and he will do the same. I
should not be surprised if he were on
board the same vessel.”

Jack Drake started.

“On  board the
exclaimed. : :

“It is quite probable,” said Locke.
“I shall consult the passenger-list and
make sure.”

“Might he not travel under an as-
sumed name?”

“That would be difficult, as he would
need a passport-in sn assumed name for
the purpose, and that is not casy to
obtain at a-moment’s notice. I think
he will travel at least as far as New
York in his own name,” said Ferrers
Locke. :

“ e has nothing to lose by doing so0.”

“If he admits that he is going in
search of a relative—-"

“Why should he not admit it? If he
were an honourable man  he might
search for Walter Pulteney with the
best motives—to acquaint him with his
good fortune.” :

Ferrers Locke went. below, and in a
short time he was scanning the list of
passengers.

Among the names of the first-class
list were:

Mr. Vernon Pulteney.

Monsieur Henri Pourpoint,

The two shared a state-room with
two berths, and were evidently travel-
ling companions.

Drake and Locke saw them at dinner.

Across the brightly-lit table” Vernon
Pulteney glanced at Ferrers Locke and
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Ruritania!” he

assented Locke.

his companion,
recognition,

They were foes, but on board the
Atlantic liner their enmity was in
abeyance. It was a truce, at least,
until New York was reached.

Locke, after a careless glance at
Pulteney, studied his companion—a
dark-skinned Frenchman of about
thirty.

M Henri Pourpoint interested the
Baker Street detective very much. He
was a powerfully-built man, very dark,
with shining black cyes, and a little
black moustache. In spite of an cxpen-
sive outfit, he looked what he certainly
was—a man who lived by his wits, and
had lived by his wits for many years.

Drake, looking at him, guessed that
he was one of the blackguardly asso-
ciates with whom Vernon Pultency
had spent his wild and reckless days at

Monte Carlo. But there was more
than that in the mind of Ferrers
Locke,

As they sauntered on the promenade
deck that evening the Baker Street
detective enlightened his young com-
rade.

“You noted Pourpoint, Drake ?”

“Yes, sir. He looks a pretty com-
plete kind of ‘blackguard, I “should
say,” answered Drake.

‘““He is more than that,” said Locke.
“I have seen the man before. He is
well known to the Paris police as a
racecourse swindler, and a dangcrous
character generally He was mcre than
suspected of having had a hand in the
hold-up on the Paris-Mediterrancean
express. In Paris, among his comrades
the apaches, he is known as Henri le
Noir—Black Henri. And he is on
terms of comradeship with Vernon
Pulteney.” Locke's . brows knitted.
“He was with Pulteney at. Monte
Carlo for some days. as my informant
there reported. Was it by his hand,
then, that Sir Henry Pualteney was
struck down—hurled 10 his dcath over
the cliff 7

Drake started.

“Whoever' carried out that dastardly
deed for Vernon Pulteney was a man
of such a character, and deep in his
confidence,” said Locke. ‘Black Henri
as hikely as another—likelier, in fact.
And now he is going with Vernon Pul-
teney to seck the rightfui heir of ¥Friar-
dale Court. There 1s little doubt as to
their intentions, if they find him before
we do.”

“It will be a rice for life or death,”
said Drake.

IFerrers Locke nodded,

*“And more than that, Drake. We
shall veed to be on our guard even on
board this liner. Black Henri, at least,
is a man who wih stick at nothing.
Evidently he stands to share the
plunder if Vernon Pulteney succeeds to
the baronetcy. ~We are dangerous to
them, Drake and if wo are caught
napping we shall not return to Baker

Street alive. You have your re-
volver ?”’

LT e T

“You will not hesitate to use it, my
boy, if occasion should arise. Wo are
dealing with desperate  men,” said
Ferrers Locke.

“I understand, sir,” said Drake
quietl

Locie glanced down at Drake’s face.
He read nothing there but quiet resolu-
tion.  There was no fear in the boy
detective’s heart, though he realised
clearly enough that danger dogged
every step now till. the long and adven-
turous journey half-way round the
world, was over.

Every day, as the Ruritania steamed.
westward over the ocean, Ferrers Locke
came in contact with Pulteney and his

but gave no sign of companion. Within the confines of the

liner constant meetings were inevitable,

But they never exchanged a word. -

The familiarity that grew up among
the passengers after a day .r two did
not extend to. Locke and Pulteney, In
the saloon or smoke-room or on tho
promenade deck they passed: one
another with expressionless faces,

Only occasionally the eyes of  the
claimant of the Pulteney estates
burned as they rested on the man from
Baker Strect.

After a day or two, when it became
known that Ferrers Locke, the famous
detective, was on board, Locke and his
companion attracted a great deal of
notice on the Ruritania. Ferrers Locke
was, in fact, the “lion ” of the voyage,
and Jack Drake came in for his share
of the reflected limelight.

ne or two curious passengers tried
to draw the detective out on the subject
of his business in the New World, but
without much success.

It was a pleasant cnough voyage, and
Jack Drake enjoyed it immensely, and
enjoyed the varied entertainments that
wiled away the time, though never for
a moment did he fail to keep on his
guard against possible danger.

Whether Vernon Pulteney was schem-
ing to rid himself of his rival in the
search for the beachtomber baronet or
not, he did not seem to think it possible
to make any attempt while on -the
crowded liner. It was not till the
Ruritania was only two days from New
York that Drake had positive proof
that the danger he was guarding
against was very real. He was leaning
on the rail in the moonlight, looking
over the silver sea in the shadow of a
boat swung inboard, when he felt a
sudden jostle behind him. Instinctively
his hands closed on the rail, and he
held on for his life as he was pitched
bodily over,

He had not quite been caught nap-
ping, though very nearly, for his hold
was strong and secure, and he did not
fall overboard.  As he clung to the
rail there was a quick step on the deck,
and the sound of a blow and a fall.

Then Ferrers Locke’s face looked
over the rail

In a moment he had grasped his
assistant and dragged him back
safety.

Drake reeled against the rail, breath-
less, with an ache in his arms, rgther
dizzy from his narrow escape. A fow
yards away a man was rising to a sit-
ting posture, his hand to his nose,
which was strcaming with blood. It
was Pourpoint, alias Black Henri.

“You—you sew him, sir?” panted
Drake. :

Ferrers Locke nodded quictly. :

“I saw him, Drake. For a moment
I thought you were gone.” e turned
to Black Henri with a blaze in his eyes.
“You dog! If you had succeeded you
would have hanged for it. As it is,
20.1”

The Frenchman staggered to his fect.
He had been dazed by the blow Ferrers
Locke had dealt bim, and he stood un-
steadily. :

““It was .an accident,” he muttered
thickly. “A roll of the ship flung me
against the boy——"

“You lie!” said Ferrers Locke coolly.
“It was no accident—any more than
the fall of Sir Henry Pulteney from the
cliff in Friardale Woods was an acci-
dent.”

Black Henri started violently. =

“Sir Henry Pultency! © What do I
know of him?” he panted.

“More that you would care to tell the
police, T think.”

The Frenchman stared at Ferrers
Locke with startled eyes, in which there

boy
into
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was a gleam of terror. He turned and
slunk away without another word. ~~

“You have had a mnarrow, escape,
Drake,” said the Baker Street detec-
tive gravely. ‘““If I had not been near
at hand—though that scoundrel did not

know it—you would not have been alive

" You must be
boy.”

Drake hung his head a little.

“I will be more careful, sir.”

“You are not hurt?”

“No, sir; only a little strain on my
arm. But are you going to say nothing
of this ‘to the captain—-" ;

“No,” said Locke. ‘“Nothing has
come of it, and Pourpeint. woul
declare that an accideat threw him
against you. Our time will come,
Drake.”

In the saloon the next day Drake
smiled a little as he caught sight of
Pourpoint. The Frenchman’s nose was
red and swollen, and he gave Drake a
black and savage scowl. But he had
had his lesson, and there was no further
incident before the passengers of th
Ruritania sighted the statue of
Liberty at New York.

at the present moment.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A * Hold-up *’ on the Railroad !

“ ESTWARD, ho!” Ferrers
Locke said, with a smile.
: The famous detective and
his boy assistant were on the
Overland express, speeding westward
for Chicago.

To Drake it was a mnovel experience,
and', in spite of the serious nature of the
business i hand, he enjoyed the change
and excitement greatly. He was never

tired of strolling along ithe great train-

that ran, without ceasing, to the west
day after day, crossing the great con-
tinent.

In New York Ferrers Locke had lost

sight of Vernon Pulteney and his
comrade.
That they were speeding westward

was certain, but they were not on the
atsgme train as the Baker Street detec-
ive.

“We've left them behind, sir,” said
Drake, when they were out of Chicago
and the express was rolling on through
the middle west.

“It is possible,” said Ferrers Locke:
“They will lose no time; but certainly
we took the first available train, and
they were not on board. But I do not
expect to reach San Franeisco without
trouble, Drake.”

“But if we are ahead i

“The telegraph travels faster than the
said Ferrers Locke. “Black
Henri has friends in the States, and we
know already what our rivals in this
quest are capable of.”

“But on the train, what can happen ?”
asked Drake. “You have crossed the

American continent before. sir—7"’

“More than once, my boy. And a
good many things may happen on
American railways that are not likely
to happen at home,” said Ferrers Locke.
“T have been through a hold-up on thg
Trans-continental express on one occa-
sion. Train-robbers are very far from
unknown in the Western States, Drake,
and when we are farther west we shall
require to keep our cyes very wide
open.”

“Train-robbers2” repeated Drake, his
eyes glistening.

Locke smiled at his expression.

“You are thinking of the adventure,
Drake; but it mdy be a very perilous
adventure for us. As soon as we are in
Nevada,I shall scarcely close my eyes at
night.”

| chance at him—while I live.

“You think the train may be held up
on our account, sir?”

“Tt is very -probable. After the
crimes Vernon Pulteney has already
committed or instigated to succeed to
the Pulteney estates, he is not likely to
hesitate at one more to secure himself.
He knows, too, that if I rcach Sir
Walter before he does, he will have no
If he can
rid himself of us on the journey 'to
Honolulu; he is quite certain to'do so,
and Black Henri will be able to render
him invaluablé aid with his connection

among the criminals of the United|

States. Vernon Pulteney will not hesi-
tate to spend money like water, and
there are plenty of desperate characters

in the Western States to be hired for’

his work.”

“But he cannot touch the Pulteney
money, sir, till it is proved whether Sir
Henry’s son is living or dead.”

“TPrue; but he can certainly raise
money on his expectations, as there is
so great a probability of his succeeding.
And that he undoubtedly has done. He
will not be hindered by want of money.”

“Then we'fe to look for trouble as
soon as we enter Nevada?”

“I think s0.”

Jack Drake had plenty to think about
as the express tore on its way to the
West; and he felt a thrill at his heart
when the sierras of Nevada, the great
mountain barrier of California, ap-
peared against the sky.

Strange and novel and interesting as
his surroundings were, Drake was grow-
ing tired of nights and days on the rush-
ing train, and he would have been glad
to arrive at San Francisco, where the
steamer was to be taken across the

sunny Pacific for Honolulu. But much

was to. happen before the train de-
scended the sunny slopes into the golden
land of California.

Tt was late one afternoon, as the train
was climbing a steep gradient, that the
cars clattered and clanged to an unex-
pected stop The conductor came
hurrying along the cars, and a pas-
senger called an inquiry to him.

“Line blocked with trees,” the con-
ductor called back.

“Jerusalem!  What
mean ?”

The conductor gave a sour grin.

“I guess it means that some guy
wants to stop the train,” he answered.
«“ And you can take your ch’ice whether
you hand out your shootin’irons or
your greenbacks.”

And he hurried on.

Ferrers Locke gave Drake a quiet
look, and drew the revolver from his
inner pocket. Drake followed his
example, with a thrill at his heart.
The hour had come !

does that

The passenger who had questioned]

the conductor leaned forward in his
seat, and called to Locke:

“Qay, stranger, I guess_you’d better
hide that shooting-iron.
to hold up this train, I reckon. You're
from England, eh?”

“Quite so,” answered Locke.

“Then you don’'t know the game,

stranger. You put up your hands when'

you're told, and let them go through
your duds, and you'll be all O.K. But
if you start any fool shootin’, yow’ll be
shot up, and p’r’aps a dozen more pas-
sengers with you. Savvy?” .

“Quite !” said Locke quietly. “But I
have no intention of being robbed, sir,
even if only robbery is intended, and if
I am held up, I shall shoot !”

The American shrugged his shoulders.

“J guess yowre a greenhorn from
Greensville,” he expostulated. “Take
a tip from Hiram Shucks, that lnows

It won’t cut’
any ice with the guys who are_going!

the ropes—that's me. Put your popgun
away before it does you any harm.”

Locke did not heed.

He was looking trom. the train with
watchful eyes.

The stoppage had taken place in a
lonely spot, ‘fifty miles from the last
depot, and there was no help at hand if!
the passengers could not help them-
selves.- : : .

“Five men, with black cloth masks over
their faces, had emerged from a screen
of rocks near the lme. Two of them
were covering the -engineer and his
stoker with rifles, and the two men on
the enginc were holding up their hands
with cheerful submission. Their view
was that they were employed to run the
train, not to fight train-robbers, and no
doubt they were right from their own

point  of - view. -~ Tho other three
“rustlers,” with revolvers in their
hands, were moving along the train,

and from one of the cars a red-bearded
man called to them—evidently a con-.
federate of the rustlers, who had
travelled by the train,

“This way, boys—next car!”

“Right !”

Ferrers Locke stepped on to the plat-.
form at the end of the car. He had
three armed men to deal with, as well
as the red-bearded ruffian in the next
car; but not a muscle quivered in his
calm face. The threce men, as_they
came .along the train, held their re-
volvers ready, and the leader shouted :

“Hands up all or. board! We're not
looking for your dollars. We only
want to see a man! We want a galoot
named Locke, and then the train can go
on.”
If the passengers had been thinking of
resistance that shout decided them. In
every car hands were held above heads.

Locke smiled grimly.

The trio of rustlers were heading for
his car, indicated by the red-bearded
man along the train; and the Baker
Street detective did not stand on cerc-
mony. It was a case of life or death.
and quick shooting was all that stood:
petween him and his doom.

As the trio approached the car the
detective opened sudden fire,

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The three reports rang out in s many
seconds, and there were three fearful
vells by the railway tracks. The.
sudden and determined resistance was:
evidently not what the train robbers
were expeciing. Two of the rustlers
rolled on the track, groaning. The
third lay still where he had fallen,
never to move again; the bullet was n
his heart.

Terrers Locke did not even glance at
them after pulling the trigger; he
knew he could rely on his aim. He
turned back quickly into the car. As
he did so, a shot rang out, and there
was a yell of alarm from the passengers.

The red-bearded man had come tramp-
ing into the car, revolver in hand, to
aid his comrades in the attack on the
detectives: and Jack Drake had met him
with a bullet as he entered.

The bullet struck the ruffian in the
knee, and he fell heavily, yelling with
bain.

: “Good for you, Drake!” exclaimed
Ferrers Locke.

There was wild uproar all through
the train now. Hiram Shucks jerked
out an automatic pistol. A dozen other
passengers showed weapons. Four of
the rustlers were down, dead or dis-
abled, and the two men who were
covering the engineer with rifles turned
and starcd blankly along the train. In
sll their career as train rohbers aund

(Continued on page 28.)
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