














of yielding—would the unknown keep faith?

Was he likely to spare the life of the
detective who had been a prisonmer in his
den, and might find his way there again?
It was not likely.

The door opened quietly.

The man in the mask was with him again.
He stood over the bound detective.

‘“ Your answer ¥’

Locke drew a deep, deep breath.

‘“ Ring up Baker Street I’’ he said.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
The Messagel
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Jack Drake stepped to the telephone in
Ferrers Locke’s office in Baker Street.

From without, the murmur of the traffic
in Baker Street came dully to his ears.
He had been looking from the window,
watching the endless procession of vehicles
and passengers, and wondering when his
chief would return, when the telephone bell
rang sharply.

‘“ Hallo I’

‘“ Hallo! Is that Drake?”’

“ Drake speaking, Mr Locke.”” The
detective’s assistant recognised the cool,
clear, incisive voice of Ferrers Locke at the
first word.

¢ Good! Listen to me carefully, Drake.
I have fallen into the hands of a man I do
not know, and am a bound prisoner in a
place that is strange to me.”

¢ Mr. Locke!”” gasped Drake.

¢ Keep cool, my boy! My life depends
on you, and on your carrying out the
instructions I give you.”

The receiver trembled in Drake’s hand for
a moment. The colour had faded from his
face.

Ferrers Locke a prisoner, in danger of
his life! A bound prisoner in some un-
known den of crime! And yet his voice had
come to Jack Drake’s ears quietly, calmly,
in the cool, incisive tones he knew so well.

Drake pulled himself together.

He would have risked his life, given his
life, to save his idolised master. But there
was nothing he could do—nothing but

listen, with all the steadiness he could
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muster, to that quiet voice on the telephone.

‘“ You hear me, Drake?’’

¢ Yes, gir.”

‘“ The man into whose hands I have
fallen, and who holds my life at his mercy,
demands a certain document, now locked
up in my office. Unless this be given up to
him, I am a dead man.”

Drake caught his breath.

For a second he almost doubted whether
he was listening to Ferrers Locke, for the
words told of surrender—told that the
Baker Street detective, to save his life, was
yielding to the demand of a criminal.

Life was sweet, but if Ferrers Locke was
saving his life by such a concession to a
criminal, he was not the man Jack Drake
had always believed him to be.

‘“ Listen to me, Drake! I shall give you
directions where to find that document, and
instructions what to do with it. Do not
fancy that you can help me in any way.
You can only save my life by acting exactly
as I tell you. You understand?”’

‘“T understand,’’ faltered Drake.

‘“ There must be no mistake. A mistake
means death to me, Drake. Take down my
instructions in writing.”’

‘“T have my fountain-pen, sir.”

‘“ Write, then,”” said Ferrers Locke.

““I am ready, sir.”” Drake had opened
his fountain-pen, and he drew a writing-
pad towards him.

With a hand that shook a little in spite
of himself, Jack Drake wrote down the words
that followed, in the quiet voice over the
wires :

““ The document is in the steel cabinet
under the telephone, packed away among a
number of other papers. It is sealed in a
long green cartridge envelope. Hand it
over immediately, without question, to one
who will call at three o’clock this afternoon.
No one else can give me help ; only this can
save me.”’

There was silence.

‘“T’ve got it, sir,”” said Drake.

The silence was unbroken.

Ferrers Locke did not speak again.

‘“ Are you still there, sir 9’ asked Drake.

A voice came through—another voice,
strange to Drake’s ears. It was a soft and
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cultivated voice, with a tone of mockery
in it.

‘“ You have heard your master’s instruc-
tions! Carry them out, Jack Drake, 1f you
value the life of Ferrers Locke.”’

‘““I am here to carry out Mr. Locke’s
orders, > answered Drake. ‘I shall do
exactly as ho has told me.”

‘“ Then expect a caller at three, and re-
member that any attempt to detain him, to
watch him, or to follow him will cause the
death of Ferrers Locke.”

Three hours to save Ferrers Locke and lay
that scoundrel by the heels! More than
enough, I fancy.” -

Once more he read over the instructions
written on the page of the writing-pad.

Then he picked up the receiver again,
and gave a Scotland Yard number. As
soon as he was through, he asked for
Inspector Cornish.

The deep, rather gruff voice of Inspector
Cornish, with whom Locke had often
worked, came through in a minute or less.

“You arc a clever man, Locke,”” said Sir Peter Denaby,
“but I cannot fathom how you contrived to outwit me.”

““1 shall do exactly as my master has
directed me—no more and no less,”’ said
Drake.

‘“ That will be well.”

Drake put up the receiver.

That strange message from a man who lay
in the shadow of death was at an end.

Drake stood very still.

His face was white and set. But as he
read over the instructions he had written
down, a faint smile played over his face.

He looked at his watch.

‘“ Twelve! Three hours to work inl!
(

93

‘‘ Drake speaking, from I'errers Locke’s
office,”’ said the detective’s boy assistant.

‘“ Fire away |’

‘“Mr. Locke has been made a prisoner,
and his life is threatened.”

‘“ Good gad !’ ejaculated the inspector.

““I cannot say whose hands he is in, or
where he is,”” went on Drake. ¢ But the
telephone number of the place is Greenover
131. That is all Mr. Locke was able to tell
me.”’
‘“ But how 22
““I will explain when I see you.

I am
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coming round as fast as the car will move,”’
said Drake hurriedly. *‘ You’ll be ready,
with as many men as you think you’ll need,
Mr. Cornish?”’

‘“ Rely on me.”’

‘“ How long will it take you to trace out
the address of that telephone number 1’

There was a chuckle.

‘“ I’ll have that ready before you get here,
young 'un. If you want to be in at the
death, lose no time.”’

““ Right 1’

Drake jammed the receiver back on the
hooks. Two minutes later a fast car was
threading the traffic of Baker Street, with
Drake sitting in it, his eyes gleaming, his
heart beating fast.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Brought to Book !
]mems Locke lay and listened.
He was left alone, and for a long, long
hour he had lain and listened intently.

The man in the mask had held the tele-
phone to his lips, the receiver to his ear,
while he spoke to his boy assistant at Baker
Street. Immediately he had given his in-
structions to Drake, the instrument had
heen taken away. His hands had not been
freed for a moment; his captor was taking
no chances with him.

The masked man was gone, the door
locked, and silence brooded over the dusky
room, with its dark blinds.

If there were others in the house—and
Locke knew that there must be—no sound of
them reached him.

He listened with painful intentness.
Until three o’clock that afternoon, the hour
fixed for the document to be handed over to
the one who would call at Baker Street for
it, his life was safe. Not until then could
the man in the mask know that he had been
tricked.

Drake had time to work in, and there
were men at Scotland Yard, old friends of
Locke’s, who would be eager to help. If
Drake had understood! But Locke had no
doubts on that point. He knew that Drake
had understood. There was time for help,
time for rescue, and it was for the sounds of
rescue that Locke was listening as he lay in
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dusky silence, his limbs aching from his
bonds.

He started suddenly.

The silence was broken at last!

A crash, a shout, a sudden ringing shot,
a tramp of feet, a howl of excited, alarmed
voices !

Then a shout that reached the detective
clearly, in tones of surprise and terror:

‘“ The police I’

Trampling footsteps passed his door.
Voices called and shouted; another shot
rang out. Desperate work was going on in
that unknown house of mystery while the
Baker Street detective lay helpless, unable to
stir a limb.

But the wuproar calmed at last.
Obviously the denizens of the mysterious
house had been taken by surprise by the
sudden raid. A brief, desperate resistance
had been overcome, and the house was in
the hands of the police.

Tootsteps and voices—a voice that Locke

knew—the voice of his boy assistant.
““Mr. Locke! Mr. Locke! Where are
you?”’

““ Here I”” called back the detective.

The key turned back in the lock, the door
was hurled open. Jack Drake sprang into
the room. Behind him loomed the burly
figure of Inspector Cornish.

¢ Drake, my boy !”” Locke’s face lighted
up at the sight of the eager, excited face of
the boy.

““ We’ve got them I’’ came the inspector’s
deep voice. ‘¢ Three of them—and one a
bird in fancy feathers, by gad!”

Drake’s pocket-knife was already sawing
at the cords that bound the Baker Street
detective. The bonds fell apart. TFerrers
Locke, stiff and cramped, rose to his feet
with Drake’s assistance, and stood leaning
heavily on the boy’s shoulder. His face was
pale with the twinges of pain in his cramped
limbs.

The burly inspector grinned at him cheer-
fully.

‘“We’ve got them, Mr. Locke! Three of
them—and more to come now that we’ve got
their headquarters! Come and look at
them! One of them’s a priceless bird—no
less than a baronet. A man I’ve seen
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knocking about the West End for years, and
never dreamed But come and look at
them I’

He chuckled.

‘“We’ve not had time to search the place
yet, but it’s stacked—crammed. The loot
of a good many robberies here, Mr. Locke.”
Mr. Cornish rubbed his plump hands. ‘“ By
gad, you’ve put us on to the catch of the

season—or, rather, your lad here hasl
Come and look at the fine bird that’s
dropped into the net! He handled a

revolver when we got him—Iluckily for his
neck, without any damage. Come!”’

Locke pressed Drake’s hand; it was all
the thanks the boy needed. They followed
the inspector.

In a large room three men in handcuffs
were guarded by a number of plain-clothes
men from Scotland Yard. Two of them
were lowering, common crooks. The third
was a handsome, well-dressed man in the
prime of life, whose elegance of manner
and cool assurance had not deserted him
even in his present situation. His eyes
shot one glance of deadly hatred and
revenge at Ierrers Locke. It was the man
who had worn the mask and the ulster.

““8ir Peter Denaby!”” grinned the in-
spector. ‘‘ Man about town, living by his
wits. But who would have picked him out
as a cracksman? Member of the best clubs,
by gad! You’ve secen him about town,
Locke, but I'll bet you never guessed the
other side of his life.””

‘“I’ve seen him about town, and I never
guessed the other side of his life,”’ assented
Ferrers Locke quietly. ‘“But I have a
document in my office which will, I think,
let in considerable light upon Sir Peter’s
proceedings for the past few years.”

““ This is their headquarters—the head-
quarters of the most daring and dangerous
gang that has worked the West End in my
time,”’ said the inspector. ‘‘ And Denaby’s
the leader, by gad! We’ll get them away
quietly, and wait for the other birds to
drop in—what? But it was touch-and-go
with you, Locke. If your boy had mis-
understood i

““ T was sure that he would not,’’ answered
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Locke tranquilly. ‘I leave them in your
hands, Cornish. Drake—"’

““ The car’s outside, sir,’’ said Drake.

‘“ Let us go, then!”

““One moment!”” Sir Peter Denaby’s
voice, calm and cultivated, was the same
that had spoken to IFerrers Locke from
under the mask. Desperate rascal as he
was, the man was game. ‘‘ You have me
now, IFerrers Locke. The tables are turned.
What will be found in this house will leave
little need for Harrington’s confession,
locked up in your safe at Baker Street.
The game is up—for me! You can afford
to satisfy my curiosity—an idle curiosity
in my present circumstances, I admit. How
did you work this?”’

Jack Drake smiled.

‘“You spoke on the telephone, in my
hearing,”” said Denaby. ‘‘I heard every
word, and weighed every word. Yet I
gather that you conveyed some message to
your assistant.”’

“TI did1”

‘“ You have me guessing,” said Denaby.
‘“ You are a clever man, Locke, and I have
often admired your cleverness. Yet I can-
not fathom how you contrived to outwit
me.”’

Locke turned to his assistant,

““You have the instructions you wrote
down at my dictation, Drake?”’

‘“ Here, sir.”’

Drake produced the paper from his
pocket.

‘“ Read that,’’ said Locke.

Denaby read the paper over:

i

‘“ The document is in the steel cabinet
under the telephone, packed away among a
number of other papers. It is sealed in a
long green cartridge envelope. Hand it
over immediately, without question, to one
who will call at three o’clock this afternoon.
No one else can give me help ; only this can
save me.’’

I heard this, every word, as you spoke
to Drake,” said Denaby. ‘It tells me
nothing.”’

‘“ Fortunately, it told Drake much,”’ gaid
Terrers Locke dryly.

““ What did it tell him 9"’
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!* The telephone number of thi 2
Denaby started. s e

His eyes sought ? i
shook h}i’s headg. Gt D enin, end he

:: A secret code?”’ he asked.

; A code long ago arranged with my
assistant, for wuse in emergencies when
secrecy was essential,” said Locke. ‘¢ It was
never more essential i is 1
B Peter Donei s than in this instance,

“Truel” The gentleman -cracksman
smiled faintly. ‘“ Had I detected the trick
your life would have paid for it, Ferrers
Locke! But the trick, if it is there, escapes
me even now |’

Loclke shrugged his shoulders.

‘‘ Read every fifth word,”’ he said.

The cracksman started again, and once
more his eyes scanned the paper.

A bltter'smile crossed his lips.

““ That is why you asked for time for
reﬂect'lon, Ferrers Locke! You needed time
—a little time—to prepare this message for
your assistant.”

¢ Precisely.”

The cracksman read out slowly the mes-
sage that was made up by selecting every
fifth word in the instructions Jack Drake
had written down at his master’s order :

‘“*THE TELEPHONE NUMBER IS
G}}‘E’EN OVER ONE THREE ONE. HELP
ME.

¢“ The telephone number is Greenover 131.
Help me,”” he repeated. He handed the
paper back to TFerrers Locke with his
manacled hands and bowed with sardonic
politeness. ‘‘ You have beaten me, Locke,
and I deserved to be beaten for giving you

the chance. Another time ¢
i Anothe.r time, I think, will never
come,”” said the Baker Street detective

quietly.

Locke made a sign for Jack Drake to
follow him, and walked past the prisoners,
the eyes of the cracksman following him
with a deadly gleam in them. A few
minutes more, and the car was bearing
Ferrers Locke and his boy assistant back to
Baker Street.

THE END
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Riding the Storm

N inferno of noise, stunning to the
senses, paralysing to helpless in-
action all but the strongest-nerved

of men out on the bosom of the sea or in
the sair—howling wind, raging water,
madly scurrying clouds, slashing rain, and
clammy sea-mists swirling and blotting out
everything. The stage is set for an epie
battle with the elements.

The powerful destroyer in our picture—
grace in every line of her, thick armour-
plate enclosing a collection of that giant-
powered machinery of the sea to which the
twentieth century has given birth—is direct
descendant of the stoutly-built wooden
barques of our uncivilised ancestors, and is
therefore thoroughly at home n this tur-
moil of savage Nature.

But her escort of seaplanes is in another
category altogether. TFor seaplanes are the
babies of the world’s transport, and sea and
sky and knife-edged slashing rain combine
as common enemy to beat all aircraft down
to doom. The art of navigating the waters
has long since been learned. The airman
is still learning; he is only at the beginning
of his schooling. as this is reckoned by the
measure of Time.

But every year that passes now sees
gigantic strides in the complete conquest
of the air. No matter though the thick,
clammy mists blot out the destroyer com-
pletely for long minutes together, her escort
of seaplanes keep in touch with her, by
wireless, even as they keep in touch with
shore stations set up to aid the airman
flying ““ blind.”” And when ships and sea
and horizon are blotted ont utterly, the air
pilot is able to fly solely with the aid of
Lis instruments—products of the scientist’s
uncanny skill.

The man at the wheel of the storm-
wracked destroyer and the navigating
officer on its bridge. by reason of the
oreater protection afforded them, know
little of the ordeal the air pilot passes
through when sea and sky are conspiring to
defeat all mankind!

THE END
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF

A SCHOOL PORTER
by
Willlam Gosling

{In an Interview)

*9 np work never killed nobody.”

A That’s wot the ’Eadmaster told

me when I complained to ’im that

T was bein’ rushed off me legs, an’ swept off

me feet, an’ worrited ofi me ’ead by the
noomerous dooties which falls to my lot.

Well, p’r’aps ’ard work ain't killed
nobody—yet ; but I’ve got an uncomfortable
feelin’ that I shall be the first victim! You
see, when a man gets to my age ’is con-
stitution is the worse for wear an’ tear, an’
it ain’t nearly so robust as wot it used to be.
They say that the first seventy years of a
man’s life is the worst, but don’t you believe
it. It’s when you’re between seventy an’
eighty that the pace begins to tell, an’ your
joints get rusty, and you’re leg-weary an’
body-weary an’ soul-weary.

Wot I says is this ’ere—why should a
man ’ave to work, manually an’ annually,
all ’is days? Why should he ’ave to work at
all, for the matter of that? I often wishes
as 'ow I was a beautiful lily, wot toils not,
neither do it spin. But if man must work,
as the song says, then the only job wot
appeals to me is that of a wine-taster—with
plenty of overtime! But wine-tastin’ is one
of the overcrowded perfessions, so there’s
no chance in that quarter.

"Ere at Greyfriars, in my job as school
porter, I works me fingers to the bone; an’
as soon as the flesh ’as ’ealed, I works ’em
to the bone again; an’ so it goes on. I
rises earlier than the lark, on winter morn-
ings dull an’ dark (poetry!), an’ tugs at
the risin’-bell until these pore old arms is
well-nigh wrenched from their sockets|

Then, after a bite of breakfast, I spends
the mornin’ runnin’ errants for the 'Ead,
an’ sweepin’ the leaves in the Close, an’
cleanin’ the winders, an’ polishin’ up the

H.A. (

I tugs at the risin’.bell until my pore old arms
is well-nigh wrenched from their sockets |
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’andle of the big front door ; an’ a thousand
an’ one other dooties, most of which ought
to be done by Trotter, the page. But when-
ever the word work is mentioned, Trotter
trots so fast that you can’t see ’im for dust !
In the afternoons I runs more errants, an’
sweeps more leaves, an’ cleans more winders,
an’ polishes up more ’andles of more big
front doors. The summer is my busiest time,
because we generally gets ’eavy falls of snow
durin’ an English summer. "An’ when the
Close is snowbound, it’s jolly *ard work get-
tin’ . it clear—especially with snowballs
whizzin’ all around you, an’ knockin’ off
your ’at, an’ squelchin’ into your face. Drat
these English summers, I says; an’ drat the
young rips wot spends ’em a-snowballin’ |
If the Governors of Greyfriars possessed
’earts instead of flintstones, they would find
me a oice little cottage where I could pass
the evenin’ of me days, with a pension of
five 'undred a year to retire on. My terms
is quite modest, but the Governors an’ the
"Ead won’t ’ear of them. So there’s nothin’
for it but to stick to my dooties—in fact,
to carry on until I’m carried ofi|
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